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uch'd all his int'reſt for tne vacant cha-. 


. Ron S dec ws, each high aſpiring play'r 


The bnikin'd heroes of the . mic ſtage 


No longer whine in love, and rant in rage; 
The monirch quits his throne, md condeſcend?s 
Humbly to court the favour of his friends: 


For pity's ſace tells undeſerv'd mithaps, 


And, their applauſe to gain, recounts his clp3. 
Thus the victorious chick of ancient Rome, 
To win the mob, a ſuppliant's form aiſume, 


In pompous rain fight o'er th* extinguith'd war, 


And ſhe where honour bled in cw ry ic u. 
But though bare merit might in Rome ꝛpp ar 
The ſtrungeſt plea for fivour ti not here; 


We form our judgment in another wi, 5 


And they will beſt ſucceed, who beſt can pay: 
Thoſe, who would gun the votes of Britich tribes, 


| Mu +4 add to force of merit, force or bribes. 


What can an actor give? in ev'ry age 
Cath hath been rudely baniſh'd from the ſtage; 


Monarchs themſelves, to grief at every play" ls 


Appear as often as their image there : 


They can't, like candidate for other ſeat, 
Pour ſeas of wine, and mountains raiſe of ment. 
Wine ! they could bribe you with the world as . 
And of roaſt beef, they only know the tune: 
But what they have they give, cold Clive do more, 


hough for each million he had brought home wur? 
Shuter keeps open houſe at Southwark fair, 


And hopes the friends of humour will be there; 


in Smithfield, Yates prepares the rival treat 


For thoſe who laughter love, inſtead of meat; 


Foote, at Old Houſe, for even Foote w.1 be, 

In ſelf-conceit, an actor, bribes with tc 1 5 

Which Wilkinſon at ſecond-hand recc iy. 

And at the New, pours water on the ! lee 
VOL. Vit. | 


The town divided, each runs ſev'ral ways, 


| As paſſion, humour, int "reſt, party ſways. 


Things of no moment, colour of the hur 

Shape of a leg, complexion brown or bs, 

A 46 vel! choſen, or a patch miiplac'd, 
Conciiiace ravour, or create diſtaſte. 
From gulleries loud peals of laughter rall, 
And thier Shuter's praiſes—he's i» dro/l, 
Embsx'd, the ladies muſt have Tomething ſmarts | 


| Palmer! Oh! Palme: 2 ps the Janty part. 


Sented in pit, the dwarf, with aching eyes, 
Looks up, ond vows i it 2 out of ſize; 
Whilit to fix feet the vio rows tripling grown, 


Declares that G ick! is ot ner Coan. 


When place or judgment is by whim * ply 4, 
And our Op! inion3 have their riſe in pride 


V. nen, in di {couriing on each mimic ac, 


We pra iſe ond cenſure with an eve to ſelf; 


All Mut meet friends, and Ack man bids as fir 


In ſuch a court, as Garrick, for the chair. 

Act Icngth 1greedy, all fqu ibbles to decide, 

Ey ſome one judge, the caute was to be try dʒ 
Uut thi; their Iquabbles cif afrech renews 
Who thould he judge in fuch a trial: Who? 

For Johnſun ſome, but Johinſon, it was fear d. 
Would he teo grave; and Sterize too gay . ; 
Others for Francklin voted ; but twas known, 
He ſicken' d at all triumphs but his own : 5 
For Colman many, but the paeyich tongue 
Of prudent Age found ou: cht he was young x 
For Murphy ſome pf ring wits geclar'd, 

Whilit Fully clapp'd her hin, and Wiſdom ſtar'd. 
Lo miſchief train'd, e'e 1 from his mother; wa ub, 
Iron eld in tr aud, tho? vet in manhooQ”s bloom, 


| \dopting arts, by which gay villains rite, 


\nl roach the heigh's which hoacſ men J. * 8 
Mute at the bar, ad} in th lenate loud, 


g Dull * monyt the dulleſt, prowicit of the 'Þ of, 


A pert, * im, prater of the nr ern rac 
Guilt in Pi. ear“, and fim'nr In bis focu, 
17 


2 


Stood forth; — ud thrice he wav'd his lilly hand 
And thrice he tw'rl'd his tye - chrice ſtrok'd his band. — 

« At friendſhip's call (thus oft with trait*rous aim, | 

Men, void of faith, uſurp faith's ſacred name) 

% At Friendſhip's call I come, by Murphy ſent, 
&© Who thus by me derelgpes his intent. 
« Put leſt, trangfus d, the ſpirit ſhould be loſt, 
4 That ſpirit which in ſtorms of Nliet ric toſt, 
ec Bounces about, and flies like botticd beer, 
4 In his own words his own intentions hear. 

C Thanks to my friends. But to vile fortunes born, 
«© No robes of fur theſe ſhoulders muſt adorn. 
& Vain your applauſe, no a'd from thence I draw 
& Vain all my wit, for what is wit in ly? 
« Twice (curs'd remembrance!) twice I ſtrove to gain 
cc Admittance mongſt the law- inſtructed train, 
4 Who, in the Temple and Cray's-Inn, prepare 
4e For clients wretched feet the legal ſnare : 
C Dead to thoſe arts which poliſh and refine, 
© Deaf to all worth, becauſe that worth was nc, 
Twice did thoſe blockneads ſtartle at my name, 
And foul rejection gave me up to ſhame. 
To laws and luryers then I bad adieu, 

And plans of far more lib'ral note purſue. 
Who will may be a judge—my kindling breaſt 
Burns for that chair which Roſcius once poſſeſo d. 
« Here give your votes, your int'reſt here exert, 
«© And let ſucceſs for once attend deſert. 

With ſleek appearance, and with ambling pace, 
And, type of vacant head, with vacant face, 
The Proteus Hill put in his made plea,— | 
1 Let Favour ſpeak for others, Worth for me. 

For who, like him, his various powers could call 
Into ſo many ſhapes, and ſhine in all ? 
Who could ſo nobly grace the motley liſt, 
After, inſpector, dofior, botaniſt 2" 
Knows any one ſowell—ſure no one W 
At once to f/ay preſcribe, compound, compoſe ? 
Who can—but Woodward came,—Hill flipp'd away, 
Melting, like ghoſts, before the riſing day. 
With that loro Cunning, which in fools ſupplies, 
And amply too, the place of being wiſe, | 
Which Nature, kind, indulgent p:rent, gave 
To qualify the blockhead for a knave; 
With that jn9cth Falſhood, whoſe appearance a 
And reaſon of each wholſome doubt difarms, 


Which to the loweſt depths ot guile deſcends, _ 


Buy vileſt means purſues the vileſt ends, 

Wears friendſhip's maſk for purpoſes of ſpite, 

 Fawns in the day, and butchers in the night; 
With that malignant Envy, which turns * | 
And ſickens, even if a friend prevail, 
Which merit and ſucceſs purſues with hate, 
And damns the worth it cannot imitate ; 
With the cold Caution of a coward's ſpleen, 
Which fears notguilt, but always ſeeks a ſcreen, 
Which keeps this maxim ever in her view— 
What's baſe/y done, ſhould be done ſafely too; 
With that dull, rozted, callous Impudence, 
Which, dead to ſhame, and ev'ry nicer ſenſe, 
 Ne'er bluſh'd, unleſs, in ſpreading Vice's ſnares, - 
: She blunder'd on ſome virtue unazvares ; 


| „ This ſevere character was intended for Mr. Fitz- T 


patrick, a perſon who had rendered himſelf remarka- | 
ble by his activity in the play-houſe riots of 1763, 
relative to the taking half prices. He was the hero 
of Garrick's Fribbleriad. E. 
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To its firſt ſtate of nothing melted down. 


| Fond, pleaſing thought ! to live in after-times) 


| U his 
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With all theſe bleſſings, which we ſeliom find 
Laviſh'd by nature on ene happy mind, 

A motley figure, of the Fribble tribe, 

—— heart can ſcarce conceive, or pen deſcribe, 


Came jimp*ring on; to aſcertain whote ſex | 


Twelve, ſage, anne 4 matrons would perplex. 
Nor male, nor female; ncither, and yet both; 

Of neater gender, though of Jri hk growth ; 

A ſix- foot ſuckling, mincing in its gait 3 
Affected, peeviſh, prim, and delicate; 
Fearful i ſeem' d, tho? of athletic make, 


| Left brutal breezes ſhould too roughly ſhake 
Its tender form, and ſaduge motion ſpread, | 


O'erits pale cheek, the horrid manly red. 
Much did it talk, in ir: own pretty phraſe, 


[Of genius and of taſte, of play'rs and plays; 


Much too of writings, which irje/f had wrote, 


Of ſpecial merit, tho” of little note; 


For Fate, in a ſtrange humour, had decreed 

That what ie wrote, none but itſe/f ſhould read; 

Much too it chatter d of dramatic laws, „ 

Misjudging critics, and miſplac'd applauſe, 
Then, with a ſelf-complacent jutting air, 1 


| | ſmiPd, it ſmirt*d, it wrigglcd to the chair; 


And, with an aukward briſkneſs not ie: own, | | v2 
Looking around, and perkirg on the throne, . 
Triumphant ſeem'd, when that ſtrange ſavage dame, 
Known but to few, or only knoven by name, 

Plain Common Senſe appear d, by Nature there 
Appointed, with plain Truth, to guard the chair. 


| The pageant faw, and blaſted with her frown, 


| 


Nor ſhall the Muſe (for even there the pride | 
Of this van nothing ſhall be mortified) 3 
Nor ſhall the Muſe (ſhould Fate ordain her rime-, 


With ſuch a trifler's name her payes blot ; 


| Known be the character, the thing forgot; 


Let it, to diſappoint each future aim, 

Live without ſex, and die wwithont a name 
Cold-blooded critics, by enervate ſires 

Scarce hammer'd out, when Nature's fecble bie, 


| Glimmer'd their laſt ; whoſe Nluggith bluod halt | 


froze, 


Creeps lab'ring thro' the veins ; whoſe licart ne'er | 
lows 


[With fancy-kindled heat ;z—a ſervile race, 


Who in mere want of fault, all merit place ; 
Who blind obedience pay to ancient ſchools, 
Bigots to Greece, and ſlaves to muſty rules; 


| With ſolemn conſequence declar'd that none 

¶ Could judge that cauſe but Sophocles alone. 

I] Dupe to their fancied excellence, the cond, 
I Obſequious to the ſacred diftate, bow'd. 


8 amidſt the throng, a youth Rood | 

perſon, not unknown his worth; i 

His look beſpoke applauſe; alone he ſtood, 

Alone he ſtemm'd the mighty critic flood. 

| He talk'd of ancients, as the man became | 

Who priz'd our own, but envied not their fame ; 

With noble rev'rence ſp;keof Greece and Reme, 

And ſcorn'd to tear the laurels fromthe tomb. 

But more than juſt to other countries grown, 

& Muſt we turn baſe apoſtates to our own ? 

© Where do theſe words of Greece and Rome 
excel, 


That England may not pleaſe the ear as well * 
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© What mighty magic's in the place or air, 
5 That all perfection needs muſt centre there? 
6 In ſtates, let ſtrangers be preferred; 
- In Rate of letters merit ſhould be heard. 
„Genius is of no country, her pure ray \ 
4c Spreads all abroad, as gen'ral as the day; 
6 Foe to reſtraint, from place to pl. ce ſhe flies, 
&« And may herenfter e'en in Holland rife. 
% May not (to give a pleaſing funcy ſcope, 
& And chear a patriot heart with patriot: hope) 
«© May no: ſome great extenſive Genus raiſe | 
The name of Britain *bove Athenian praiſe 3 
And, whiltt brave thirſt of fame his boſom warms, 
«© Make England great in letters as in arms? 
There may there hath—and Shakeſpeare” s muſe 
6 aſpires 
« Beyond the reach of Greece: with native fires 
4% Mounts: ag aloft, he wings his airy flight, . 
«© While Sophocles below ftands trembling at his 
height. 
Why ſhould we then abro1d for judges roam, 
<© When abler judges we may find at home? 
«© Happy in tragic and in comic pow'rs, | 
«© Have we not Shakeſpe:re ?—15 not Jonſon ours a 
For them, your nat'ral judges Britons, vote; 
« They'll judge. I:ke Eritons, who like Britons 
| & wrete.” 
| He ſaid, and conquer'd—Senſe reſum'd her way, 
And diſappointed pedants ſtalk'd away. 
Shakeſpe are and Jonſon wv deſerv'd applauſe, 
Joint-judges were ord ũn d to try tae cauſe, 
| Mean-time the ſtranger ev'ry voice employ'd, 
To aſk or tell his name - Who is it — LLOYD. 
Thus, when the aged friends of Job ſtood * 
And, tamely prudent, gave up the diſpute, | 
_ Elihu, with the decent warmth of x youth, 
| Boldly ſtood forth the advocate of truth; 
Confuted falſchood, and diſable pride, 
Whilſt baifled age ſtood ſnarling at his ſide. 
The day of tryal's fix d, nor any fear 
Leſt day of tryal ſhould be put off here. 
Cauſes but ſeldom for delay can c:ll 
In courts where forms are few, fees none at all. 
The morning came, nor find I that the Sun, 
As he on other great events hath done, 
ut on a brighter robe th n what he wore 
Jo go his journey on the day before. | 
Full in the centre of a ſpacious plain, 
On plan entirely new, where nothing vain, 
Nothing magnificent appear d, but Art 
With decent modeſty perform d her part, 
Roſe a tribunal: from no other court | 
It borrow'd ornament, or ſought ſupport : 
No juries here were pac!:'d to kill or clear, 
No bribes were taken, nor oaths broken here; 5 
No gownſmen partial to a client's cauſe, 
To their own purpofe tun'd the pliant laws. 
| Each judge was true and ſteady to his truſt, 
As Mansfield wiſe, and as old Foſter * juſt. 
In the firſt ſeat, in robe of various dyes, 
A noble wildneſs flaſhing from his eyes, 
Sat Shakeſpeare.——In one hand a wand he bore, 
For mighty wonder fam'd in days of yore ; 
The other held a globe, which to his will 
Obedient turn'd, and own'd the maſter's ſkill: 


I, 


— 


* Sir Michael Folter, o one of the Judges of the 
King's — 


— 


Loves, hates, and 


With him came mighty Davies. 
| That Davies hath a very pretty wife :— | 
| Stateſman all over ln plots famous grown! 
I He mouths a ſentence, as curs mouth a bone. 


Call'd into being ſcenes unknown b 
And, paſting Nature's bounJs, was ſomething more. 


 Expletive kings, and queens without a name. 5 
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Things of the nobleſt kind his genius drew, 

And loc t d thro? Nature at a fingle view: 

A looſe he gave to his unbounded foul, | 
And taugh: new lands to riſ:, new ſeas to roll; 
fore, 


Next Jonion ſat, in ancient leurning train 'd, 
His rigid judgment Fancy's flight reſtrain” d, 
Corr-<tly prun'd each wild luxuriant thought, 


Mark d out her courſe, nor ſpar'd a glorious Flt. 


The book of man he read with niceſt 


arts 


And ranſack'd all the ſecrets of the heart; 


Exerted penetration's utmoſt force, 


And trac'd each paſſion to its proper ſuurce 


Then ſtrongly mark'd, in livelieſt colours drew, 
And brought each foible forth ta public vie. 


Ihe coxcomb felt a laſh in ev'ry word, 
And fools, hung out, their brother fools deterr'd. 


His comic humour kept the world in awe, 
And Laughter irighten'd Folly more than Law. 


Eut, hark the trumpet ſounds, the crowd | give 
Ways 


And the proceſſion comes in juſt array. 


Now ſhould I, in ſome feet poetic "RY 


Offer up incenſe at Apollo's thrine ; 
Invoke the Mule to quit her calm abode, 


And waken mem'ry with a flceping ode. 


For how ſhould mortal man, in mortal verſe, 


Their titles, merits, or their names rehearſe ? 


I But give, kind Dullnefs, memory and rime, 
| We'llput off Genius till another time. 


Firſt, Order came, —with ſolemn ſtep, and flow, 


ln meafur'd time his feet were taught to $9. 

| Behind, from time to time, he att his e re, 
Left This ſhould quit his place, That Rep aw 57. 
| Yppearances to fave his only care; ; 


do things ſeem right, no matter what they are 


I n him his parents ſaw themſelves rereu d, 
| Bezotten by Sy Critic on $::7 Prude. 


Then came wu, per, Jatb y, Aldle, Vir. * I 
Next jnrfcrs zuecfe- » // iter, foldiery mate: 
Legions of angels all in wohite advance ; ; 


Furies, all 7 od come forward in a dance; j 
I Pantomime figures then are brought to view, 


Fools hand in hand w:th roo!s, go two by tuo. 
Next came the treſurer of either houſe ; 


One with full purſe, other with not a Hh. 
| Behind, a group of figures awe create, 


Set off with all th' impertineace of tate ; 
By lace and feather conſecrate to fame, 
Here Havard, all ſerenc, in the ſame ſtrains, | 
rages, triumphs, and com- 
plains; | | 5 
His eaſy vacant face procluim'd a heart 
Which could not feel emotions, nor impart. 


On my I: ite, 


Next Holland came. Wich truly tragic |. . 


| He creeps, he flies. — A hero ſhould noc walk. 
As if with heav'n he warr'd, his eager eyes 


Planted their batteries ag nin the ſkies ; 
Attitude, action, air, pauſe, ſtart, _ grom, 


He borrow'd, and made uſe of :15 his own. 


By fortune thrown on any other ſtage, 


* might, ferhapr, have plens'd an eaſy ave ; 
L 


4 


Fut now appears 2 copy and no more, 

Cr ſomething better we have ſeen before. 
The actor v ho wauld build a ſolid fame, 
Muſt imitation's ſervile arts ditclum ; 

Act from himſelf, on 11.5 own bottom ſt ind; 
1 hate e'en Garrick thus at ſecond-hand. 

Behind came King.—Bred up in modeſt lore, 
Paſhful and young he ſought Hibernia's more; 
Hibernia, fam'd, *bove ev'rv other grace, 

For matchleſs intrepidity of face. 
From her his features caught che gen rou Ramey 
And bid defiance to all ſeni of iy me. 

Tutoc'd by her all rivals to furpats, | 
*Mongt Drury 's tons he come, and ſhines in Prafs. 
Lo om \—Without the leaſt fineſſe or art 

He gets applauſe I wiſh he'd get his part. 
When hot impatience ie in ful! corcers 

How vilely “ Hark'e! Earle grates the ear? 
When active fancy from the brain is ſent, 

And ſtands on tip- toe fur fome w:th'd event, 

1 hate thoſe carelcf; blunders Which recall 
** ſenſe, and prove it fiction all. 

In characters of lvw and vulgar mould, 

Where Nat ure 's er en ures we I, 


Unmanaer” 4 jeſt arc 8 in veur face, 
There Yatcs with juſtice ſtrict artent'on draws, 
Acts truly from hinuclf, and gains applauſe. 
But when to pleaſe himiclf ur chrm his wife, 
He aims at ſomething in politer lite, 3 
When, blindly thwarting Nature's ſtubborn plan, 
He treads thu ſtage, by way of gencleman, 
The clown, who no one touch uf breeding knows, 
Locks Ike Tom Errand areſs d in c 8 
;- -..- Cloaths. | 
Tond of his dreſs, fond of his perſon grown, 
L. augli'd at by all, and to himſelf unknown, 
From fide to fide he ſtru-s, he tmiles, he prates, 
And ſeems to wonder what'. ecο] e of Yates. 
Wecdward, endow'd with varous tricks of t. ce, 
Great maſter in the ſcience of grime CEs 
From Ireland ventures, fav"rite of the town, 
Lur'd by the pleaſing proſpect of renown ; 
A fpeaking II. lequin, made up of whim, 
He twitts, he tines, he tortures ev ry mb, 
Ploys to the eye with a mere monkey s urt, 
And leaves to ſenſe the conqueſt of the heat, 
We laugh indeed, but on reflection's birth, 
Me wonder a. ouric!y cs, and curſe our mirth, - 
His walk of parts he rally muplac'd, 
And inclination fondly took tor tatte ; ; 
Hence hath the town fo often ſcen dif +.y'd 
Beau in burleſque, high life in maſquerade. £ 
But when bold wits, not {uch as patch up! play 5 
Cold and correct, in theſe intipid dars, 
Some comic charter, ftrong ae d, urge 
To probability's extremeſt verge, 
Where modeſt ju ment her decree ſuſpends, 
And for a time, nur cenſires, nor commend:, 
| Where critics c :n't determine on the ſpot, 
Whether it is in Nature found or not, 
There Woodward ſifely ſhall his pow'rs exert, 
Nor fail of fur where he ſhews deſert. 
Hence he in Eobodil ſuch praiſes bore, 
Such worthy praiſes, Ritely ſcarce had more. 
By turns transform d into all kinds of th pes, 


E mam to now, Foote Hughes; crics, ſtruts and 
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[When Faltt itt 0 


| 


PORN MS. 


Now in the centre, now in van or rear, 
The Protcu ſhifts, Bawd, Pars ny . Te: D 


7:15 ſtrokes of humour, and his burſts of ſport, 
Are all contain'd in this one word, Df-rt. 


Poth 2 r. um ſtutter, look a-ſquint, or hilt ? 
\imics draw humour out of Nature's fault, 
Wich perſonal defects their mirth adorn, 

And hang misortuncs out to public ſcor:. 

E'en I, whom nature caſt in hideous mould, 
Whom, hivins made, thc tremble to behold, 


| Beneath the load of numiery may groan, 


And find that Nature's error are my on. 
dhadows behind of Foote and Woodward came 3 


| W:ilkinfon this, Obrien was that name. 
Strange to relate, but wonderfully true, 


I hat even ſhadovrs have their ſhadows too 


With not a fingle comic pow'r endu'd, 
The firſt a mere mcre mimic's mimic ſtood; 


he laſt by Nature form'd to pleaſe, who ſhews, 
in Jonſou's Stephen, which way Genius grows; 
Self quite put off, affects, with too much art, 
Lo put on Woodward in each mangled part; 
Adopts his ſkrug, his wink, his ſtare; nay, more, 
His voice, and crocs ; for Woodward croak'd be- 
tore. 

When a dull copier ſimple grace ne les. 
And reits his imitation in defects, 
We readily forgive; but ſuch vile arts 
Arc double guilt in men of real parte. 

Ly Nacure form'd in her perverſeſt mood, 
With no one requiſite of art endu'd, 
Next Jackſon came. —Obſerve that ſettled glare, 
Which better ſpeaks a puppet than a player: 
Liſt to that voice - did ever Diſcord hear 
Sounds ſo well fitted to her untun'd ear? 


| When, to enforce ſome very tender part, 


The right-hand ſleeps by inctinct on the heart, 


_ | His foul, of every cher thought berefc, 


Is anxious only where to place the left; 


| He ſobs and pants to ſoothe his weeping ſpouſe, | 


Yo ſoothe his weeping mother, turns and bows. 
Aukward, embirraſs'd, ſtiff, without the ſkill 


| Gf moving gricefully, or ſtanding Rill, 
One leg, as it ſuſpicious of his brother, 


Deſirous ſeems to run away from t'other. 
Some errors, handed down from age to age, 


Iced cuſtom's force, and till potlets the tage 


That's vile—Should we a parent's faults adore, 


undd err, becauſe our fathers err'd before; 


it, inartentcive tothe author's mind, 

| Some actors made the jeſt they could not find, 

If by low tricks they marr'd fair Nature's mien, 

And blurr'd the gr e of the ſimple ſcene, 

Shall wry if re: fon rightly is employ'd, 

Not ſce their . or feeing not avoid ? 4 

inds do tected in a lye, 

Why, withour meaning; rolls Love's glaſſy eye? 

| Why —1 here's no cauſe—at leaſt no cauſe we 
know - 

It wis the faſhion twenty years ago. 

Faſhion, 2 word which knaves and fools may 0 


Their knavery and folly to excule. 
| Co copy beauties, forfeits all pretence 
| To ftame—to copy faults, is want of ſenſe. 


Yet (tho' in tome particulars he fals, 
Some few particulars, where Mode prevails) 
If in theſe hallow'd times, when ſober, .in, 


All gentlemen are mel ncholy mi, 
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When dis nt deem'd ſo great a crime by half 
To violate a veſtal, as to laugh, 
Rude mirth may hope preſumptuous to engage 
An act of Loleration tur the ftige, 
And courciers will, like reaſonnble creatures, 
Suſpend vun fathi on, and unſcr:w their features, 
Old Falſtaff, pliy'd by Love, thall pleaſe once more, 
And humour fet the audience in a roar. 
Actors I've ſeen, and of no vulgar name, 
Who, being from one part poſſeſs'd of fame, 
Whether they are to laugh, crys whine, or bawl, 
Still introduce that fav" rite part in all. | 
Here, Love, be C IT er be thou betray” d 
To call in that wag Falft iF's dang'rous ad; 
Like Gothe of ab howe'er he ſeems a fr Rs, 
He'll ſcize that throne, vou with him to defend. 
In a peculiar mould by lumour caſt, 
For Falftaff fram'd—Himſelf, the firſt and lat— 
fie ſtamds aloot from atl—maintains his ſtate, 
And ſcorrs, like Scotioncs to aſſimilate. 
Vain all diſguii too plain we ſce the trick, 
Tho' the Knight wears the weeds of Dominic, 
And Boriface, diſgrac'd, betrays the ſmack, 
In Anno Domini, of Falſtaff's ſack. | 
Arms croſs'd, brows bent, eyes fix'd, feet march- 
ing flow, 
A band of malcecontents with ſpleen o'erflow z 
Wrapt in conceit's impenetrable fog, 
Which pride, like Phw&bus, draws from ev'ry bog, 
They curſe the Managers, and curſe the Town, 
| Whoſe partial favours keeps ſuch merit down. 
But if ſome man, more hardy than the reſt, 
Should dare attack theſe gnatlings in their neſt ; 
At once they riſe with impotence of rage, 


— 


« Tis breach of privilege— Shall any dare 

To arm ſatyric truth againſt a player? 

Preſcriptive rights we plead time out of mind; 

Aﬀtars, unlaſh' d themſelves, may laſh man- 
& kind.“ 

What! thall opinion then, of Nature 8 

And lib'ral as the vagrant air, agree 

To ruſt in chains like thele, impos'd by things 

Which, leſs thin nothing, ape the pride of kings; 

No— though halt-pocts with halt-players join 

To curſe the freeduan of eich honeſt line; > 

Though rage and m-lice dim their faded check; 

What the mute treely LED ſhe'l! freely ſpeak. 5 

With juſt d:idain of ev'ry paltry ſneer, | 

Stranger alike to flattery and tear, 

In purpoſe fix d and to herſelf a rule, 

Public conte mpt ſhall wait the public fool. 

Auſtin would always gliſten in French fils, 

| Ackiamm would Norris be, and Packer Wilks. 

For who, like Ackman, can with humour pleaſe ; 

Who can, like Pocker, charm with ſprightly eaſe? 

Higher than all the reft, fee Brantby rut: = 

A mighty Gulliver in Liliput! 

Ludicrous Nature! which at once could new 

A man ſo very high, fo very low. 

If I forget thee, Blakes, or if I ſay 

Aught hurtful, may I never fee thee plav. 

Let critic, with a fupercilious air, 

Decry thy various merit, and declare 

Frenchman is ſtill at top 5—but ſcorn that rage | 

Which, in attacking thee attacks the age, 

French follies, unix erlally embrac'd, 

At once provoke our mirth, and form our taſte, 


Taugt by thee, 


Whet their ſmall ſtings, and buzz about the ſtage. | 


— — — — 
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Long, from a nation ever hardly us'd, 
At random cenſur'd, wantonly abus'd, 
Have Britons drawn their ſport, with parti. al view 
Form'd gen'ral notions from the raſcal fv ; 


| Condemn'd a peopie e far vices known, 


Which, from their country baniſh'd, ſerk our own. 
At lengch, howe'er, the flavith chain is broke, 
And Seuſe awaken'd, icorns her ancient yoke : 
Moody, we now learn to raiſe 
Mir ch from their foibles, from their virtues, praiſe. 


From alleys, here and there, contriv'd to raiſe, 
Fluſſid with vaſt hopes, and certain to ſucceed = 
With Wits who cannot write, and fcarce can read. 
Ver'rans vo more ſupport the rotten cauſe, 

No more from Elliot's worth they reap applauſe ; 


| Each on humfeif determines to rely, 


Be Yates ditbanded, and let Elliot fly. 
Never did play'rs fo well an author fit, 
To Nature dead, and focs decl ved to Wit. 
o Loud each tongue, fo empty was each head, 
»0 much they talk'd, ſo very little ſud, 
30 wond'rous dull, and yet fo wond'rous vain, 
At once low illing, and unfit to reign, 
That Reaſon ſwore, nor would the oath recall, 
heir mighty maſter's ſoul inform'd them all. 
As one with various diſappointments ſad, 
Whom Dullneſs only kept from being mad, 
Apart from all the reit great Murphy came— 
Common to fools and wits, the rage of fame. 
What tho” the ſons of Nonſenſe hail him Sizz, 


In perſon tall, a perion form'd to pleaſe, 


E If ſymmetry could charm, depriv'd of eaſe; 


When motionleſs he ſtands, we all approve, 


What pity tis the Thing was made to move. 


His voice, in one dull, deep, and varied ſound. 
Seems to break forth from c1verns under ground. 


| | From hollow cheſt the low tepulchral note 
| Cnwilling heaves, and ſtrug gglvs in his throat. 
Could authors butcher'd give an actor grace, 


All muſt to him reſign the foremoſt place. 


When he attempts, in fume fav'rite part, 
To ape the feelings of a manly heart, 
| His honeſt features the diſguiſe defy, 


And his face loudly gives his tongue the lye. 
Still in extremes, he knows no happy mean, 


Or raving mud, or ſtupidly ſerene. 


In cold-wrought ſcenes the lifeleſs ator flags, | 
In pation, tears the paſſion into rags. 


Can none remember ?—Yes—1 knew all muſt— | 

When in the Moor he ground his teeth to duſt, 
When ver the ſtage he Folly's ſtandard bore, 
Wild Common- Senſe ſtood trembling at the door. 
: | Ho teu are found with real talents bleſs'd, 


Fewer with Nature's gifts contented reſt. 
Man from his ſphere eccentric ſtarts aſtray ; 
All hunt for fame ; but moſt miſtake the way. 


] Bred at St. Omer's to the ſhuffling trade, 


The hopeful youth a Jeſuit might have made, 


| With various readings ſtor'd his empty wo 


| Learn'd without ſenſe, and venerably dull; 


 {Or, at tome banker's deſk, like many mores 
Content to tell that two and two make four, 


His name had ftood in CiTY AxxALs fair, 


| And prudcyt Dullneſs mark'd him for a Mayor. 


— 


Next came the legion, which our S-mmer Bayes, 


| AUDITOR, AUTHOR, MANAGER, and SQUIRE, % 
His reſtleſs foul's ambition ſtops not there, 
To make his triumphs perfect, dub him PLAYER. 


— 


5 Stood on her feet as faſt aſleep as he ; 


Where, quiet as her trains their ſtrains do flow, 
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What then could tempt thee in a critic age, | 
Such blooming ꝛcpes to forfeit on a ſtage ? 
Could it be worth thy wond”rous waſte of pains 
To publith to the world thy lack of brains? 
Or might not reaſon e en to thee have ſhewn 
Thy greateſt priſe had been to live unkncwon 7 
Yet let not vanity, like thine, deſpair : 

Fortune makes Folly her peculiar care. | 
A vacant throne high plac'd in Smithfield view, 
To ſacred Dullneſs and her f:ft-born due, | 

Thither with haſte in happy hour repair, 
Thy birth-right claim, nor fear a rival there. 
Shuter himſelf ſhall own thy juſter claim, 
And venal Ledgers puff their Murphy's name, 
Whilſt Vaughan * or Dapper, call him which you will, 
Shall blow the trumpet, and give out the bill. 
There rule ſecure from critics and from ſenſe, 
Nor once ſhall Genius riſe to give offence ; 
Eternal peace ſhall bleſs the happy ſhore, 
And little Factions break thy reſt no more. 
From Covent- Garden crowds promi ſcuous go, 
Whom the Muſe knows not, nor defires to know. 
Vetꝰ rans they ſeem d, but knew of arms no more 
Than if, till that time, arms they never bore: 
\ Like Weſtminſter militia train'd to fight, | 
They ſcarcely knew the left hand from the right. 
 Aſham'd among ſuch troops to ſhew the head, 
Their chiefs were ſcatter'd, and their heroes fled. 
Sparks at his glaſs ſat comfortably down 
Jo ſep' rate frown from ſmile, and ſmile from frown ; 
Smith, the genteel, the airy, and the ſmart, 
 Smich was juſt gone to ſchool to ſay his part; 
Roſs (a misfortune which we often meet) 
Was faſt aſleep at dear Statira's feet; 
Statira, with her hero to agree, 


\ Macklin, who largely deals in half-form'd ſounds, 
Who wantonly tranſgreſſes Nature's bounds, 
Whole acting's hard, affected, and conftrain'd, 
Whoſe features, as each other they diſdain'd, 
At variance ſet, inflexible and coarſe, | 
| Ne'er know the workings of united force, 
Ne'er kindly ſoften to each other's aid, : 
Nor ſhew the mingled pow'rs of light and ſhade, 
No longer for a thankleſs ſtage concern'd, 

To worthier thoughts his mighty genius turn'd, 
 Harangu'd, gave lectures, made each ſimple elf 
Almoſt as good a ſpeaker as himſelf; 


Whilſt the whole 1 own, and with miſtaken zeal, - 
An aukward rage for Elocution feel; | 


Dull Cits and grave Divines his praiſe proclaim, 
And join with Sheridan's their Macklin's name 
| Shuter, who never car'd a ſingle pin 
Whether he left out nonſenſe or put in, 
Who aim'd at wit, tho? levell'd ia the dark, 
The random arrow ſeldom hit the mark, 
At Iflington, all by the placid ſtream 

Where City ſwainz in lap of dullneſs dream, 


That all the patron by the bards may know, 
Secret as night, with Rolt's experienc'd aid, 
The plan of future operations laid, | 
Projected ſchemes the ſummer months to chear, 1 
And ſpin out happy Folly chrough the year. 


*A gentleman till living, who — at this 
. a Poem entitled, The Retort. E. 


| Behind, for liberty 


| 
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But think not, though theſe daſtard-chiefs are 
fled, 

That Covent-Garden troops ſhall want a head : 

Harlequin comes their chief — See from afar, 

The hero ſeated in fantaſtic car 

Wedded to N:welty, his only arms 

Are wooden ſwords, wands, taliſmans, and charms ; 

On one fide Folly firs, by ſome call'd Fun, 

And on the other, his arch- -patron Lun. 

a-thirſt in vain, 

Senſe, helpleſs captive, drags the galling chain. 


Six rude miſ-ſhapen beaſts the chariot draw, 


Whom Reaſon loaths, and Nature never faw ; 
Monſters, with tails of ice, and heads of thr 3 
Gorgons, and Hydras, and Chimæras dire. 
Each was beſtrode by full as monſtrous wight, 


| Giant, Dwarf, Genius, Elf, Hermaphrodite. 


The 'fown, as uſual, met him in full cry; 


W The Town, as uſual, krew no reaſon why. 
But Faſhion fo directs, 
On Faſhion's mould'ring baſe their tranſient praiſe. 


and modern: rife 


Next, to the field a band of females draw 
Their force; for Britain owns no Salique law: 


| 


Juſt to their worth, we female rights admit, 


Lor bar their claim to empire or to wit. 
Firſt, giggling, plotting chamber-maid: arrives. 


. | Hoydens and romps, led on by Gen'ral Clive. 


In ſpite of outward blemiſhes, ſhe ſhone 
For humour fam'd, and humour all her own. 
Eaſy, as if at home, the ſtage ſhe trod, 


| Nor ſought the critic's praiſe, nor fear'd his rods 


Original in ſpirit and in eaſe, 


| | She pleas'd by hiding all attempts to pleaſe. 


No comic actreſs ever yet could raiſe, 
On Humour's baſe, more merit or more praiſe. | 
With all the native vigour of ſixteen, 


| | Among the merry troop conſpicuous ſeen, 
| See lively Pope advance in jig and trip, 
I Corinna, Cherry, Honeycomb, and Snip. 


Not without Art, but then to Nature true, 
She churms the Town with humour juſt, yet new. 
Chear'd by her promiſe, we the loſs deplore 

The fatal time when Clive ſhall be no more. 
| Lo! Vincent comes—with ſimple grace array d. 
She laughs at paltry arts, and ſcorns parade. | 


Nature through her is by reflection ſhewn, 
Whilſt Gay once more knows Polly for his own 


Talk not to me of diffidence and fear 
I fee it all, but muſt forgive it here. 
DefeQs like theſe which madeſt terrors cauſe, 
From impudence itſelf extort applauſe. 


| Candour and Reaſon ſtill take Virtue's part; 


We love e'en foibles in ſo good an heart. 


= i Le: Tommy Arne, with uſual pomp of ſtile, 


Whoſe chief, whoſe only merit's to compile, 
Who, meanly pilfering here and there a bit, 


2 [pu muſic out as Murphy deals out wit, 
P 


| Publith propoſal, laws fur tatte preſcribe, 

And chaunt the praiſe of an Italian trite ; | 
Let him reverſe kind Nature's firſt decrees, 
And teach e'en Brent a method not to pleaſe ; 
But never ſhall atruly Britiſh age | 
Bear a vile race of eunuchs on the ſtage. 

The boaſted work's call'd National in vain, 
If one Italian voice pollutes the ſtrain. 
Where tyrants rule, and ſlaves with joy obev, 
Let laviſh minſtrels pour th' enervate lav; 


r 
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To Britons far more noble pleaſures ſpring, 
In native notes whilſt Beard and Vincent ting. 

Might figure give 2 titie unto fame, 

What rival thould with Yates diſpute her claim 
But juſtice may not partial trophies raiſe, 

Nor fink the actreſs in the woman's praiſe. 

Still hand in hand her words and actions go, 
And the heart feels more than the features ſhew : 
For, through the regions of that beauteous face, 
We no variety of paſſions trace ; 

Dead to the toft emotions of the heart, 

No kindred ſoftneſs can thoie eyes impart 3 
The brow, ſtill fix'd in forrow's ſullen frame, 

Void of diſtinction, marks all parts the fime. 
What's a fine perſon, or a beauteous face, 
Unleſs deportment g ves them decent grace? 

Bleſs'd with all other requiſites to pleaſe, 

Some want the ſtriking elegance of eaſe; - 

The curious eye their aukward movement tires; 
They ieem Vke puppets led about by wires. 
Others, like ſtatues, in one poſture ſtill, 

Give great ideas of the workman's ſkill; 
Wond'rin;, his art we praiſe the more we view, 
And only grieve he gave not motion too. 

Weak of themſelves are what we beauties call, 
| t is the manner wiich gives ſtrength to all. 

I his teaches ev'ry beauty to unite, = 
And brings them forward in the nobleſt light. 
Happy in this, behold, amidit the throng, 

With tranſient gleam of grace, Hart ſweeps along. 

If all the wonders of external grace, 

A perſon finely turn'd, a mould of face, 
Where, union rare, expreſſion's lively force 
With beauty's ſoſteſt magic holds diſcourſe, 

Attract the eye; if feelings, void of art, 

onze the quick paſſions, and inflame the heart; 
Ir muſic, ſweetly breathing from the tongue, 
Captives the ear, Brice mult not paſs unſung. 

Wien fear, which rank ill- nature terms conceit. 
Py time and cuſtom conquer'd, jhall retreat; 

Wh en judgment tutor'd by experience ſige, 
Drall ſhoo: abroad, and gather ſtrength from age; 
ehen heav'n in mercy ſhall the ſtage releaſe 
From the dull lumber of à {till life- piece 
When ſome Rule flower, difgraceful to the walk, 
Which long hath hung, tho“ wither'd on the ſtalk, 


Shall kindly drop, then Bride ſtall make her . 0 


And merit find a paſſage to the day; 

Brought into action, ſhe at once ſh.ll raiſe 

Her cn renown, and juſtify our praiſe. 5 
Form'd for the tragic ſcene, to grace the age, | 

With rival excellence of love and rage, by 

Miſtreſs of eich ſoft art, with matchleſs ſkill 

To turn and wind the paſſions as ſhe will; 

To melt the heart with ſympathetic woe, 

Awake the figh, and teach the tear to flow ; 

To put on frenzy's vd diſtracted glare, 

And ftecze the foul with horror and deſpair; 

With juſt deſert enroll'd in endleſs frame, 

Conſcious of worth ſuperior, Cibber came. 
When poor Alicia's madd'ning brains are b 

And ſtrongly imag'd griefs her mind diſtract ; 

Struck with her grief, I catch the madneſs too! 

My brain turns round, the headleſs trunk 1 view! 

The roof cracks, th; kes and falls New horrors 

rile, 
And realon buried in the ruin lies. 
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Nobly difdainful of each laviſh art, 
She makes her firſt attack upon the heart : 
Pleas'd with the ſummons, it receives her laws, 


And all is filence, ſympithy, apylauſe. 


Put when, by fond ambition drawn atide, 


Giddy wich praiſe, and puff'd with female pride, 


She quits the tragic ſcene, and, in pretence 
To comic merit, breaks down Nacure's tence ; 
[ ſcarcely can believe my ears or eyes, 


Ir find out Cibber through the dark difguiſe. 


Pritch:rd, by nature for the ſtage deſign d, 


| In perſon graceful, and in ſenſe refin'd ; 


Her art as much as Nature's friend derame, 


er voice as free from blem:ſh as her fame. 
Who knows fo well in myefty to pleaſe, 


Attemper'd with the grac-cul charms of eaſe? 
When Congreve's favcur'd pantomime t) grace, 
She comes a caprive queen of Mooriſh race; 


hen love, hate, jealouſy, deſpair and rage, 
Wich willleſt tumults in her breaft engage; 
| 5ciil equ” do herſelf is Zara ſeen ; 


Jer puttions are the paſſions of a queen. 
V hen ſhe to murther whets the timorous Thane, 


II fer] amb tion ruſh through every vein 3 


Perſution hangs upon her d. ring tongue, 


My he rt grows flint, and ev'ry nerve's new ſtrung. 


In Comedy. Nay, chere, crie: Critic, © hold, 
Pritchard's for comedy too fat and old. 
Who can, with patience, bear the gray coquette, 


Or force a laugh with over-grown julett? 


Her ſpeech, look, action, humour, all are juft 3 
But then, her age and figure give diſguſt.” 
Are fuibles then, and graces of the mind, 


| In real life, to ſize or age confin'd ? 


Do ſpirits flow, and is good breeding plac'd 


| In any ſet circumference of waiſt ? 
| As we row old, doth affectation ceaſe, 


Or gives not age new vigour to caprice ? 

If in originals theſe things appear, 

Why ſhould we bar them in the copy here ? 

The nice punctilio mongers of this age, 

The grad minute reformers of the ſtage, 
Slaves to propriety of ev'ry kind, | 
Some (tan al \rd-meaſure tor each part ſhould find, 
\ Which then the beſt of actors ſhall exceed, 


| Let it devolve to one of ſmaller breed. 


All actors too upon the back ſhould bear 


where. 


Certiicate of birth 2 me, when ES. count | 


For how can critics rightly fix their worth, 

Unleſe they know the minute of their birth; > 

An audience too, may find too late 

That they have clapp'd an actor out of date. 
Figure, 1 own, at firſt may give offence, \ 


And harthly ſtrike the eye's too curious ſenſe : 


Eu- when per fections of the mind break forth, 
Humour's chaſte ſall:es, judgment's ſolid worth ; 


| When the pure genuine flame, by Nature taught, 


Springs into ſenſe, and ev'ry action's thought; 

Before ſuch merit all objections fly; 

Pritchard's genteel, and Garrick's fix feet high. 
Gt: have I, Pritchard, ſeen thy wond'rous hal, 

Confeſs'd thee great, but find thee greater till. 

i hat worth, which ſhone in ſcatter'd rays before, 

Collected now, breaks forth with double pow'r. 


| The Jealous Wife! on that thy trophics raiſe, 


Inferior only to the author's praiſe. 


8 
From Dublin, fam'd in legends of romance 

For mighty magic of enchanted lance, 

With vchich her heroes arm'd victorious prove, 

And like : flood ruſh o'er the land of love, 

Moſſop and Barry came—names ne'er defign'd 
By fre in the ſame ſentence to be join'd. 

Rais'd by the breath of popular acclaim, 

They mounted to the pinnacle of fame; 

There the weak brain, mide giddy with the height, 
Spurr'd on the rival chiets to mortal fight. 

'Thus ſportive boys, around ſome baſon's brim, 
Behold the pipe- dran bladders circling ſwim: 
But if from lungs more potent, there ariſe 
Two bubbles of 2 more than common ſize, 

Eiger for honour they for fight prepare, 

Bubble meets bubble, and both fink to air. 

Moſſop, attach'd to miticary plan, 

Still kept his exe fix'd on his right hand man. 

V hilt the mouth meaſures words with ſeeming ſill, 
The right hd labours, and the left lies ſtill; 

For he reſolv'd on ſcripture-grounds to goa, | 

Vit we right doth, the left hand-ſhall not know, 

With ſtudied impropriety of ſpecch, 

He foors beyond the hackney critic's reach ; 

Joo epithets allocs emphatic ſtate, 

Whilſt principals, ungrac'd, Ike lacquies wait 

In ways firſt trodden by himſelf excels, 

And ſtands alone in undeclinables 

Conjunction, I'repoiition, Adverb join 

To ſtamp new vigour on the nervous line: 

In moneſyllibles his thunders roll, 

He, 9nF,1T, AND, WE, YE, THEY, fright the foul. 
In perl n taller then the common ſize, 
Behold where Barry draws admiring eyes! 

When lab'ring paſfions, j in his baſom pent, 

Convulſive rage, and ſtruggling heave for vent; 

Spectators, with i imagin J terrors warm, 

Anxious expect the burſtirg or the ſtorm: 
But, all unſit in ſuch a pile to dwell, 

His voice comes forch, like Echo from her cell, 

To (well the te mpeſt needful aid denies, 

And all a-downthe ſtage in fe-ble murmurs dies. 
What man, like Barry, with ſuch pains, canerr 
In elocution, action, character ? 5 | 

_ Whit man could give=if Barry wis not here, 

Such well-applzuded tenderneſs to Lear ? | 
Who elſe can ſpeit fo very, very fine, 

That ſenſe may kindly end with ev'ry line? 
Some dozen lines before the ghoſt is there, 

Behold him for the ſolemn ſcene prepare. 

See how he frames his eyes, poiſes each limb, | 
Puts the whole body into proper trim.— 

From whence we learn, with no great ſtretch of art, 
Fi, re lines hence comes a ghoſt, and, ha ! a ſtart. 

When he appears moſt perfect, {till we find 

Something which jars upon, and hurts the mind. 
Whatever lights upon a part are thrown, 

We ſee too plainly they are not his own. _ 

No flame from Nature ever yet he caught; 

Nor knew a feeling which he was not taught; 
| Herais'd his trophies on the baſe of art, : 

And conn d his paſſions, as he conn'd his part. 

Quin, from atar, lur'd by the ſcent of fame, 

Aſtage Leviathan, put in his claim, 

Pupil of Betterton and Booth. Alone, 

| Sullen he walk'd, and deem'd the chair his own. 

For how ſhould moderns, muſhrooms of the day, | 

Who nc'er thoſe maiters knew, know how to play? 
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Grey-bearded vet'rans, h, with pirtial tongue, 
Extol the rimes when they themſelves were young; 
Who having loſt all reliſh for the ſtige, 

See not their own defects, but I:h.the age, 
Receiv'd with joyful murmurs of applauſe, 

Their darling chief, and lin'd his fav"rite cauſc. 


Far be it from the candid Muſe to tread 


Inſulting o'er the aſhes of the dead, 

But, juſt to living merit, ſhe maintains, 

And dares the teſt, whilſt Garrick's genius rezgns ; : 
Ancients in vain endeavour to excel, 


Happily prais'd, if they could act as well. 


But though preſcription's force we diſallow, 

Nor to antiquity ſubmiſſive bow; | 

Though we deny imaginary grace, 

Founded on accidents of time and pl ce 3 

Vet real worth of ev'ry growth ſh:ll hear 

Due pra'fe, nor mult we, Quin, forget thee there. 
Hi words bore ſterling weight, nervous und ftrong: 


In manly t des of ſenſe: they rl Aleng. 


Happy in art, he chiefly hul pretence 
To kecp up numbers, yet not forfeit ſenſe. 
No actor ever greater heights could reach 


| [a-all the L:bour'd artifice of ſpecch. 


Specch! Is that all ?—And hull an actor found 
An univerſil fame on partial? ground? 
Parrots tlemſelves ſpeak properly by rote, 
And, in ſix months, my dog ſhall how! by note. 
1 laugh at thoſe, who, when the ſtage they tread, 
Neglect the heart, to compliment the head; 
Wich ſtrict propriety their care's confin'd 
To weigh out words, while paſſion halts behind. 
To ſyllabie-diſſectors they appeal, 


_ | Allow them accent, cadence, — fools may feel; 
el | But, ſpite of all the criticifing elves, 
| Thoſe who would make us feel, muſe fecl theniſ ven 


His eyes, in gloomy ſocket tuight to roll, 
Proclaim'd the ſullen habit of his ſoul. | 
Heavy and phlegmatic he trod the ſtage, 
Too proud for tenderneſs, to dull for rage. 
When HeQtor's lovely widow ſhines in tears, 
Or Rowe's gay rake depen int virtue pers, 
With the ſame caſt of f-1tures he is ſeen 
To chide the libertine, an court the queen. 


From the tame ſcene, which without pation flow: 5 


With juſt deſert his reputation roſe ; | 
Nor leſs he pleas'd, when, on ſome ſurl; plan, 
He was, at once, che actor and the man. 

In Brute he ſhone unequall'd: all agree 


Iurick's not half ſa great a brute as he. 


When Cat's | abour'd ſcenes are brought to views 
With equal praiſe the actor Jabour'd too; 

For ſtill vu find, trace paſſions to their root, 
Small diff rence "twixt the Stoic and the brute: 
In fancied ſcenes, as in life's real plan, 


He could not, for a moment, fink the man. 


In whate'er caſt his character was laid, 
Self till, like oil, upon the ſurface play d. 


5 Nature, in ſpite of all his ſkill, crept +. 


Horatio, 8 Falſtaff.—ſtill was Quin. 
Next follows Sheridan doubtful name, 


| As yet unſettled in the rank of fame. 


This, fondly laviſh in his praiſes grown, 

Gives him all merit: That allows him none. 

Between them both, we'll ſteer the middle courſe, 

Nor, loving pr aiſe, rob Judgment of her force. 
Juſt his conceptions, natural and great: 


His feelings ftrong, his word; enforc'd with weight, 
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Was ſpeech-fam'd Quin himſelf to hear him ſpeak, 
Envy weuld drive the colonr trom his cheek : 
Bu: ſtep-dame Nature, nig gard of her grace, 
Deny'd the ſocial pow'rs of voice and face. 
Fix'd in one frame of features glare of cye, 
Paſſions, like chaos, in confuſion lie: 
In vain the wonders of his ſkill me try'd 
To form diſtinctions Nature hath deny'd. 
His voice no touch of harmony admits, | 
Irregularly deep and ſhrill by fits : 
The two extremes appear like man and wife, 

Conpled together for the ſake of ſtrife. 
His action"; always ſtrong, but ſometimes ſuch, 
That candour mutt declare he acts too much. 
Why miſt impatience fall three paces back ? 
Why paces three return to the attack ? 
Why is the right-leg too forbid to ſtir, 
Unleſs in motion ſemicircular ? 
Why mutt the hero with the Nailor vie, 
And hurl the cloſe-clench'd fiit at noſe or eye? 
In royal John, with Philip angry grown, 
| thought he would have knock'd poor Davies down. 
Inhuman tyrant! was it not a ſhame, 
To fright a king ſo harmleſs and fo tame? 
But, ſpite of all defe&ts, his glories riſe ; 
And Art, by Judgment form'd, with Nature vies: 
Bchoi4 him ſound the depth of Hubert's mul, 
Whilſt in his own contending paſhons roll 3 
View the whole ſcene, with critic judgment ſcan, 
And then deny him merit if youu can. 
Where he fall; ſhort, tis Nature's fault alone; 
Where he ſucceeds, the merit's all his own. 
__ Lift Garrick came. — Behind him throng a train 
Of ſnarling critics, ignorant as vain. 
One finds out. He of ſtature ſomewhat low. 
* Your Hero always thould be tall, you know.— 
& True nat'r1] greitneſs all conſiſts in height.“ 
Produce your voucher, Critic. Serjcant Kite.” 
Another can't forgive the paltry arts 

By which he make: his way toſhallow hearts; 

Mere pieces of fincile, traps for appluuſe 
« Avaunt, unnat' ral ſtart, affected pauſe,” 

For me, by Nature form'd to judge wi ith plilog zm, 
I can't acquit by wholeſale, nor condemn. | 
The beſt things carried to exceſs are wrong : 


N - 


The ſtart may be too frequent, pauſe to long 3 


But, only us'd in proper time and place, 
Sc vereſt judgment muſt allow them grace. 
If bunglers, form'd on imitution's plan, 
uſt in the way that monkies mimic man, 
Their copied ſcene with mangled arts diſgrace, 
And pauſe and &:rt with the ſame vacant face ; 
We join the critic laugh; thoſe tricks we ſcorn, 
Which ſpoil the ſcenes they mean them to adorn. 
But when, from Nature's pure and genuine ſource, = 
Theſe ſtrokes of acting flow with grn'rous force, 
When in the features all the ſoul' paurtray'd, 
And paſſions, ſuch as Garrick's, are diſplay'd, 
To me they ſeem, from quickeſt ferlings caught: 
Each ſtart is Nature; and each pouſe i is Thought, 
When reafon yield: to paſhor.'s wild alarms, 
And the whole ſtate of man is up in arms; 
What but a Critic couid condemn the Play” 22 
For pauſing here, when Cool Senſe pauſes there ? 
Whilſt, working from the heart, the fire I trace, 
And mark it ſtrongly flaming to the face; 
Whilſt, i in each found, I hear the very man; 
I ca7't catch word:, and pity thoſe why can. 
VOL. vm 


And, p 


| With partial rage rim f 
To cruſh a bard jutt, burttin, front the ſaell? 


9 


Let wits, like ſpider, from the tortur'ꝗ br un 
Fine-Ccraw the critic-wrb with curious p. in; 
The pods, u kindneſ. 1 with thanks mit pay , 
Have form'd me of a covrier kind of cliy 
Nor ſtung with envy nor with: ſpleen die bs, 
A ponr dall creature, ſtill with Nature pleas'd; 
Hence to thy praiſes, Carrick, I agree, 
eas'd with Nature, muſt be ple d with thee, 
Now might I teil, how filence reign'd throughout, 
And deep attention huſh'd the rabble rout : 
How ev'ry claimant, tortur'd with deſire, 


| Vas pale as aſhes, or as red as fire: 


But, Joofe to fime, the ufſe more ſimply acts, | 
Rejeets all flouriſh, and relates mere fits. 
The judges, as the ſeveral parties came, 
With temper heard, with judgment — cnch 
cl ai um, 
And, in tir ſentence happily agreed, 
In name of both, Great Shakeſpeare thus decreed. 
* If mar y fenſe ; if Nature link' with Art; 
ce If thorough knowledge of the human ya 


4 If pow'rs of acting v. t and unconfin d; 


& If feweſt faults with greateſt benut. es join 'ds; 


| << If ſtrong expreſſion, "and ſtrange powers which Le 


& Within the magic circle of the exe; 


If feelings which few hearts, like his, can knows, 


& And which no f:ce fo veil ashi, can ſhew ; 


| ©* Deſerve the pret*ronce z—Garrick, take the chair; 


& Nor quit it—til] thou place an equal there. 


OF 5 
MS: 7 0 * 
ADDRESSED 1 0 THE N 
. 


AC G E § not 2:0 e heart, when giant; Ui. n | 
pride, 
Aume the pompuu. port, the marti l ſtride; ; 
O'er arm Herculcan hav: th? enormous ſhield, 


'| Vaſt 1 a weaver's beam the e eee 


With the loud voice of thugd'ring fove defy, 


And dare to fingle comLat—What —. fly. 
And laugh we lei, when giant f nes, which 
+: ſhine TT 
Eſtabliſh' d, as it were, by rat ene 


— whom ev'ry captive art 2 Jores, 


To whom glad Science pours forth all her Acre; ; 


| Who high in letter'd reputation fit, 


And hold, Attre2-lik--, the ſcales of wit ; 
bh. Oh! thame to tall 


re it arc his par'l in this ſtormy tiine 

Who raſhly vemturcs Gn a f:2 of rims. 

Around vaſt ſurge: ary: wind: enviou blow, 
And jealons rocks ai quichſand, lurk below: 
N ly his fies he de. * but mor: hi, friends; 
Ile hurts me moſt cho Livithly commend-. 


— 


| "Look thr the world=—in ey? ry o her trade 

| The ſime emloyment”s chf of k':dnefs niade, 
At leaſt app r n,ꝭj of goodwill crenes, 

And ev'ry foul puff. of the fool lie hates. 
Coblers with coblers finuke avay the night, 
And in the mmon Caule cen; 


* * 
1 £5: we». 
„ . 
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Authors alone, with more than ſavage rage, 

Unnatiral war with brother-authors wage. 

The pride of nature would as ſoon admit 
Competitors in empire as in wit : 

Onw.rd they ruth at Fame's imperious call, 
And, leſs than greateſt, would not be at all. 

Smit with the love of honour, —or the pence, 
Ober- run with wit, and de ſtitute of ſenſe, 
Should any novice in the riming trade 
With lux leis pen the realms of "verſc invade ; 3 
Forth from the court where ſceptred ſages fit, 
Abus'd with praiſe, and Aatter'd into wit; 
Where in lethargic majeſty they reign, | 
And what they won by dulneſs, ſtill maintain; 
Legions of factious authors throng at once; 

Fool beckons fool, and dunce awakens dunce. 

To Hamilton's “ the ready lies repair. 
| Ne'er was lye made which was not welcome there 
Thence, on maturer judgment's anvil wrought, = 
The poliſh'd falſhood's into public brought. 
Quick-cir-vlating ſlanders mirth afford, 

And reputation bleeds inev*ry word. 

A Critic ws of old a glorious name, 

Whoſe ſanction handed Merit up to Fame; 
Beauties as well as faults he brought to view: 

His judgment great, and great his candour too. 

No ſervile rules drew ſickly Taſte aſide; 

Secure he walk'd, for Nature was his guide. 

But now, Oh ſtrange reverſe! our * bav-l 

In praiſe of candour with a heart of gal 

Conſcious of guilt, and fearful of the 5 

They lurk enſhrouded in the veil of night; 

Safe from detection, ſeize th* unwary prey, 

Ard ftab, like bravoes, all who come that way. 
When firſt my Muſe, perhaps more bold than wiſe, | 
Bad the rude ile! into light ariſe, 

Little ſhe thought ſuch tempeſts would enſue; 

Leſs, that thoſe tempeſts would be rais'd by you. 
The thunder's fury rends the tow' ring oak ; 

Roſciads, like ſhrubs, might ſcape the fatal ſtroke. 
Vain thought ! a Critic's fury knows no bound; 
| Prawcanfir-like, ke deals deſtruction round; 

Nor can we hope he will a ſtranger ſpare, 

Who gives na quarter to his friend Voltaire. 

Unhappy Genius; plac'd by partial fate 
With a free ſpirit in a (laviſh ſtate; 

Where the reluctant Muſe, oppreſs d by kings, 
Or droops in ſilence, or in fetters fings; 

In vain thy dauntleſs fortitude hath borne 

The bigot's furious zeal, and tyrant's ſcorn. 

Why didft thou ſafe from home-bred dangers ſteer, 

| Reſerv'd to periſh more ignobly here ? 
Thus, when the Julian tyrant's pride to ſwell 

Rome with her Pompey at Pharſalia fell, 55 
The vanquiſ d chief eſcap'd from Czſar's nad. 

To die by ruſtan's in a foreign land. | 
How could theſe ſelf- elected monarchs raiſe | 
So large an empire on ſo ſmall a baſe ? 

In what retreat, inglorious and unknown, | 

Did Genius ſleep, when Dullneſs ſeiz'd the FURY ? 
Whence, abſolute now grown, and free from awe, 
She to the ſubject world diſpenſes law. 

Without her licence not a letter ſtirs, 

And all the captive criſs-croſs-row is her's. 

The Stagyrite, who rules from Nature drew, 
Opinions gav e, but gave his reaſons too. 


Printer of the Critical Reveiw. 


| Our great Dictators take a ſhorter way— 

Who ſhall diſpute what the Reviewers ſay ? 

Their word's ſufficient ; and to aſk a reaſon, 

In fuch a ſtate as theits, is downright treaſon. 

True judgment now with them alone can dwell ; 
Like Church of Rome, they're grown infallible. 
Dull ſuperſtitious readers they deceive, 

Who pin their eaſy faith on Critic's ſieeve, 7 


And, knowing nothing, ev'ry thing believe 
| But why repine we, that theſe puny elves 


Shoot into giants ?—We may thank ourſelves ; 
Fools that we are, like Iſrael's fools of yore, 
The calf ourſelves have faſhion'd we adore. 
But let true Reaſon once reſume her reigns 


| This god ſhall dwindle to a Calf again. 


Founded on arts which ſhun the face of day, 
By the ſame arts they ſtill maintain their ſway. 
Wrapp di in myſterious ſecrecy they riſe, 

nd, as they are unknown, are ſate and wiſe. 
At whomſoever aim'd, howe'er ſevere 
Th' envenom'd ſlanders flies, no names 


appear. 
| Prudence forbids that ftep.—Then all might know 


And on more equal terms engage the foe. 

But now, what Quixote of the age would care 
To wage a war with dirt, and fight with air? 

By int'reſt join d, th expert confederates ſtand, 


| And play the game into each other's hand. 


The vile abuſe, in turn by all deny'd, 
Is bandy'd up and down from fide to ſide: 


It flies—hey !—preſto !—like a juggler's ball, 


Till it belongs to nobody at all. | 
All men and things they know, themſelves un⸗ 


known, 
And publiſh ev'ry name—except their own. _ 
Nor think this ſtrange—ſecure from vulg r e 
The nameleſs author paſſes in diſguiſe. 


| But vet'ran Critics are not fo drci d 


If vet' ran Critics are to be believ'd. 5 
Once ſeen, they know an author evermore, 
Nay ſwear to hands they never ſaw before. 
Thus in the Roſciad, beyond chance or doubt, 


They, by the writing, found the writers out. 
„ That's "Lioyd's—kix manner there you plainly trace, 
| << And all the Actor ſtares you in the face. Ss 


By Colman that was written.—On my life, 
Ihe ſtrongeſt ſymptoms of the Jealous Wife. 
& That little difingennous piece of ſpite, 


% Churchill, awretch unknown, perhapemight write.” 


How doth it make judicious readers ſmile, 
When authors are detected by their tile ; LL 
Thoꝰ ev'ry one who knows this author, knows 


| He thifts his ſtile much oftner than his cloaths i > 


Whence could ariſe this mighty critic. ſpleen, 
The Muſe a trifler, and her theme ſo mean ? 
What had I done, that angry Heav'n ſhould en! 
The bitt reſt foe where moſt I wiſh'd a friend? 


- Oft hath my tongue been wanton at thy name, 


And hail'd the honours of thy matchleſs fame. 
For me let hoary Fielding bite the ground, 

So nobler Pickle ſtands ſuperbly bound. 

From Livy stemples tear th" hiſtoric crown, 
Which with more juſtice blooms upon thine own. 
Compar'd with thee, be all life-writers dumb, 
But he who wrote the Life of Tommy Thumb, 
"Who ever read the Reyicide, but fwore 


The author wrote as man neꝰ er wrote before? 


Others for plots and under-plots may call, 
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Who can ſo often in his cauſe engage 

The tiny pathos of the Grecian ſtage, 

Whilſt horrors riſe, and tears ſpontaneous flow, 
At tragic Ha! and no leſs tragic Oh 

To praiſe his nervous wralcneſs all agree; 

And then for ſweetneſs, who fo ſweet as he ! 

Too big for utterance when ſorrows ſwell, 
The too big ſorrows flowing tears muſt tell: 

| But when thoſe flowing tears ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Why—then the voice muſt (peak again, you know. 
Rude and unſkilful in the Poct's trade, 

I kept no Naiads by me ready-made 3 

Ne' er did I colours high in air advance, 

Torn from the bleeding fopperies of France; 

No flimſy linſey-woolſey ſcenes I wrote, 

With patches here and there like Joſepi's coat. 
Me humbler themes befit : Secure, for me, 

Let playwrights ſmuggle nonſenſe, duty free: 
Secure, for me, ye lambs, ye lambkins bound, 
And friſk, and frolic o'er the fairy ground : - 
Secure, for me, thou pretty little fawn, 

Lick Sylvia's hand, and crop the flow'ry lawn : 
Uncenſur'd let the gentle breezes rove 


Thro' the green umbrage of th' enchanted grove : 


Secure, for me, let foppiſh Nature ſmile, 
And play the coxcomb inthe Defirs Iſle. | 
The ftage I choſe—a ſubject fair and free 
"Tis yours tis mine—'tis public property. 
All common exhibitions open lie | 
For praiſe or cenſure to the common eye. 
Hence are a thouſand hackney writers fed; 
Hence monthly critics earn their daily bread. 
This is a gen'ral tax which all muſt pay, | 
From thoſe who ſcribble, down to thoſs who play. 
Actors, a venal crew, receive ſup WY nt, 
From public bounty, for the public ſport. 
To clap or hiſs, all have an equal clam, 
The cobler's and his lordſhip's right the ſame. 
All join for their ſubſiſtence ; all expect LN 
Free leave to praiſe their worth, their faults correct. 
When active Pickle Smithfield ſtage aſcends, 
The three days wonder of his laughing friends; 
Each, or as judgment, or as fincy guides, 
The lively wittling praiſes or derides. 
And where's the mighty diff rence, tell me where, 
Zetwixt a Merry-Andrew and a Player? 
Ihe ſtrolling tribe, a deſpicable race, 


Vagrants by law, to juſtice open laid, 

They tremble, of the beadle's laſh afraid, 
And fawning cringe, for wretched means of Lfe, 
IO Madim Mayoreſs, or his Worſhip's wife. 
The mighty monarch, in theatric ſack, 

_ Carries his whole regalia at his back; 
His royal conſort heads the female band, 

And leads the heir-apparent in her hand; | 
I he pannier'd aſs creeps on with conſcious pride, 

Bearing a future prince on either fide. 
No choice muſicians in this troop are found 
 'Tovarniſh nonſenſe with the charms of ſound ; 

No ſwords, no daggers, not one poiſon'd bowl; 
No lightning flaſhes here, no thunders roll ; 


No guards to ſwell the monarchs train are ſhewn ; 


The monarch here muſt be a hoſt a/ one. 

No ſolem pomp, no ſlow proceſſions here; 
No Ammon's entry, and no Julict's bier. 
By need compell'd to proſtitute his art, 

The varied tor fligs from part to part; 


Actors, like monks of old, no 
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And, ſtrange diſgrace to al! theatric pride 

His character is ſhit.ed with his fide. 

. and Anſwer he by turns muſt be, 

Like that ſmall wit * in Modern Tragedy 

Who, to patch up his fume, —or fill his purtt,- 
Still pilfers wretched plans and makes them wurie; 
Like gipſies, left the ftole:1 brat be known, | 
Defacing firit, then claiming for his own. 


In thabby ſtare they rut, and tatrer'd robe 3 


The ſcene + blanket, and a barn the globe. 


No high conceits their mod' rate withes r uſe, 


Content with humble profit, humble priate. 
Let dowdics fimper, and let bumpkins ſtare, 


The ſtrolling page uit hero treads in air: 
Pleas'd for his hour, he to mankind gives law, 
And ſnores the next out on a truſa of ſtr u. 


But if lt u Fortune, who we ſometimes kw 
Can take a hero from a puppet-ſhow, | 

In mood propitious ſhould her fav'rite call 

On royal ſtage in royal pomp to bal, 


| Forgutiul of himiclt he re irs the head, 


And ſcorns the dunghili where he firſt was bred. 
Converiing now with well - drefs'd kings add 
| ucens, . 3 | 


| With gods and goddeſſes behind the ſcenes, 


He ſweats beneath the terror- nodding plume, 
Taught by mock honours real pride t' atfame. 
On this great ſtage the world, no monarch e'cr 
Was halt fo haughty as a monarch play*r. 
Daoth it more move our anger or our mirth, 
To ſee theſe Things, the loweſt ſons of earth, 
Preſume, with ſeli-ſufficient k aowledge grac'dy 
To rule in Letters, and preſide in Laſts ? 

The Town's deciſions they no more admit, 

' Themſelves alone the arbiters of Wit; 


And ſcorn the juriſdiction of that court, 


To which they owe their being and ſupport. 
| no ſacred grown, 
Muſt be attack d by no fools but their own. 


— 
Let the vain tyrant fit amidft his guards, 


| His puny Green-rcam Wits and Venal Bards, 


Who meanly tremble at the puppet's frown, 

And for a playhouſe freedom loſe their own ; 

In ſpite vf new-made laws, and new-made kings, 
The free - born Muſe with lib'ral ſpirit ſings. | 
Bow down, ve ſlaves; before theſe idols fall; 


— | LI Let Genius ſtoop to them who've none at al; 
Like wand' ring Arabs, ſhift from place to place. | 


Ne'er will 1 flatter, cringe, or bend the knee 
To thoſe who, flives to All, are flaves to Me. 
Actors, as actors, are a lawful game; | 


| The poet's right, and who hall bar his cl um? 


And it, o'er-weening of their little (kill, | 
When they have left the ſtage, they're actors ſtiil; 


it to the ſubject world they it [1 give lw, 
| With paper crowns and iceptres made of ſtravs; 


If they in cellar or in garret roar, | 
And kings one night, are king, for evermore; 


Shall not bold Truth, e'en there, purtuc her theme, 


And wake the coxcomb from his golden dream? 
Or it, well worthy of a better fate, my 
They riſe ſuperior to their preſent it ate ; | 
it, with each ſocial virtue grac'd, they blend 
The gay companion and the faithful friend; 

If they, like Pritchard, join in private liſe 
The tender paren: and the virtuous wit: ; 


> Mr. Foote. 
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Shall not our verſe their proiſe with pleaſure ſocak, 
Though mimics bark, ond Envy ſplits her check? 
No honeſt worth's kencath the Muſe's pratſe 3 

No greatnefs can above her cenſure raiſe ; 

S:ation and wealth to her arc tifing things; 

She ſtoops to actors, and the ſoars ty kings. 

Is there a man, in vice and folly bred, 

To ſenſe of honour as to virtue dend; 
Whom ties nor human, nor divine can bind; 
Alien to Cod, and foe to a'! mmnk'ind 

Who ſpares ro character; whoſe cy'ry words 
Bitter as gall, and ſharper than the ſword, 
Cuts to the quick ; whoſe thoughts with r:ncour ſwell ; 
Whoſe tongue, en carth, performs the work of hell ; 
If there be ſuch a winter, the Revicws 

Shall find him holding forth ag ünſt abuſe. 
4 Attack protefſion is a dendly breach != 
« The Chriſtian laws another leſſon teach t= = 
Unto the end ſhall chirity endure, 
Ard Cardour hide thoſe Faults it cannot cure.” 
Thus C:ndour's maxims flow from Rancour”s 
D throat, 
| As devils, tn ſerve their purpoſe, Scripture quote. 
The Muſc's office was by He w'n defign'd 
| To pleaſe, improve, inſtruct, reform mankind ; 
To make d ejected Virtue nobiy rife 
Abore the tw” ring pitch of ſplendid Vice; | 
To make pale Vice, obaih'd, her head hang down, 
And trembling crouch at Virtue's awful frown. | 
Now arn1'.] with wrath. the bids eternal ſhame, 
With ſtricteſt juſtice, brand the villain's name: 

New in the mildet garb of ridicule . | 
he ſports, and pleaſes while the wounds the fool. | 
Her ſhape is often vvied; but her aim, 

To pr op the cauſe of Virtue, ſtill the ſame. 
In pralle or mercy let the guilty bawl, 
W den Vice and Folly for correction call, 
Silence the mark of weakneſs juſtly bears, 
And is par ker ot the crimes it ſpares. 
But if the Muſe, too cruel in her mirth, | 
Wich hwth reflections wounds the man of worth; 
Ir wantor Ii the deviates from her plan, 
And quits the Actor to expoſe the Alan; 
Aſham'd, the marks nut paſſage with a blot, 
And h nes the line where Candour was forgot. 
But what is Candour, what is Humour's vein, 
Tho' Judgment j juin to conſeerate the train, 


If curious numbers will not aid afford, 


Nor choiceſt muſic play in ev'ry word? 

Verſes muſt run, to charm a modern ear, 

From all harth, rugged interruptions clear. 

Soft let them breathe, as Zepbyr s balmy breeze; 

Smooth let their current flow, as ſummer ſe as; 

Perfect then only dcem' d wha they ents | 

A happy tuneful vacancy of ſenſe. 2 

Ital; in fathers thus, with barb'rous rage, 

Fit helpleſs infancs for the ſque king tage, 
Deaf, to the calls of pity, Nature wound, 
And mangle vigour for the ſake of ſound. 

_ Henceforth firewell then fev'riſh thirſt of fame; 

Farewell the longings for a poet's name; 

Periſh mv Muſe ;—2 with bove all ſevere 

To him whoever held the Muſes dear 

If e'er her labours weaken to refine 
Ihe gen'rous roughneſs of a rervous line. 

_Orhe ro affect the Riff and felling phraſe 3 ; 


wir Mule mutt wak in ſtilts, and ſtrut in ſtays : 
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The ſenſe they murier, and the words truſpol, 


Left poetrv approach too near to proſe. 


See tortur'd Reaſon how they pare and trim, 
And, like Procruſtes, ſtretch or lop the limb. 

Waller, whoſe praiſe ſucceeding bards rehearfe, 
Parent of harmony in Enylith verſe, 
Whoſe tuneful Xiuſe in ſweeteſt accents flows, 
In couplets firſt taught ſtraggling ſenie to cloſe. 
In poliſh'd numbers, and mijeſtic ſound, 
Where ſhall thy rival, Pope, be ever found? 
But whilſt each line with equal beauty fla, 
E'en excellence, unvaricd tedious grows. 
Nature, thro' all her works, in great degree, 
Borrows a bleſſing from Variety. 
Muſic itſclf her needful aid requires 
To rouze the ſoul, and wake our dying fires. 
Still in one key, the Nightingale would teize : 
Still in one key, not Brent would always pleaſe. 
— Here let me bend, great Dryden, at thy ſhrine, 
Thou deareſt name to all the tuneful Nine. 
What if ſome duil lines in cold order creep, 
And with his theme the poet ſeems to flecp, 
Still, when his ſubject riſes proud to view, 
With equal ſtrength the poet riſes too. 
With ſtrong invention, nobleſt vigour 8 Wn, 
Thought ſtill fprings up and riſes out of thought; 
Numbers e :nobling numbers in their courſe; 
In varied ſweetneſs flove, in varied force; ; 
The pow'rs of Genius and of Judgment join, 
And the whole art of Poetry is thine. 

But what are numbers, what are bards to me, 


| Forbid to tread the paths of poeſy ? 


«© A facred Muſe thould conſecrate her pen; 
ec Prieſts muſt not hear nor ſee like other men; 


- |<< Far higher themes ſhou!d her ambition claim; 
J“ Behold where Sternhold points 


the oy 
fame.” 


te 
Wg with miſt:ken zeal dull bigots burn, 


| Let Reaſon for a moment take her turn. 
When coffee- ſages hold diſcourſe with kings, 


And blindly walk in paper-leading ftrings, 
What if a man delight to paſs his time 

In ſpinning Reaſon into harmleſs rime ; 

Or ſometimes boldly venture to the play 


Say, 3 the crime i—reat Man of ' Prudence 


ſay 1 
No two on HT in all things can agree; 
All have ſome d irling ſingularity; 
Women and men, as well as girls and boys, 


In gew-gaws take delight, and ſigh for toys. - 
| Your lceptres, and your crouns, and ! ; fuch like 


thing: , 
Are but a better kind of toys for kings. 


In things indiff rent Reaſon bids us chuſe, 
| Whether the whim's a Monkey, or a Muſe. 


What the grave triflers on this buſy ſcene, 


When they make uſe of this word Reaſon, mean, 
I know not; but, according to my plan, 


Tis Lord Chiof- Juſtice i in the Court of Man, | 
Equally form'd to rule in age or youth, 


| The friend of Virtue, and the g guide to Truth. 
| To Her I bow, wiwfe ſacred pow'r I feel; 


To Her deciſion make my laſt appeal; 
Condemn'd by Her, apploecing worlds in vain 
Should tempt me to take up the pen again: 
By Her abſolv'd, my courſe I'll till purſus : 


If — Gop 15 for me too. 


And Reatfon to herſelf alone is law. 
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a EPISTLE TO 


RKOBERT- LLOTYT D. 
HEN focs inſult, and predont friends Abende, 


In pity. trains, the worſt of intolencr, 
Oſt with thee, LI ov D, I ſteal an hour trum grief, 
And in thy fei convert. find relict. 
The mind, of ſolitude impatient grown, 
Loves any ſorrows ruber thn her own. 
Let flaves to buſineſs, bodies without ſoul, 
Importint blanſts in Nature's mighty roll, 
Soulemnize nnſenſe in the day's brood x lire, 
We NI gur prefer, which heals or hides our care. 
_ Rogues juſtified, and by ſucceſs made bold, 
Dull tools and coxcombs ſinctiſied by gold, 
Freely may bk in Fortunc's partial ray 
And ſpread their feathe:*5 op*niag to the day; 
But rhread-bare Merit d res not ſhew the head 
Till vain Proſperity retires to bed. 
Misfortunes, like the owl, avoid the light 
The ſons ef Care are alas ſons of Night. 0 
The wretch bred up in Method's drowſy ſchool, 
Whoſe only merit is to err by rule, 
Who ne'r thro heat of blood was tripping caught, 
Nor guilty deem'd of one eccentric thought, 
Whoſe ſoul directed to no uſe is ſeen, 
Unleſs to move the body's dull machine, 
Which, clock-work like, with the ſame equal * 
Itill travels on thro? life's infipid ſpace; 
Turns up his eyes to think that there ſhould be 
Among God's creatures two ſuch things a> wwe : 
Then for his night-cap calls, and thanks the pow” rs 
Which kindly gave him grace to keep gend ours. 
___ Good hun: Fine words But was it ever ſeen 
That all men could agree in what they mean ? 
Flocio, who many years a courſe hath run 
In downright oppoſition to the ſun, 2h 
Expatiates on g:.4 urs, their cauſe defends 
| With as much vigour as our prudent friends. 
Th' uncertain term no ſettled notion brings, 
But ſtill in di ti rent mouths mean diff rent chinge. 
Eich takes the phraſe in hi: oven private view. 
With Prudence it is ten, with Florio two. 
_ Goon, ye foils, who talk for talking ſake, 
Without 2 raithing diſtinctions make, 
Shine forth in. ve folly, native pride, 
Make — tag rules to all the world beſide; 
Reaſon, collected in herſelt, diſdains | 
The ſlavich yoke of arbitrary chains; | 
Steady and true, each circumſtance ſhe weighs, 
Nor to bare words inglorious tribute pays. 
Men of ſenſe live exempt from vulgar av e, 


T. 


That freedom the enjoys with lib'ral mind, 
Which ſne as freely grants to all mankind. 
No idol titled name her rev'rence ſtirs, 
No hour the blindly to the reſt prefers; 
All are alike, if they” re alike employ'd, 
And all are good if virtue] enjoy c. | 
Let the ſage Doctor (think — one we know) 
With ſcraps of ancient learning overflow, 
In all the dignity of ⁊vig declace 
The fatal conſequence of midnight air, 
How damps and va; c urs, as it were by ſtealth, 
Undermine life, and ſap the walls of health. 


III lire. 


Reflection with relentleſs hand pulls down 
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For me let Cale rr on the ſheif, 

and be phytician to myielt. 

/unle ſoul is join'd to beds, whether fate 

Alot a longer or a ſhorter dite; ; 

Fi! nike them live as b-other ſhould with lac 

| An. kevp them in Ho- humour wita each ofh er. 
The jurt ſt rod to healthy, fiv wintthey will, 

Is never to ſup: noſe we she be ill. 


tod of thult evils we poor mortals know, 


From doctors and Imagination flow. 
Hence to eld women with your boiſted rules, 
Stale traps, and only tact ed now to tools 


— 


As well may fons of phyſic hype to find 
One med'cine, as one hour, for all mankind. 


If Rupert after ten is out of bed, 
The hol next morning can't hold up his head. 
What reaſon this which e to bed mutt call, 
Whoſe hel (thank heaven) never aches at all? 


| In dit rent courſes diff rent t:mpers run, 


He hates the Moon, I ficken at rhe Sun. 

Wound up at twelve at noon, is clock goes right, 
Mue better goes, wound up at twelve ar nignt. 
Then in Cblivion's grateful cup I dre 

The gulling ſneer, the ſupercilious frown, 

The ſtrange reſerve, the proud affected ſtate 


| Cr upſtart knaves grown rich, and fodls grown great. 
No more that abject wretch diſturbs my reſt, | 
W ho meanly overlooks a friend diftr-it. 


Purblind to poverty the wordliag goes, 
And ſcarce ſees rags an inch beyond h': noſe : 


| But from a crowd can ſingle out his grace, 
And cringe and creep to fouls who ſtrut in luce. 


Whether thoſe claſſic regions are ſu vey d 


| Where we in earlieſt youch together ſtriy'd, 


Where hand in hand we trod the flow” ry ſhore, 


Ih, now thy happier genius runs before, 


When we confpir'd a th nkleſs wretch to rũſes 


| And taught a ſtamp to ſhoot with pil rd priiſey 
| Who once for RezPrend merit fonuus grown, 


Cratefully ſtrove to kick his Maker down; 

Or it more gen'ral arguments engages 

The court or c mp, the pulpit, bar or ſtage 3 
ir half-bred ſurgeons, whom men doors call, 

| Andlawyers, who were never bred at all, Wo 
'T hoſe mighty letter*'d moniters of the earth, 


Dur pity move, or exerciſe our mirth ; 


Or if in tittle-tattle, tooth - pick way, 


Our ra-1ling thoughts with egſy f. ce dom {tray ; 


A giner ſtill thy friend himſelf muſt find, 


| Hiz grief ſuſpended, and improv'd his mind. 


Whilt peaceful ſlumber; bleſs the homely bed, 


| Where V irtue, ſelf-approv'd, reclines her head; 


Whilſt Vice beneath imagin'd horrors mourns, 


Aud Conſcience plants the villuin's couch with thorns; bg 
_ | Impatient of reſtraint, the active Mind, | 

No more by ſervile prejudice confin'd, 

| Les from her ſeat, as waken'd from a trance, 


And darts through Nature at a fingle glance. 


Then we our friends, our foes, ourſelves, ſurvey, 
And ſee by Night what fools we are by Day. 


Stript of her gaudy plumes and vain diſguiſe, 
See where Ambition mean and loathſome lies ; A | 
The tyrant's bloody wreath and ravith'd crown. 

In vain he tells of battles bravely won, 
Of nations conquer'd, and of worlds undone : 
Triumphs like theſe but ill with manhood ſuit, 


— 


And ſink the conqueror beneath the brute. 
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But if, in ſearching round the world, we find 
Some gen rous youth, the friend of all mankind, 
Whole anger) like the bolt of Jove, is ſped 

In terrors on!y at the guilty head, 

Whoſe mercie, like Heaven's dew, refreſhing fall 
In gen'ral love and charity to all, 

Pleas d we behold ſuch worth on any throne, 

And doubly pleas' d we find it on our own. 


Through a falſe medium things are ſkewn by Day, 


Pomp, wealth, and titles, judgment lead aſtray. 

How many from appearance borrow ſtate, 

Whom Night diſdains to number with the Great ! 

Muſt not we laugh to ſee yon lardlirg proud 

Snuff up vile incenſe from a fawyning crowd? 

Whilſt in his beam ſurrounding clients play, 

Like inſets in the ſun's enliv ning ray, 

Whilft, Jehn-like, he drives at furious rate, 

And ſeems the only charioteer of ſtate, 

Talking himſelf into a little God, 

And ruling empires with a ſingle nod; 

Who would not think, to hear him law diſpenſe, 

That he had int ren, and that they had ſenſe ? 

Injurious thought ! Beneath Night's honeſt ſhade, 

When pomp is buried and falfe colours fade, 
Plainly we ſee at that impartial hour 

Diem dupes to pride, and iim the tool of por. 

Cod help the man, condemn'd by cruel fate 

Io court the ſeeming, or the real great. 8 

Much ſorrow ſhall he feel, and ſuffer more 

Than any ſlave whu labours at the oar. 

By ſlaviſh methods muſt he learn to pleaſe, 

By ſmooth-tongu'd flatt ry, that curſt court-diſeaſe, 

Supple to ev'ry wayward mood ftrike fail, 

And ſhift with ſhifting humour's peevith gale. 

To Nature dead, he muſt adopt vile Art, 

And wear a ſmile with anguiſh in his heart. 


4 A ſenſe of honour would deſtroy his ſchemes, 


And Conſcience ne er would ſpeak unleſs in dreams. 

When he hath tamely borne for many years 

Cold look, forbidding frowns, contemptuous ſneers ; 

When he at laſt expects, good erſy man, 

To reap the profits of his labour'd plan, 
Some cringing Lacque;, or rapacious Whore, 

To favours of the great the ſureſt door, 

Some Catamite, or Pimp, in credit grown, 

Who tempts another's wife, or ſells his own, _ 

Steps croſs his hopes, the promis d boon denies, 

And for ſome Minion's Minion el ums the prize. 
Foe to reſtraint, unpraft's'd in deceit, 

Too reſolute, from Natures active hex, 

To brook affronts, and tamely paſs them by 3 


I 0oo proud to flatter, too ſincere to lyes 


Too plain to pleaſe, too honeſt to be great; 


_ Give me, kind Heav'n, an humbler, happier fate 3 


Fu from the place where men with pride deceive, 

Vi here raicals promiſe, and where fools believe 3 3 
Far from the walk of folly, vice and ſtrife, 
Cum, independent, let me ſteal thro? life, 

Nor one vain with my ſteady thoughts begu:le 

To feat his lerdihip's frown, or court his ſmile. 
Unit for Greatn<1s, I her ſnares defy, 

And look on riches with untainted eye. 

To others let the glitt'ring bawbles fall, 

Content ſhall plaee us far above them all. 

|  SpeCtators only on this buſtling ſtage, 

We lee what vain deſigns mankind engage 

Vice after vice with ardour they purſue, 

And one old folly — hag 
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Perplex'd with trifles thro' the vale of life, 
Man ſtrives *gainft man, without a cauſe for ſtriſe ; 
Armies embattled meet, and thouſands bleed 
For ſome vile ſpot where fifry cannot feed. 
uirrels for nuts contend, and, wrong or right, 
For the world's empire kings ambitious fight ; 
What odds: To us tis all the ſelf- ſame thing, 
A Nut, a World, a Squirrel, and a King. 
Britons, like Roman ſpirits fam'd of old, 
Are caſt by nature in a Patriot mould; | 
No private joy, no private grief they know, 
Their ſoul's ingroſs'd by public weal or woe. 
Inglorious eaſe, like ours, they greatly ſcorn : 
Let care with nobler wreaths their brows adorn. 


| Gl.idly they toil beneath the ſtateſman's pains, 


Give them but credit for a ſtateſman's brains. 
All would be deem'd, e'en from the cradle, fit 
To rule in politics as well as wit. 


\ | The grave, the gay, the fopling, and the FIT 
| Start up (God bleſs us) ſtateſmen all at once. 


His mighty charge of ſouls the prieſt forgets, 
The court-bred lord his promiſes and debts, 
Soldiers their fame, miſers forget their pelf, 
The rake his miſtreſs, and the fop himlſe)t ; 


| Whilſt thoughts of higher moment claim their _ : 
And their wii heads the weight of kingdoms bear. 
| Females themſelves the glorious ardour feel, 


And boaſt an equal, or agreater zeal ; 


From nymph to nymph the ſtate- infection flies, 


Swells in her breaſt, and ſparkles in her eyes. 
O'erwhelm'd by politics lie malice, pride, 
Envy, and twenty other faults beſide. 

No more their little flutt'ring hearts confeſs 


A paſſion for applauſe, or rage for dreſs 3 
| No more they pant for Public Rarce-ſhows, 
| Or loſe one thought on monkeys or on beaux. 


oquettes no more purſue the jilting plan, 


And luſtful prudes forget to rail at man, 


The darling theme Cxc1t1a's ſelf will chuſe, 
Nor thinks of ſcandal whilit ſhe talks of news. 
The Cir, a Common-Council-Man by place, 
Ten thouſand mighty nothings in his faces 

By fituation as by nature great, 

With nice preciſion parcels out the kate; 5 | 
Proves and d*ſproves, affirms, and then denies, 


_ | ObjeAts himſelf, and to himſelf _ | 
Wielding aloft the politician rod, 


Make: Pitt by turns a devil and a god; 


' | Maintains, e'en to the very teeth of pow'r, 


The ſame thing right and wrong in half an hour. 
Now all is well, now he ſuſpects a plot, | 


And plainly proves, WHATEVER 18, 15 NOT. 
| Fearfully wiſe, he ſhakes his empty head, 5 


And deals out empires as he deals out thread. 
His uſeleſs ſcales are in a corner flung, 


And Europe's balance hangs upon his tongue. 


Peace to ſuch triflers ; be our happier plan 


410 paſs thro” life as eaſy as We Can. 


Who's in or out, who moves this grand machine, 5 
Nor ſtirs my curioſity, nor ſpleen. 


[Secrets of ſtate no more I wiſh to know 


Than ſecret movements of a Puppet-ſhow ; 

Let but the puppets move, I've my deſire, 

Unſceen the hand which guides the Maſter-wire. 
What is't to us, if taxes riſe or fall, 


| Thanks to our fortune we pay none at all. 
| Let muckworms, who in dirty acres deal, 
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His Grace who ſmarts, may bellow if he pleaſe, 
But muſt I bellow too, who fit at eaſe: ? 

By cuſtom ſafe, the poet's numbers flow, 

Free as the light and air ſome years ago. 

No ſtuteſman e er will find it worth his pains 
To tax our labours, and exciſe our brains. 

Burthens like theſe vile earthly buildings bear, 

No tribute's laid on caft/es in the air. 

Let then the flames of war deſtructive reign, 

And England's terror3 awe imer Spain; 

Let ev'ry venal clan and neutra! tribe 
Learn to receive conditions, not preſcribe ; 

Let each new year call loud for new ſupplies, 

And tax on tax with double: burthe:s rife : 

Exemp: we fit, by no rude exres oppreſt, 

And, having little, are with little bleſt. 

All re ills in dark oblivion lie, 

And ioys, by fincy form'd, their place ſupply, 

' Night”; laughing hours unheeded flip away, 

Nor one dull thought foretells th approach of Day. 
Thus have we liv'd,and whilſt the fates afford 1 
Plain plenty to ſupply the frugal board, EOS. 
Wphilſt Mirth with Decency his lovely bride, | 
And Wine's gay Cod, with Temp'rance by his fide, 
Their welcome viſit pay; whilft Health attends 
The narrow circle of our choſen friends, | 

Whilſt frank Good-Humuur conſecrates the treat, 
And Woman makes fociety cornple'e, 

Thus will we live, tho' in our teeth are hurl'd 

Thoſe hackney ſtrumpets, Prudence and the World. 
Prudence, of old a ſacred term, imply d 
Virtue, with godlike Wiſdom for her guide, 

But now in general uſe is known to mean 
The ſtalking-horſe of vice, and folly's ſcreen. 

The ſenſe perverted we retain the name, 

Hypocriſy and Prudence are the ſame. | 
A Tutor once, more read in men than becks, 

A kind of crifty knowledge in his looks, 

Demurely fly, with high preferment bleſt, 

His fa'rite pupil i in theſe words addreſſed: 
Would'ſt thou, my fon, be wiſe and virtuous dcam'd, 
By all mankind a prodigy eſteem'd ? 

Be this thy rule; be what men pru7ert call; 
Prudence, almighty Prudence, gives thee all. 
Keep up appearances, there lies the teſt, 

The world will give thee credit for the reſt. 
Outward be fair, however ful within; 

Sin if thou wilt, but then in ſecret ſin. 
This maxim's into common favour grown, 
Vice is no longer vice, unlefs tis known. 
Virtue indeed may barefac'd take the field; 

But vice is virtue when ꝛis well concc I'd. 
Should raging paſſions drive thee to a whore, 
Let Prudence lead thee to 1 ern door; 

Stay out all night, but take eſpeci l care 
That Prudence bring thee back to early prayer. 
As one with watching and with ſtudy fant, 
Reel in a drunkard, and reel out a ſaint. © .. 
With joy the youth this uſeful leſſon heard, 
And in his mem'ry ſtor d each precious word, 
Succeſ:fully purſu'd the plan, and x2 r , 
* Room for my Lord,—Virtue ſtand by and bow.” 
And is this all—is this the worlding: art, 
To maſk, but not mend a vicious heart? 
Shall lukewarm caution and demeanor grave 
For wiſe and good ſtzmp cv*ry ſupple knave ? 
Shall wretches whom ao real virtue warms, 
Sud fair their names and itote; with empty forme, 
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'Whiltt Virtue ſeeks in v:in the with'd-for prize, 


Becauſe, diſdaining ill, ſhe hates diſguiſe 3 


Becauſe ſhe frankly pours forth all her fte, 


Scems what ſhe it, and ſcorns to pits for more? 

Weil—te it ſo—let vile diffemiblers he! 

Unenvy'd pow'rs and boaſt thcir C:w-hought gold, 

Me neither pwr ſkull tenipt, nor thirſt of pelt, 

To flatter others or deny myſelt; 

Might the whole world be plac'd within my ſpan, 

| would not be that I hing, at Prudent Man. 
What, cries Sir Pliant, would you then oppofte 

Yourſelf, alone, a; unſt an hoſt of fors 

Let not conceit, a:nd pecvith luſt to rail, 

Above al! ſenſe of inter: prevail. 

Throw off ſor ſhame this — of wit, 

Be wiſe, be modeſt, and for /, ſubmit : 

Too hard the taſk ag unſt ren to ſiglit, 

Nu muſt be wrong, the World is in the right. 
What is this World? A term which men have gor 

To fignity, not one in ten knows what; 


| A term, which with no more preciſion piſſes 


To point out herds of men than herds of affes 3 
In common uſe no more it means, we find, 


| Than many fhols in ſame opinions join'd. 


Can numbers then change Nature's ſtated laws ? 


cam ben make the worle the better cauſe ? 
| Vice muſt bæ vice, virtue be virtue ſtill, 


Tho' thouſand; rail at good and practice ill. 


| Wouldſt thou defend the Gaul's deſtructive rage 


Becauſe vaſt nations on his part engage? 

Thoꝰ to ſupport the rebel Cæſarꝰ's cauſe 

| Tumultuou: legions arm againſt the laws, 
The? Scandal would :urf patrict's name impeach, 


| And raiis at vircuis which ſhe cannot reach, 
| What honeſt mon but would with joy ſubmit 
To bleed with Cato, and retire with PIT? 


Stedfift and true to Virtuc's ſacred laws, 


| CUnmov'd by vulgar cenſure or af pliuſe, 


Let the World Ulk, my friend ; 3 that World + we 
krow 
Which calls u; wü, cannot malce u 
Unawel by numbers, tilow Nature's plan, 
Aſſert the rights, or quit the noyic of Man. 
Conſider well, weigh ſtrictly right and wrong ; 
Reſolve not quick, but once reſolv'd he kran, 
In ſpite of dull:efſ:, and in ſpite of wit, 


If to thyſelf thou canſt thyſelf acquit, 


Rather ftand up afſur'd with conſcious pride 


1 Alone, than err with millions on thy fide. 


| | Ter 
PROPHECY os FAMIN 
| A 
[4 COTS PASTORAL. 
5 INSCRIBED ro 


Jon WILKES, R 
HEN Cupid firſt inſtructs his darts to fly 


* 


_ 


From the ſiy corner of ſome eook- maid's eye, 


{The ſtripling raw, juſt enter'd in his teens, 


Receive: the wound, and wrden whit ff meide; 
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His he rt like dripping, melt, and new deſire 


With him ſtirs, each time the ſtirs the fire; 


Tccmbling and bluſhing he the fair one views, 

Ani tain would fperk, but can't—without a Muſe. 
© to the ſacred mount he tahes his way, 

Pris his young wings, and tunes his infant lay, 

His oatc.1 reed to rural ditties frames, 

To flocks 114 rocks, to hills and rills proclaims, 

In ſimpleſt notes, and all unpoliſh'd ſtrains, 

The loves of nymphs, and ce the loves of ſw uns. 
C111, as your nymphs were always clad of yore, 

In ru'tic weeds i con- maid NOW no more 

Bene ich an aged oak Lardella licz, 

Green moſs her conch 3 her cz10py the ſkir:. 

From aromatic ſhrub, the rg¹⁰]] gale 

Ste als young perfumes, and wafts them thro' the vale. 

The youth, turn'd ſ un, and ſkill'd in ruſtic Lys, 

Fatt by her fide his am'rous deſcant plays. 

Hus lowe, flocks ble, pies chatter, ravens ſcream, 

Ani the ful! chorus lies a-down the ſtre1m. 

Tie ftrew: , with mutic freighted, as they paſ:, 

Prefe.,- the fiir Lardella with a glaſs, 

Ard Zephyr, tu complent the love-ſick plan, 


Wires bil lighe wings, and ſerves her For a fan. 


An Nature'; baniſh'd bv e fanic Art 5 | 
Then, derply read, our reading mult be ſhown 3 
Vain is that kwivle ge which remains unknwn. = 
Innen Gftentation marches to our aid, e 


Landſc apes unknown to darudy Nature, riſe, 
And new creations ſtrike our wond' ring eyes. 


- 


Pointed each f+;.tence, poliſh d ev'ry line: 
Trifles are dignified, and taught to wear 
The 19bes of Ancients with a Modern ur, 


gut, when maturer Judgment takes the lead, 
Theſe child: ꝰi toys on Reaſon's altar bleed; 


Ford af or fume great man, whoſe name breeds awe, 


V hoſe ev" ry fertence Faſhion makes a law, 
Who on mere credit his vain trophies rears, 
And found: his merit on our ſcrvile fears; 
"Th 2 wwe diſcard the worlcings of the heurt, 


And letter'd Pride talks forth in full parade 3 
 Beneuth their care bho!d the work refine, 


Nonfenfe with caffic ornaments is grace, 
And paſte, current with the ſt imp of Taſte. 
Then the rude Theocrite is ranſick'd o'er, 


And c:artly Marg call'd from Minciv's ſhore z 


Sultan Muj.: or our mountains romm, 
Eaſy and free as if they were at home:: | 


Nymphs, Natads, Nercids, Dryads, Satyrs, Fauns, 


Sport in our floods, and trip i v'er our liwns 3 
Flow'rs, which once fluurith'd fair in Greece and 
More f.ir revive in Englands me ids to bloom; 


Skies without cloud exotic ſuns rn; 


And roſes bluſh, but bluſh without a thorn ; 


For bards like theſe, who neither ſing nor ſay, 
Grave without thought, and without feeling gay, 


Whoſe numbers in one even tenor flow, 
 Mitun'd to pleaſure, and attun'd to wor, 


Who, it plain Common Senſe her viſit pars, 


And mars one couplet in their happy lays, 


As at ſome ghoſt affrighted, ſtart and tare, 
And aſk the meaning of her coming there ; 
For bards like theſe a wreath ſhall Maſon bring, 


In Love's Pagoda ſhall they ever doze, 


. Lin'd with the ſortett down of Folly's wing; 
And Gilbal kindly rock them to repoſe; 


CcHnoKkcnny 
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My lord. o letter: as to fur: mult true 

At once their patron and example too 
Shall quaintly fahiun his love - 1 hour'd dreamsy 
Sigh with ſad winds, and weep with weeping ſtream”, 
Curiaus in grief, (for real grief, we know, 
Is curious to dreſs up the tale of woe) 
From the green umbrage of fome Druil'; ſeat, 
Shall his own works in his own way pet. 

Me whom no Muſe of heav*nly birth infpires, 

No judgment tempers when rath genius fires 3 
Who boaſt no merit hut mere knack of rime, 
Short gleams of ſenſe, and ſacire out of time, 
Who cannot follow where trim Fancy, lead“ 

By prattling frrewmmns er flucorcmy cr le mends 3 
Who often, but without fuccefe, hive pruv'd 
For aft Alliteration's artf:ef ad ; 

Who would, but cannot, with 4 mifter's ſkill, 
Coin fine new epithe! „ Twhicl; mean u ill 3 

Me, thn, uncmmh, tis ev'ry wiv untit 

For [acing pi, and ambiing wits | | 
Faſte with contempt behold , nor deigns to place 
Amongſt the loweſt of her favour'd race. 


Thou, Nature, art my goleſ.—to thy law 


Myſelf I dient. Ine ſiuviſhi awe 

Which ben; to faſhion, u oy the rules, 
Impo-'d at ſirſt, and ſince btery'd by f. 

Hence thoſe vile tricks which mir fir N Hure's Jvicy 
And bring the ſober matro7 forth tu view, 

Wich all that artificial taw(lry gi ure, 

Which Virtue ſcorns, and nov: but ſtrumpets wen 
Sick of thoſe yomp+., thuſe vaitic- thut wette 


Of doit, whichcritics now miſt + for tale, 
| Of fille refinements fick, and Jabour'd eaſe, = 
| Which Art, tr thinly veil d, forbids to plenſes 


By Nature”; charms (inglorior; truth? ſublu'd, 


| However ploin her dreſs, and "hiviour rude, 


To mrther n climes my h ippier courſe T fieer, 


| Climes where the goddeſs reign; throughout the. 


ear, | 
Where, undiſturb'd by Art's ce, plans 
She rules the {al lad, and fathiul run 

To that rare foil, where virtues city ny grows 
What mighty bleſſings doth not Eri und owe 7 
Whit wvagoin-lcuds of courayze, wealth und fonfes 
Doth each revolving day import from thence ? 


Io us the gives, diſintereſted friend, | | 
| Faith without fraud, and Stuart, without end. 


When we profperity's rich trappiuss wear, 
Come not her gen'rong fons and take a ſhare ? 
And if, by fome diſaſtr us turn of fte, | 
Change ſhould enfur, ant ruin frize the Rate, 
Shall we not fin] ſafe in that hallow?*d ground, 


| Such refuge as the Holy Mutyr found? 
= Nor lefs our debt in Science, theo? deny'd 
| By the weak fle of prejudice aud pride. 


 Thenee came the Ramſays, names of worthy note, 
Of whom one paint:, as well a. Bother virate * 
Thence, Home, diſhinded from the ſons of prayer 
For loving plays, tlio“ no dull Dean Was there; 
Tu ence iſſued forth, at great Macpherſun's call, 
That «ld, nv, ef tc taſtiral, Fingal; 


Þ Therce Malloch, friend alike of Clrrch and Sate, 


Of Chriſt ard Liberty, by grateful Fate 

Rais'd torewards which, in a pizus reign, 

All darling infidel: ſhould ſcrk in van; 

Thence ſimple bard;, by ſimple prudence taught, 
To this wei/e town by ſimple patrons brought, 


And Nature gave thee, open to diſtreſ;, 


CHURCHILLI'S POEMS. 


In ſimple manner utter ſimple lays, | 
And take, with ſimple penſions, ſimple praiſe. 


Waft me ſome Muſe to Tweed's infpiring ſtream, | 


Where all the little loves and graces dream, 
Where ſlowly winding the dull waters creep, 
And ſeem themſelves to own the power of ſleep, 
Where on the ſurfice lead, like feathers, ſwims, 
There let me bathe my yet unhallow'd limbs, 
As once a Syrian bath'd in Jordan's flond, 
Waſh off my native ſtains, correct that blood 
Which mutinies at call of Engl; pride, 
And, deaf to prudence, rolls a futriot tide. 
From ſolemn thou;zht which overhangs the bro 
Of patrivt care, when things are—God know: 
how 3 | 
From nice trim points, where Honour, ſlave to 
rule, | 
In compliment to Folly, plays the fool; _ 
From thoſe gay ſcenes where Mirth exalts his pow'r, 
And ery Humour wings the laughing hour; 
From thoſe ſoft better moments, when defire 
Pets high, and all the world of man's on fire, 
When mutual ardours of the melting fair 
More than repny us for whole years of c:re, 


At friend/hip's ſummons will my Wilkes retreat, 


And ſee, once ſeen before, that ancient ſeit, 

That ancient ſeat, where majeſty diſpliy'd 

Her enſigns, lang before the 10 ld vas made ! 
Mean narrow maxims, which enflave mankind, 

Nc'er from its bias warp thy ſettled mind. 

Not dup'd by party, nor opinion's ſlave, 

Thoſe faculties which bounteous Nature gave, 

Thy honeſt ſpirit into practice brings, 

Nor courts the ſmiic, nor dreads 

mT | 


the frowns of 
; Let rude licentious Engliſhmen comply TR : 


With tumul:'s voice, and curſe they know not 
5 whos f $I 
 Unwilling a nb thy ſoul diſdains 


To wear vile faction's arbitrary chains, 

And ſtrictly weighs, in apprehenſion clear, 
Things as they are, and not as they appear. 
With thee Good-Humour tempers lively Wit, 
Enthron'd with Judgment, Candour loves to fit, 


A heart to pity, and a hand to bleſs. 

Ot have I heard thee mourn the wretche lot 
Of the poor, mean, deſpis'd, inſulted t, 
Who, might calm reaſon credit idle tales, 
By rancour forg'd where prejudice prevails, 

Or ſtarves at home, or practiſes, thro fear 
Df ſtarving, arts which damn all conſcience here. 
When Sr:4bler:, to the charge by int'reſt led, 
The fierce Nzrth- Briton foaming at their head, 
Pour forth invectives, deaf to candour's call, 
And injur'd by one alien, rail at all ; | 5 
On Northern Piſgah when they take their ſtanld, 
To mark the weaknef; of that IIa Land, 

With needleſ; truths their libels to adorn, 
And hang a nation up to public ſcorn, . 
Thy gen'rous ſoul condemns the frantic rage, 
And hates the faithful hut ill natur'd page. 

The Kt are poor, cries ſurly Engliſh pride; 

True is the charge, nor by themſelves deny d. 
Art they not then in ſtricteſt reaſon clear, 
Who wifely come to mend their fortunes herr? 
If by low ſupple arts ſucceſsful grown, | 
T'bey ſapp'd our vigour to increaſe their own, 
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If, mein in want, and inſolert in paw'r, 

They only fiwn'd more ſurely to devour, | 
Rous'd by ſuch wrongs ſlx ni, Reaſon take al um, 
And een the Muſe for public {:icty arm; 

But if they own ingenious Virtuc's ſway, 

And fyllow where true Honour points the wiv, 

If they revere the hind by which they're fed, 

And uf the donors for their diily bread, 

Or by vaſt debts of higher import band, 


Are 1 ways humble, always grateful fund, 


If ther, directed by Paui's holy pen, 

Pecome difcrectly all things to all men, 

Thall men may become all things to them, 

Envy miy hu, ixit Juftice can't condemn. 

„Into our places, ſtats, and beds thy creep; | 

They've ſenſe tw gct, wait we want ſenſe to 
cup. 

Once, be the hour accurz'd, accur;'d the place, 

1 ventur'd to blaſpheme the cliofen race. 

Into thoſe trap, wiv!) un calld Patriots laid, 


| By ſpeciou: arts unwarily betray'd. 
 Mualy 1 Iergu'd aguinſt that ſicred earth, 


Vile puricide ! which gaz: a parent birth. 


But (hall 1 mennly Error's path purſue, 


When hevenly Truth. preſents her fr endly clue, 
Once plung'd in ill, ſnall J go farther in? 
To make the oath was raih, to keep it, ſin. 
Backward I tre the pachs I trod before, 
And calm reflection hates what paſſion ſwore. 
Converted, (bleſſed are the fouls which know 
Thoſe pleaſures which fin true converfion flow, 


Whether to reaſon, wh) :.Goy rules my breaſt, 
| Or to pure faith, like Lyttleton and Wen) 


Patt crimes to expiate, be my preſent aim 

To raiſe new trophic, to the Scottiſh name, 

To make (what can the pruudeſt Muſ do more?) 
E'en Faction's ſons her brighter worth adore, 
To make her glories ſtamp'd with honeſt rimes, 


In fulleſt tide rull down to lateſt times. 


« Preſurmptucus 


wretch ! and ſhall a Muſe lixe. 
thinie, | | 


An Englih Muſe, the meaneſt of the nine, 
| © Attempt a theme like thi; 


? Can her weak 
ce ſtrain 5 | 


| © Expett indulgence from the mighty Thane ? 


& Should he from tyils of government retire, 
And for a moment fan the poet's fire, 

© Should he, of ſeiences the moral friend, 
Each curicus, each important ſearch ſuſpend, 


| © Leave unaſſiſted Hill of herbs to trll, 
“ And all the wonders of a cuil ell, 


t Hwing the Lord's goud grace before his eyes, 


I“ Would not % Home ſtep forth, and gain the 


ce prize? 


| © Orif this wreath of honour might adorn 


„The humble brows of one in Erg/and born, 


DD Preſurn ryous ſtill thy daring mutt appcur; 
1 Vain al thy tow'ring hopes, Whilſt l am here.“ 


Thus ſpake a form, by filken ſinilæ and tom: 


| Dull and unvaried, for the Laureat knuwn. 


Folly's chief friend, Decorum's eideſt fon, 
In ev'ry party found and yet of none. ; 


2 This. airy ſulſtance, this jubflantia! frate, 
| Abaſl'd I heurd, and with reſpect obey d. 


From themes tov lotty for a bud fo mem, 


The reſtleſ, fever of ambition Jud, 
| Cm I retire, and ſcek the ſ. lan ſh 
D £4] 
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Now be the Muſe diſrob'd of all her pride, 
Be all the glare of verſe by Truth ſupplied, 
Ard if plain Nature pours a ſimple ſtrain, 
Which Bute may praiſe, and Offian not diſdain, 
; Offian, jw ſimpleſt bard of all, 
_ Whom Engi 12 — call. 

Then round my ſnall honour's enſigns wave, 
And penſions mark me for a willing ſlave. 


Two boys, whoſe birth beyond all queſtion ſprings 
From great and glorious, tho” forgotten, kings, 
Shepherds of S:rti/4 lineage, born and bref 

On the ſame bleak and barren mountain's head, 
By niggard Nature doom's on the ſame rocks = 
To ſpin out life, and ſtarve themſelves and flocks, 
Freſh as the morning, which, enrob'd in miſt, 
The mountain's top with uſual dulneſs kiſs'd, 
Jockey and Sawney to their labours roſe ; 5 
Soon clad I ween, where Nature needs no cloaths, 
Where, from their youth enur'd to winter-ſkies, 
Drefſ; and her vain refinements they deſpiſe. 


Jockey, whoſe manly high-bon'd cheeks to crown | 


ith treckles ſpotted flam'd the golden down, 

Wich mikle art could on the bagpipes play, 
E'en fromthe riſing tothe ſetting day; 

 Sawney as long without remorſe could bawl 

Home's madrigals, and ditties from Fingal. 

Ott at his trains, all natural tho' rude, 

The Highland laſs forgot her want of food, 
And, whilſt the ſcratcſ d her lover into reſt, | 

Sunk pleas'd, tho' hungry, on her Sawney's breaſt. 
| Far as the eye could reach, notree was ſeen, 

Earth, clad in ruſſet, ſcorn'd the lively green. 

The plague of locuſts they ſecure defy, 
For in three hours a graſhopper muſt die. 
No living thing, whate'er its food, feaſts there, 
But the Cameleon, who can feaſt on air. | 

No birds, except as birds of paſſage, flew, 

No bee was known to hum, no dove to coo. 

No ſtreams as amber ſmooth, as amber clear, 

Were ſeen to glide, or heard to warble here. | 

Rebellion's ſpring, which through the country ran, 


e draughts, the ſteady clan. 


No flow'rs embalmꝰd the air, but one white roſe, 
Which on the roth of June by inſtin blows, 
Ny inſtinct blows at morn, and, when the ſhades 


Or drizzlyeve.prevail, by inſtinct fades. 


One, and but one poor ſolitary cave, 
Too ſparing of her favours, Nature gave; 
That one alone (hard tax on S:ri/4 pride) 
Shelter at once for man and beaſt ſupplied. 
Their ſnares without entangling briers ſpread, 
And thiſtles, arm'd againſt the invader's head. 
Stood in cloſe ranks all entrance to oppoſe, 
Thiſtles now held more precious than the roſe. 
All creatures which, on Nature's earlieſt plan, 
Were form'd to loath, and to be loath'd by man, 


Which ow'd their birth to naſtineſs and ſpite, 


Deadly to touch, and hateful to the fight, 
Creatures, which when admitted in the ark, 
Their Saviour ſhunn'd, and rankled in the dark, 
Found place cvithin : marking her noiſome road 
With poiſon's trail, ere crawl'd the bloated toad; 
There webs were ſpread of more than common ſize, 
And half-ſtarv'd ſpiders prey'd on half-ſtarv'd flies; 
In queſt of fond, efts ſtrove in vain to crawl ; 

$112, pinch'd with hunger, ſmear'd the flimy wall 
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And ſummer ſhrunk beneath a wint'ry blaſt, 


| The cave around with liiſſing ſerpents rung; 
On the damp roof unhealthy v2pours hung; 
And Famixex, by her children always known, 
Al proud as per, here fix'd her native throne. 
Here, for the ſullen ſky was overcaſt, 


DD £6 <A wn wo & 


A native blaſt, which, arm'd with hail and rain, 
Beat unrelenting on the naked ſw in, 5 

The boys for ſhel*cr made; behind the ſheep 

Of which thoſe ſhepherds every day tale hep, 

Sickly crept on, and with complainings rude, 

On Nature ſeem' d to call, and bleat for fo. | | 


1% *. 
Sith to this cave, by tempeſt, we're conſm' d. 
And within ken our flocke, under the wind, 


| | Safe from the pelting of this perilous ſtorms 


Are laid emong yon thiſtle; dry and warm, 
Whot, Sawney, if by ſhepherd's art we try 
To mnck the rigour of this cruel ſky? 
What if we tune ſome merry rundelay ? 
Well doſt thou ſing, nor ill doth Jockey play. 


TH 3X 3 A 
Ah, Jockey, ill adviſes thou, I vie, 


ö To think of ſongs at ſuch a time as this. 
| Sooner ſhall herbage crown theſe barren rocks, 


Sooner ſhall flecces clowth theſe ragged flocks, 
Sooner ſhall want ſeize ſhepherds of the ſouth, 
'And we forget to live from hand to mouth, 


| Than Sawney, out of ſeaſon, ſhall impart. 
| The ſongs of gladneſs with an aching heart. 


Joern rx. 


| Still have I known thee for a filly ſwain; | 
| Of things paſt help, what boots it to complain 
Nothing but mirth can conquer fortune's 
No ſky is heavy, if the heart be light: 


ſpite; 


Patience is ſorrow”: ſalve; what can't be cur d. 
So Donald right arceds, muſt be endur'd. 


Be a WBs0YV. 

Full filly fwain, I wor, is Jockey now; 
How didit thou bear thy Maggy's falſhood ? how, 
When with a foreign loon ſhe ſtole away, 
Did'ſ thou forſwear thy pipe and ſhepherd's lay ? 
Where was thy boaſted wiſdom then, when! 
Applied thoſe proverbs, which you now apply? 
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O ſhe was b:nny ! All the Highlands round 

Was there a rival to my Maggy found ! 5 


I More precious (tho? tl .at precious is to all) 


Than the rare med' cine which we Brimſtene call. 


I Or that choice plant, fo grateful to the noſe, 
Which in I know not what far country grow:, 
| Was Maggy unto me; dear do I rue, 


A laſs ſo fair ſhould ever prove untrue. 


. S AVN RE . 
Whether with pipe or ſong to charm the ear, 
Thra' all the land did Jamie find a peerꝰ 
Curs'd be that year by ev'ry honeſt Scot, 
And in the ſhepherd's calendar forgot, 
That fatal year, when Jamie, hapleſs ſwain, 
In evil hour forſook the peaceful plain. 
Janie, when our young Laird diſcreetly fled, | 
Was 2 and hang'd till be was dead, dead, 
ea | | | 
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Full ſorely may we all lament that day; 
For all were loſers in the deadly fray. 
Five brothers had I, on the Scottiſh plains, 
Well doſt thou know were none more hopeful ſwain: 3 
Five brothers there I loſt, in manhond's pride, 
Two in the field, and three on gibbers dicd : 
Mb ! filly ſwains, to follow war's alarms ! 
4h ! what hath ſhepherd's life to du with arms 
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Mention it nat here ſaw I ſtrangers clad 
In all the honours of our raviſh'd plaid, 
Saw the Ferrara too, our nation's pride, 
Unwilling grace the aukward yiftor's fide. | 
There fell our choicett youth, and from that day 


Mate never Sauney tune the merry lay ; 


Bleſs'd thoſe which fell! cury'd thoſe which ſtill ſur- 


| vive, 
To mourn Fiftecn renew'd in Ferty-five. 
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Thus plain d the Boys, when "200 her throne of | 
turf, 

Wich boils emboſe' d, and overgrown with bunt, 
Vile humours, which, in lir:'s corrupted well, 
Mix'd at the birth, not abſtinence could quell, 

Pale FAMINE rear'd the head: her cager eyes, 
Where hunger een to mineſs ſecm'd to riſe, 
Speaking aloud her throes and pangs of heart, 
Strain'd to get looſe, and from their orbs to ſtart 3 
Her hollow checks were each a deep-ſunk cell, 

Where wretchedneſs and horror lov'd to d well; 
With double rows of uſcleſs teeth ſupplied, 

Her mouth, from ear to ear, extended wide, 
Which, when for want of food her entrails pin'd, 
She op'd, and curſing ſwallow'd nought but wind; 

All ſhrivell'd was her ſkin, and here and there, 
Making their way by force, her bones lay bare : 

Such filthy ſight to hide from human view, 

O'er her foul limbs a titter'd plaid ſhe threw. 
Ceaſe, cried the goddeſs, ceaſe, deſpairing ſwains, 
And from a parent hear what Jove ordains ! | 
Pent in this barren corner of the iſle, | 
Where partial fortune never deigned to ſmile; 

Like Nature's baſturde, reaping for our ſhare 
What was rejected by the lawful heir; 
Unknown amongſt the nations of the earth, 

Or only known to raiſe coatempt and m.rthz 
| Long free, becauſe the race of Roman braves 
Thought it not worth their while to make us flaves 3 
Then into bondage by that nation brought, 
Whoſe ruin we for ages vainly fought 3 3 | 
Whom ſtill with unſſack'd heat we view, and an, 
The pow'r of miſchief loſt, retain the will ; 
Conſider d as the refuſe of mankind, 
A maſs till the laſt moment left behind, | 
Which frugal Nature doubtcd, as it lay, 
Whether to ſtamp with life, or thruw away 3 | 

Which, form'd in haſte, wis planted in this nook, 

But never enter'd in Creation's book ; 

Branded as traitors, who for love of gold _ 
Would ſell their God, as once their King they fold ;_ 
Long have we borne this mighty weight of ill, 

Theſe vile injurious taunts, and bear them ſtill. 

But times of happier note are now at hand, 

And the full promiſe of a better land: 


| And the grape bleed a nectar yet unknown; 


| 4nd for our pleaſure ſufter daily pain; ; 
| 3 rade (hall tor us exert her utmoſt pow'rs, 


| 2eſcend, and fearleſs travel thro? the deep; 


I dave an unbounded looſe to manly rap: 
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There, like the Sens of Iſrael, having trod, 
For the ſix d term of years ordain'd by God, 
A barren deſert, we ſhall ſeize rich pluns, 
Where milk with honey flows, and plenty reigns. | 
Wich ſome few natives join'd, ſome pliant few, 
Who worſhip int' reſt, and our track purſue, 
There ſhall we, tho* the wretched people grieve, 
Ravage at large, nor aſk the owners leave. 

For us, the earth ſhall bring forth her increaſe ; 
For us, the flocks ſhall wear a golden fleece 3 
Fat beeves ſhall yield us dainties not our own, 


For our advantage ſhall their harveſt; grow, 

And Scotjmen reap what they d'{.lain'd to ſow , 
For us, the ſun ſhall climb theeaſtern hill ; 

For us, the rain ſhall fall, the dew diſtil; 
/ hen ta our withes Nature cannot riſe, 

art ſhall be taſk'd to grant us freſh ſupplies. 
His brawny arm ſhall drudging Labour ſtrain, 


Her's all the toil, and all the profit, or"; ; 
For us, the oalc ſhall from his native ſtecp 


The ſail of Comraerce fur our uſe unturl'd, 

Shall waft the treaſures of each diſtant world ; 

For us, ſublimer heights ſh1ll Science reach, 

For us, their Stateſmen plot, their 3 
preach; 

Their nobleſt limbs of counſel we'll disjoint, 

And, mocking, new ones of our own appoint 3 

Devouring War, impriſon d in the north, 

Shall, at our call, in horrid pomp break forth, 


I And, when, his chariot wheels with thunder hung, 


Fell Diſcord braying with her brazen tongue, 
Death in the van, with Anger, Hate, and Fear, 


And Deſolatian ſtalking in the rear. 
| Revenge, by Juſtice guided, i in his train, 


He drives impetuous o'cr the trembling plain, 

Shall, at our bidding, quit his lawful prey 

And to meek, gentle, gen'rous Peace give way. 
'Think not, my ſons, that this ſo bleſ. d eſtate 

Stands at a diſtance on the roll of fate; 

Already big with hopes of future ſway, 

E'en from this cave I ſcent my deſtind prey. 


| Think not, that this dominion o'er a race, 


Whoſe former deeds ſhall Time*: laſt annals graces 5 
In the rough face of peril muſt be ſought, 


| And with the lives of thouſand: dearly bought; 


 No-fool'd by cunning, by that happy art 
Which laugh's to ſcorn the blundering hero's heart. 
Into the ſnare ſhall our kind neighbours fall | 


With open eyes, and fondly give us all. 


When Rome, to prop her ſinking empire, bore 
Their choiceft levies ta a foreign ſhore, 
What if we ſeiz'd, like a deſtroying flood, 


Their widow'd plains, and fill'd the realm with e | 


And ſcorning mercy, ſpar'd nor ſex nor age ; 
When, for our int'reſt too mighty gi, 
Monarchs of warlike bent poſſeſs'd the throne, 
What if we ſtrove diviſions to foment, 

And ſpread the flames of civil diſcontent, 
Aſſiſted thoſe 'gainſt their king made head, 
And gave the traitors refuge when they fled ; 

When reſtleſ. Glory bad her ſors advance, | 
And pitch'd her ſtandard in the field. of Frmes 5 | 
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What if, diſdaining oaths, and empty found, 
By which our nation never hall be bound, 
Bravely we taught unniuzzled war to roam 
Thro* =; weak land, and brought cheap laure): 
ome ; 
When the bold traitors leagu'd for the defence 
Of Law, Religion, Liberty and Senſe, 
When they againft their lawful monarch roſe, 
And dar'd the Lord's Anointed to oppoſe, 
What if we ſtill rever'd the baniſh'd race, 
And ſtrove the Royal Vagrants to replace, 
With fierce rebellions ſhook th* unſettled Gate, 
And greatly dar'd, tho eroſs d by partial fate ; 
Theſe f:ts, which might, here ii dom held the ſway, 
Awake the very ones to bor our wax, 
There ſhol] be nocli ing, nor one trace remain 
In the dull region of an Englith brain. 
| Blefs'd with that faith, which mountains can remove, 
Firſt the y ſhall ups, next ſaints, laſt martyrs — 
| Already j is this gane of rue begun 
Under the ſanction of my darling on: 
That fon of nature royal as his name, 
ma deſtin'd to redeem our race from ſhame ; 
is boundleſs pow'r, beyond example great, 

Shall make the 9 rough way — the crooked ; 
ſtraight, 
Sghall for Gur eaſe the raging floods reſtrain, 
And fink the mountain level to the plain. 
Diſcord, whom in a cavern under ground 
Wich maſly fetters their late Patriot bound, 
Where her own fleſh the furious hag might tear, 
And vent her curſes to the vacant air, | 
Where, that the never might be heard of more, 
He planted Loyalty to guard the door, 
For better purpoſe ſhall our Chief releaſe, 
- Diſguiſe her for a time, and call her Peace. 
. Lur'd by that name, fine engine of deceit, 
Shall the — Engliſh help themſelves to cheat; 
To gain our love, with honours ſhall they — 
The old adherents of the Stuart race, 

Who pointed out, no matter by what — 
Tories or Jacobites are ſtill the ſame, | 

To ſoothe our rage, the temporiſing brood 

Shall break the tics of truth and gratitude, 
Againſt their Saviour venor: d falſehoods frame, 
And brand with calumny their William's name; 
Jo win our grace, (rare argument of wit) 

To our untainted faith ſhall they commit 
(Our faith which in extremeſt perils tried, | 
Diſdain'd, and ſtill diſdains, to change her fide) | 
That ſacred Majeſty they all approve, 
| Whos moſt n, and beſt deferves their Jove. 
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| MONGST the ſons of men how few are known 
Who dare be juſt to merit not their on 
Superior virtue and ſuperior ſenſe 
To kitaves and focls will always give offence ; 


__ | Contriv'd to bind, and rivet man to man; 


8 


| | Should'f thou prefer the calmer walk of life; 


” CO _—_ 


| | The furious ardour of my zeal 


| Delight to torture Truth ten thouſand 
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Nay, men of real worth can ſrarcely bear, 
So nice is Jealouſy, a rival there. 

Be wicked as thou wilt, do all that's baſe, 
| Sar thyſelf the monſter of thy race; 
Let Vice and Folly thy black foul divide, 

Be proud with meanneſs, and be mean with pride - 
Deaf to the voice of faith and honour, fall 

From fide to fide, yet be of none at all; 

Spurn all thoſe charities, thoſe ſacred ties, 

Ve hich Nature in her bounty, good as wiſe, 

To work our ſafety, and enſure her plan, 
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Lift againſt Virtue powr's oppreſſive rod, 
Betray thy country, and deny thy God; 
And, in one gen'ral comprehenſive line, 
Togroup, which volumes ſcarcely could define, 
'Whate'er of fin and dullneſs can be ſaid, 
Join to a ls heart a D——"s head; | 
Yet may'ſ thou paſs unnotic'd inthe throng, = | 
And free fromenvy, ſafely ſneak along. | 
The rigid ſaint, by whom no mercy's ſhewn 
| To ſaints whoſe lives are better than his own, IS 
Shall ſpare thy crimes 3 and Wit, who never once 
JF orgave a brother, thall forgive a dunce. 
— ſhould thy ſoul, form' d in ſome luckleſs hwy 
Vile int'reſt ſcorn, nor madly graſp at pow r; | 
Should love of fame, in ey'ry noble mind 
A brave diſeaſe, with love of virtue join d, 
Spur thee to deeds of pith, where courage, tried 
In Reaſon's court, is amply juſtified; 
Or fond of knowledge, and averſe to Arife, | 
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Should thou, by pale and ſickly Study led, 


I Purſuecoy Science to the fountain-head 3 


Virtue thy Guide, and Public Good thy nd, 
Should ev'ry thought to our improvement tend, 


i To curb the paſſions, to enlarge the mind, 
| Purge the fick weal, and humanize mankind : 
| Rage in hereye, and malice in her breaſt, 


| Redoubled horror grinning on her creſt, 
| Fiercer each ſnake, and ev'ry cart, | 
| * from her cell ſhall maddening Envy ſtart. 
n ſhalt thou find, but find alas! too late, 
How vain is worth! how ſhort is glory's date! 
1 thou find, whilſt friends with foes con- 
ire 


To give mare proof than virtue would defire, 


Thy danger chiefly lies in acting well ; 
No crime's ſo great as daring to excel. 


I Whilſt Satire thus diſd ũning mean controul, 


Ury'd the free dictates of a:1 | honeſt ſoul, 


| Candour, who, with the charity of Paul, 


Still thinks the beſt, when'er ſhe thinks at all, | 
With the ſweet milk of human —— bleſs'd, 
Can't * with more than ufual warmth, the 
ery'd,. 
Thy malice to indulge, and feed thy 8 
Can'ſt thou, ſevere by Nature as thou art, 
With all that wond'rous rancour in thy heart, 


To ſpin detraction forth from themes of praiſe, 

To make Vice fit for purpoſes of ftrife, 

And draw the hag much larger than the life, 

To make the good ſeem bad, the bad — | 


And repreſent our nature as our curſe ? 
Doth not humanity condemn that zeal 
| | Which tend: to aggravate and not to heal ? 
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Moth not diſcretion warn thee of diſgrace, 

And danger grinning ſtare thee in the face; 

Loud as the drum, which ſpreading terror round 
From emptineſs acquires the pow'r of ſound ? 

Noth not the voice of Norton ſtrilce thy ear, 

And the pale Mansfield chill thy foul with fear? 
Vo'ſt thou, fond man, believe thyſelf ſecure, 
Becauſe thou'rt honeſt, and becaufe thou'rt poor: ? 
Do'ſt thou on law and liberty depend? 

Turn, turn thy eyes, and view thy _— friend. 
Art thou beyond the ruffiangripe of pow 

When Wilkes, prejudg'd, is Gras © to the Tow'r? 
Do'f thou by privilege exemption claim, 
When privilege is little more than name? 

Or to prerogative (that glorious ground 

On which ſtate - oundrels oft have ſafety found) 
Do'tt thou pretend, and there a ſanction find, 
Unpunith'd, thus to libel human kind? 

W hen poverty, the poet's conſtant crime, 

h Compell” d thee, all unfit, to trade in rime, 

Had not romantic notions turn'd thy head, _ 
Had'ſt thou not valu'd konour more than bread, 
Had int'reſt, pliant int'reſt, been thy guide, 
And had not prudence been debauch'd by pride, 
In flattery's ſtream thou would'ſt have * thy 


| | 9 
Applied to getz and not to honeſt men, 
| Nor ſhould con viction have ſ:duc'd thy heart 
To take the weake: tho the better part. | 
What but ran fuily, for thy curie decreed, | 
Could into Satiie's barren path miſlead, | 
When, open o thy view, before thee lay 
Soul-ſoothi:,; Panegyric's flow'ry way? | 
There might the Muſe have ſaunter d at hes eaſe, 
And, pleaſing others, learn'd herſelf to pleaſe; 
Lords ſhould have liften'd to the ſugar'd treat, 
And ladies, ſimp' ring, on d it vaſtly ſweet; 
Rogues, in thy prudent verſe with virtue grace d, 
Fools, mark'd by thee as prodigies of taſte, 
| Muſt have forbid, pouring preferment down, 
Such Wit, ſuch Truth as thine to quit the gown. 
Thuy ſacred brethren too (for they no leſs 
Than laymen, bring their offerings to ſucceſs) 
Had hail'd thee good if great, and paid che vow 
Sincere as that they pay to God, whilſt thou 
In lasun hadſt vrhiſper d to a ſieeping croud, 
As dull as R-—, and half as proud. 


Peace, Candour —Wiſely had'ſt thou ſaid, and 


Could int'reſt in this breaſt one moment dwell, : 
Could ſhe, with proſpect of ſucceſs, oppoſe 
The firm reſolves which from conviction roſe. 
1 Qcannot truckle to a fool of ſtate, 
Nor take a favour from the man I hate. 
Free leave have others by ſuch means to ſhine ; 
I ſcorn their practice, they laugh at mine. 
But in this charge, forgetful of thyſelf, 
Thou haſt aſſum'd the maxims of that elf, 
| Whom God in wrath for man's diſhonour fram'd, 
| Cunning i in Heav'n, amongſt us Prudence nam'd, 
That ſervile Prudence which I leave to thoſe 
| Who dare not be my friends, can't be my foes. 
Had I with cruel and oppreſſive rimes 
Purſu'd, and turn'd misfortunes into crimes ; 
Had I, when Virtue gaſping lay and low, 
oin'd tyrant Vice, and added woe to woe ; 
ad I made Modeſty in bluſhes ſpeak, 
And drawn the tear down Beauty 's facred cheek ; 


I Whilit wretched Liberty 
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Had I (damn'd then) in thought debas'd my lays, 
To wound that ſex which honour bids me praiſe g 
Had 1, from vengeance by baſe views betriy'd, 

In endlefs night funk injur'd Ayliff's ſhade ; 

Had I (which Satiriſts of mighty name, | 
Renown'd in time, rever'd tor mera fame, 

Have done before, whom Juſtice ſhall purſue 

In future verie) brought forth to public view 


A noble friend, and made his foibles known, 
Becauſe his worth was greater than my on 


Had I ſpar'd thoſe (fo Prudence had decrerd) 


Whom, God fo help me at my greatef need, 
I ne'er will ſpare, thoſe vipers to their King, 


| Who ſmooth their looks, and flatter — 


ſting. 
Or had 1 not taught patriot zeal to boaſt 
Of thoſe, who flatter leaſt, but love him moſt ; 


Hul thus finn'd, my ftubborn ſoul ſhould bend 


At Candour's voice, and take, as from a friend, 
The deep rebuke; myſelf ſhould be the firſt 
To hate myſelf, and f:mp my Muſe accurs'd. 
Put ſhall my arm—forbid it manly pride, 
Forbid it Reaſon, warring on my fide— 
For vengeance lifted high, the ftroke forbear, 
And hang ſuſpended in the deſurt air, | 
Or to my trembling ſide unnerv'd fink down, 


| Palfied, forfooth, by Candour's half-made frown ? 


When Juſtice bids me on, ſhall I dezay | 


| Becauſe infipid Candour bars my way? 


When ihe, of all alike the puling friend, 


| Would diſappoint my Satire's nobleſt end, 


When ſhe to villains would a ſanction give, 


| And ſhelter thoſe who are not fit to live, 

| When ſhe would ſcreen the guilty from a bluſh, 
| And bids me ſpare whom Reaſon bids me cruſh, 
All leagues with Candour proudly I refign; 

| She cannot be for honour's turn, nor mine. 


Yet come, cold monitor, half foe, half fiend, 


1 Whom Vice can't fear, whom Virtue can't com- 


mend, 
Come Candour, by thy dull indiff rence known, 


 ITheu equal-blooded judge, thou lukewarm drone, 
| Who, faſhion'd without feelings, doſt expect, 


We call that Virtue which we know Defect ; 
Come, and obſerve the nature of our crimes, 


The groſs and rank complexion of the times, 


Obſerve it well, and then review my plan, 

Praiſe if you will, or cenſure if you can. 
Whilſt Vice preſumptuous lords ic as in pots | 

And Piety is only known at court; 

expiring lies 

Beneath the fatal burthen of Exciſe ; | 

Whilſt nobles act without one touch of _ | 

What men of humble rank would bluſh to name; 


| Whilſt Honour's plac'd in higheſt point of view, 


Worſhipp'd by thoſe, who juſtice never knew; 
Whilſt bubbles of diſtinction waſte in play 
The hours of reſt, and blunder thro” the day, 
With dice and cards opprobrious vigile keep, 
Then turn to ruin empires in their ſleepz 
Whilſt fathers, by relentleſs paſſion led, 
Doom worthy injur'd ſons to beg their bread, 
Merely with ill-got, ill-ſav'd wealth to grace 
An alien, abject, poor, proud, upſtart race; 
Whilſt Martin flatters only to betray, 

And Webb gives up his dirty ſoul for pay; 
Whilſt titles ſerve to huſh a villain's fears; 


Wilk peers are agents made, and agents peers z 


22 
Whilſt baſe betrayers are themſelves betray'd, 
And makers ruin'd by the thing they made; | 
Whilſt C——, falſe to God and man, for gold, 
Like the old traitor who a Saviour ſold, 
To ſhame his maſter, friend, and father gives ; 
Whilf Bute remains in pow'r, whilſt Holland lives; 
Can Satire want a iubject, where Diſdain, 
By Virtue fir d, may point her ſtrain; 
Where cloath'd with thunder, Truth may roll along, 
And Candour juſtify the rage of ſong ? 
Such things! ſuch men before thee ! ſuch an age 
Where Rancour, great as thine, may glut her rage, 
And ficken e en to ſurfeit, where the pride 
Of Satire, pouring down in fulleſt tide, 
May ſpread wide vengeance round, yet all the while 
uſtice behvid the ruin with a ſmile ; 
hilt I, thy foe miſdeem'd cannot condemn, 
Nor diſapprove that rage I with to ſtem, | 
Wilt thou, degen rate and corrupted, chuſe 
To ſoil the credit of thy haughty Muſe ? 
With fallacy, moſt infamous, to ſtain 
Her truth, and render all her anger vain ? 
When I beheld thee incorrect, but bold, 
A various comment on the unfold z; _ 
When play*rs on pliy'rs before thy ſatire fell, 
And poor Keviews conſpir'd thy wrath to ſwell; 
When ſtates and ſtaceſmen next became thy care, 
And only kings were ſafe if thou waſt there; 
Thy ev'ry word I we'gh'd in Judgment's ſcale, 
Ard in thy ev'ry word found truth _ 
Why doſt thou now to falſhood meanly fly? 
Not even Candour can forgive a lye. | 
Bad as men are, why ſhould thy frantic rimes 
Traffic in ſlander, and invent new crimes ? 
Crimes, which exiſting only in thy mind, 
| Weak ipleen brings forth to blacken all — 
Buy pleaſing hopes we lure the human heart | 
Io practiſe virtue, and improve in art; 
To thwart theſe ends, (which proud of honeſt 1 
A noble Muſe would cheriſh and enflanie) 
Thy drudge contrives, and in our full carrer 
Sicc lies our hopes with the pale hue of tear ; 1 
Tells us that all our labours are in vain ; 
That what we ſeek, we never can obtain; 
That dead to Virtue, loſt to Nature? > plan, 
Envy poſſeſſes the whole race of man; 
That worth is criminal, and danger lies, 
Danger extreme, in being good and wiſe. i 
"Tis a rank falſhood; ſearch the world around, 
| There cannot be ſo vile a monſter found, 
Not one fo vile, on whom ſuſpicions fall 
Of that groſs guilt, which you impute to all. 
Approv'd by thoſe who diſobey her laws, 
Virtue from Vice itſelf extorts applauſe. 
Her very foes bear witneſs to her ſtate; 
They will nat love her, but they cannot hate. 
late Virtue for herſelf, with ſpite purſue 
Merit for merit's ſake! Might this be true, 
I would renounce my Nature with diſdain, 
And with the beaſts that periſh graze the plain : 
Might this be true, had we fo far fill'd up 
The meaſure of our crimes, and from the cup 
Of guilt fo deeply drank, as not to find, 
Tuhirſting for fin, one drop, one dreg behind, 
Quick ruin mnit involve this flaming ball, 
And re in juſtice cruſh us all. 
None but the damn'd, and amongſt them the worſt, 
Thoſe * for double guilt are doubly cur. d, 


| Andjuſtice taking place 
| Thou with an equal eye did'ſt Genius view, 
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Zan be ſo loſt ; nor can the worſt of all 
d once into ſuch deep damnation fall; 
By painful ſlow degrees they reach this crime, 
Which c'en in hell muſt he 2 work of time. 
Ceaſe then thy guilty rage, thou wayward fon, 
With the foul gall of diſcontent o'er-run, 
Lift to my voice—be honeſt, if you can, 
Nor ſlander Nature in her fav'rite Man. 
But if thy ſpirit, reſolute in ill, 
One having err'd, perſiſts in error ill, 
Go on at large, no longer worth my care, 
And freely vent thoſe blaſphemies in air, 
Which 1 would ſtamp as falſe, tho* on the niger 
Cr angels the injurious flander hung. 
Dup'd by thy vanity (that cunning elf 
Who ſnares the coxcomb to deceive himſelf) 
Or blinded by that rage, did'ft thou believe 
| That we, too, coolly, would ourſelves deceive ? 
| That we as ſterling falihood would admit, 
Becauſe 'twas ſenſon d with ſome little wit? 
When fiction riſes pleaſing to the eye, | 
Men will believe, becauſe they love the lie; 
3ut Truth herſelf, if clouded with a frown, 
Muſt have ſome ſolemn proof to paſs her down. 
Hait thou, maintaining that which muſt diſgrace 
And bring into contempt the human race, 
aſt thou, or can't thou, in Truth's ſacred cont | 
To fave thy credit, and thy cauſe ſupport, : 
Produce one proot, make out one real | 
On which fo great, ſo groſs a charge to found 
Nay, do'ft thou know one man (let that appear 
From wilful falſhood I'll proclaim thee clear) 
One man ſo loſt, to Nature ſo untrue, 
From whom this gen ral charge, — FERT » 


On this foundation fl ſhalt thou Rand or fall 


Prove that in One, which you have charg'd on All. 


| Reaſon determines, and it muſt be done; 


Mongſt men, or paſt, or preſent, name me One. 
Hogarth—1 take thee, — at thy word, 

| Accept thy proffer'd terms, and will be heard; 

| Thee have I heard with virulence declaim, 

Nothing retain'd of Candour but the name ; 


| By thee have I been charg'd in angry ſtrains 


With that mean falſhood hich my ſoul diſdains 

Hogarth ſtand forth—Nay hang not thus alouf— 

Now, Candour, now thou ſhalt receive ſuch proof, 
Such damning proof, that henceforth thou ſhalt fear 


To tax my wrath, andown my conduct clear 
| Hogarth ſtand forth—T dare thee to be tried CD 
In that great court, where Conſcience mutt prefide ; 


At that moſt ſolemn bar hold up thy hand; 
Think before whom, on what account you ttand— 


Speak, but conſider well from firſt to luſt 

_ | Review thy life, weigh ev'ry action paſt— 

| Nay, you ſhall have no reaſon to complain— 
I Take longer time, and view them o'er 

| Can'ſt thou remember from thy earlieſt youth, 


2 as thy God muſt judge thee, ſpeak the truth, 
A ſingle inſtance where, ſelf laid aide, _ 
fear and pride, 


And give to merit what was merit's due ? 
Genius and merit area ſure offence, 
And thy ſoul fickens at the name of ſenſe, 
Is any one fo fooliſh to ſucceed, | 
On Envy's altar he is doom'd to bleed? 
Hogarth, a guilty pleaſurein his eyes, 


The place of executioner ſupplies. 
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Sce how he glotes, enjoys the ſacred feaſt, 
And proves himſelf by cruelty a prieſt. 

| Whilſt the weak artiſt to thy whims a ſlave, 
Would bury all thoſe pow'rs which Nature gave. 
Would ſuffer blank concealment to obſcure 
Thoſe rays, thy jealouſy could not endure ; 

Ta feed thy vanity would ruſt unknown, 

And to ſecure thy credit blaſt his en, 

In Hogarth he was ſure to find a friend; 

He could not fear, and therefore might commend. 
But when his ſpirit, rous'd by honeſt ſhame, 

Shook off that lethargy, and ſoar'd to fame, 
When, with the pride of man, reſolv'd and ftrong, 
He ſcorn'd thoſe fears which did his honour wrong, 
And, on himſelf determin'd to rely, 

Brought forth his labours to the public eye, 
No friend in thee, could ſuch a rebel know; 
He had deſert, and Hogarth was his foe. 

Souls of a tim' rous caſt, of petty name 
In Envy's court, not yet quite dead toſhame, 
May ſome remorſe, ſome qualms of conſcience 
And ſuffer honour to abate their zeal 4 
But the man truly and compleatly great, 
Allows no rule of action but his hate; 

Thro' ev'ry bar he bravely breaks his way, 
Paſſion his principle, and parts his prey. 
Mediums in vice and virtue ſpeak a mind 
Within the pale of temperance confin'd ; 
The daring fpirit ſcorns her narrow ſchemes, 

And, good, or bad, is always in extremes. 
Man's practice duly weigh'd, thro” ev'ry age 
On the ſame plan hath Envy form'd her rage: | 

*Gainſt thoſe whom fortune hath our rivals made 
In way of Science, and in way of Trade, 

tung with mean jealouſy ſhe arms her ſpite, 
Firſt works, then views their ruin with delight. 

Our Hogarth here a grand improver ſhines, | 
And nobly on the gen'ral plan refines; 

He like himſelf o'erleaps the ſervile bound; 
Worth is his marlæ, wherever worth is found. 
Should painters only his vaſt wrath ſuffice ? 
Genius inev'ry walk is lawful prize. 

_ *Tis a groſs inſult to his o'ergrown ftate ; 

His love to merit is to feel his hate. DET 

| friend, „ 
Aroſe, his king, his country to defend, 
When tools of pow'r he bar d to public view, 
And from their holes the ſneaking cowards drew, 

When Rancour foundit far beyond her reach 
 Tofoil his honour, and his truth impeach, 
What could induce thee, at a time and place, 
Where manly foes had bluſh'd to ſhew their face, 
To make that effort, which muſt damn thy name, 
And fink thee deep, deep in thy grave with ſhame ? 

Did virtue move thee ? No, twas pride, rank pride, 

And if thou hadſt not done it, thou hadſt dy d. 
Malice (who, diſippointed of her end, N 
Whether to work the bane of foe or fr. end, 

Preſs on herſelf, and driven to the ſtake, 
Gives Virtue that revenge ſhe ſcorns to take) 
Had kill'd thee, tott'ring on life's utmoſt verge, 
Had Wilkes and Liberty eſcap'd thy ſcourge. 

When that great Charter, which our fathe 
With their beſt blood, was into queſtion brought; 
When, big with ruin, o'er each Engliſh head 

Vile flav'ry hung ſuſpended by a thread ; 


feel, 


The ftream of life ſcarce trembling thro? the 


And calmly hears her praiſes after death. 


When Liberty, all trembling and aghaſt, 
Few'd for the future, knowing whit was paſt; 
When ev'ry breaſt was chill'd with deep deſpair, 
Till reaſon pointed out that Pratt was there 
Lurking, moſt ruffian-like, behind 1 ſcreen, 
So plac'd all things to fee, himſel · unſeen, 
Virtue, with due contempt, ſaw Hogrth ſtand, 
The murd'rous pencil in his palſied hand. 

What was the cauſe of Liberty to him, 

Or what was Honour? Let them fink or ſwim, 
So he may gratify without controul, 


he mean reſentments of his ſelfiſh ſoul. 


| Let Freedom periſh, if, to Freedom true, 
In the ſame ruia Wilkes may periſh too. 
With all the ſymptoms of affur'd decay, 
Witch age and fickneſs pinch'd, and worn away, 


| Pale quiv'ring lips, lank cheeks, and fault'ring 


tongue, 


The ſpirits out of tune, the nerves unſtrung, 


Thy body ſhrivell'd up, thy dim eyes ſunk : 
Within their ſockets deep, thy weak hams ſhrunle 
Thy body's weight unable to ſuſtain, = . 
More than half-kill'd by honeſt truths, which fell, 
Thro' thy own fault, from men who wiſh'd thee ' 
well, | 


Can' thou, e' en thus, thy thoughts to vengeance 


5... ues 
And, dead to all things elſe, to malice live? 
Hence, dotard, to thy cloſet, ſhut thee in. 
By deep repentance waſh away thy fin, | 
From haunts of men to ſhame and ſorrow fly, 


And, onthe verge of death, learn how to die. 


Vain exhortation ! Waſh the Ethiop white, 


| 5 | Diſcharge the leopard*s ſpots, turn day to night, 
_ } Controul the courſe of Nature, bid the deep 
I Huſh at thy pigmy voice her waves to ſleep, 


Perform things paſſing ſtrange, yet own thy art 


: | Too weak to work a change in ſuch a heart. 
| That Envy which was woven in the frame 
At firſt, will to the laſt remain the ſame. 


Reaſon may drop, may die, but Envy's rage 
Improves by time, and gathers ſtrength from age. 
Some. and not few, vain triflers with the pen, 
Unread, unpraftis'd in the ways of men, | 
Tell us that Envy, who with giant ſtride | 
Stalks thro” the vale of life by Virtuc's fide, 
Retreats when ſhe hath drawn her lateſt breath, 
To ſuch obſervers Hogarth gives the lie 
Worth may be hears'd, but Envy cannot die; 


5 Within the manſion of his gloomy breaſt, 


A manſion ſuited well to ſuch a gueſt, | 

:mmortal, unimpair'd ſhe rears her head. 

An] damns alike the living and the dead. 
Oft have I known thee Hogarth, weak and 


vain, 


| Thyfelf the idol of thy aukward ftrain, | 
| Thro' the dull meaſure of a ſummer's day, 


In phraſe moſt vile, prate long long hours away, 
Whilſt friends with friends all gaping fit, and gaze 


To hear a Hogarth babble Hogarth's praiſe. = 


But if athwart thee interruption came, | 
And mentioned with reſpe& ſome ancient's name, 
Zome ancient's name, who in the days of yore 
he crown of Art wich grenteft honour wore, 
How have ] ſeen thy coward cheek turn pale, 


And blank confuſion ſcize thy mangled tale ! 


8 


How hath thy jealouſy to madneſs grown, 

And deem'd his prviſe injurious to thy own ! 

Then without mercy did thy wrath make way, 

And Arts and Artiſts all becume thy prey; 

Then did'ſ thou trample on eftabliſh'd rules, 

And proudly levell'd all the ancient ſchools, 

Condemn'd thoſe works, with praiſe through ages 
grac'd, 

Which you had never ſeen, or could not taſte. 

4% But would mankind have trur perfection ſhewn, 

ce It mutt be found in labours of my own. 

&« [dire to challenge in one ſingle piece, 

«& 'Th' united force of Italy and Creece.“ 

Thy eager hand the curtain then undrey, 

And brought the boaſted maſter-piece to view. 

Spare thy remarks —1':y not a ſingle word 

The picture ſeen, why is the painter heard? 

Cl not up ſhame and anger in our cheeks 3 

Without a comment Sigiſmunda ſpeaks. 

Poor Sigiſmunda; what a fate is thine ! 
Dryden, the great High- Prieſt of all the Nine, 
Reviv'd e name, gave what a Muſe could give, 
And in his numbers hade thy mem'ry live; 

Gave thee tlioſe ſoft ſenſations, which might move 

And warm the coldeſt anchorite to love 

Gave thee that virtue which could curb deſire, 

Refine and conſecrate love's headttrong fire; 

Gave thee thoſe griefs which made the ſtoic feel, 

And call'd compaſſion forth from hearts of ſteel ; 
Gave thee that firmneſs which our ſex may ſhame, 

And make Man bow to Woman's juſter claim, 

So that our tears, which from compaſſion flow, 

Seem to debaſe thy dignity of wowee. 

But O, how much unlike ! how fallen! how chang'd ! 
How much from Nature and herſelf eſtrang'd! 

How totally depriv'd of all the pow'rs 

To ſhew her feelings, and awak :novrs, 

Doth Sigiſmunda now devoted ſtand, | 

The helpleſs victim of a Dauber's hand ! 
But why, my Hogarth, ſuch a progreſs made, 

So rare a pattern for the fign-poſt trade, TY 
In the full force and whirlwind of thy pride, 

Why was Hercic painting laid aſide? £® 
Why is it not reſum'd ? Thy friends at court, 
_ Men all in place and pow'r, crave thy ſupport; 
Be grateful then for once, and thro” the field 
Of politics, thy Epic pencil wield, 1 
Maintain the cauſe, which they, good lack ! avow, 
And would maintain too, but they know not how. 
Thro' ev'ry Pann! let thy virtue tell | 
How Bute prevail'l, How Pitt and Temple fell! 
How England's ſons (whom they conſpir'd to bleſs 
_ Againſt our will, with inſolent ſucceſs) | 
Approve their fall, and with addreſſes run, 
| How got, God knows, to hail the Scottiſh ſun ! 

Point out our fame in war, when vengeance, hurl'd 

From the ſtrong arm of Juſtice, ſhook the world; 
 'Thine, and thy country's honuur to encreafe, 
Point out the honours of ſucceeding peace; 

Our moderation, chriſtian-like, diſplay, 

Shew what we got, an! what we gave away. 

In colours, dull and heavy as the tale, | 

Let a State-chaos thro* the whole prevail. 

But, of events regardleſs, whilft the Muſe, 
Perhaps with too much heat, her theme purſues ; 
Whilſt her quick ſpirits rouſe at Freedom's call, 
Aud ev'ry drop of blood is turn'd to gall ; 


1 * How could'ſt thou then to ſhame perverſely run. ; 5 


And tread that path which Nature bide thee ſhun 5 | 
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Whilſt a dear country, and an injur'd friend, 
| Urge my ftrong anger to the bĩtter'ſt end; 
Whilſt honeſt trophies to revenge ore rais'd, 
Let not one real virtue paſs unpra's'd : 

Juſtice with equal courſe bids Satire flow, 
And loves the virtue of her greateſt foe. 

O! that I here could that rare Virtue mean, 
Which ſcorns the rule of Envy, Pride, and Spleem 
Which ſprings not from the 14hcur'd works of Art, 
| But hath its riſe from Nature in the heart, 
| Which in itſelf with happincſs is crown'd, 

And ſpreads with joy the blefling all around 
But Truth forbids, and in theſe ſimple lays, 
Contented with a diff rent kind of praiſe, 
Muſt Hogarth ſtand: that praiſe which Genive 
| gives, 
In which to liteſt time the 4-72 lives, 
But not the Man; which, rightly underſtood, 
May make us great, but cannot mike us good; 
That praiſe be Hogarth's; freely let him wear 
The wreath which Genius wove, and planted there: 


Foe as I am, ſhould Envy tear it down, 
| Myſelf would labour to replace the crown. | 


In walks of humcur, in th. cat of ſtyle. 


| Which, probing to the quick, vet makes us ſmile 3 
In Comedy, his nat'ral road to fame, 
Nor let me call it by a meaner name, 

| Where a beginning, middle, and an end 


Are aptly join'd 3 where purts on parts depend, 
Each made for each, as bodies for tei foul, 
So as to form one true and perfect whole. 
Where a plain tory to the eye is told, 

Which we conceive the moment we behold, 
Hogwth unrivall'd ſtands, and ſhall engage 
Unrivall'd praiſe to the moſt diſtant age. 


| 


Why did Ambition overleap her rules, 


And thy vaſt parts become the ſport of fool: 7 


By diff rent methods diff rent men excel, 
But where is he who can do all things well ? 
Humour thy province, for ſome monſtrms crime 
Pride ſtruck thee with the phrenzy of Sublime. 
But, when the work was finiſh'd, could thy mind 
So partial be, and to herſelf ſo blind, bes 


I Wat wich contempt all view'd, to view with awe: | 
| Nor fee thoſe faults which ev'ry block head faw ? 


Bluſh, thou vain man, and if deſire of fime. 
Founded on real Art, thy thoughts inflame, 


To quick deſtruction Sigiſmunda give, 
| And tet her mem'ry die, that thine may live. 


But ſhould fond Candour, for her mercy ſake, 


| With pity view, and pardon this miſtke ; 


Or ſhould oblivion, to thy with moſt kind, 
Wipe off that ſtain, nor leave one trace bebind; 
Of Arts dejpis'd, of Artiſts by thy frown 

Aud from juſt lat, of riſing worth Left donors 
Of all thy meanneſs thro? this mortal race, 
Can't thou the living memory eraſe ? 


Or ſhall not vengeance follow to the grave, 
| And give back juſt that meſure which you gave 


With ſo much merit, and ſo much ſucceſs, 


| With ſo much power to curſe, ſo much to bleſs, 


Would he have been man's friend inftead of foe, 


_ L Hogarth had been a little God below. 


Why then, like ſavage giants, fam'd of old, 
Of whom in ſcripture ſtory we are told, 


= —— in _ "my bu ike Hogarth now. 
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Doft thou in cruelty that ſtrength employ, 
Which N.ture meant to fave, not to dettroy ? 
Why. doſt thou, all in horrid pomp array 3 
Sit grinning o'er the ruins thou haſt made ? 
\Moft rank 111-nature muſt applaud thy art; 
But even Candour muſt condemn thy heart. 
For me, who warm and zealous for my friend, 
In ſpite of railing thouſands, will commend, 
And, no leſs warm and zealous 'gainft my toes, 
Spite of commending thuuſande, will oppoſe, 
I dare thy worſt, with ſcorn behold thy rage, 
But with aneye of pity view thy age 3 
Thy feeble age, in which, as in a glaſs, 
We ſee how men to diſſolution paſs. 
Thou vre1ched Being, whom, on Reaſon's bn, 
So chang'd, fo loſt, I cannot call a man, 
What could perſuade thee, at this time of life, 
To launch afreſh into the ſea of ſtrife ? 
Better for thee, ſcarce crawling on the earth, 
Almoſt as much a child as at thy birth, 
To have reſign'd in peace thy parting breath, 
And ſunk. unnotic'd in the arms of Death. 
Why would thy grey, grey hairs reſentment brave, 
Thus to go down with ſorrow to the grave? 
Now, by my foul, it makes me bluſh to know 
My ſpirits could deſcend to ſuch a foe. 
Whatever c:uſe the vengeance might provoke, 
It ſeems rank cowardice to give the ſtroke 
Sure 'tis a curſe which angry Fates impofe, 
To mortify man's arrogance, that thoſe 
Who're faſhion'd of ſome better ſort of clay, 
Much ſooner than the common herd decay. 
What bitter pangs muſt humble Genius teel, 
In their laſt hours, to view a Swift and Steele? 
How muſt ill-boding horrors fill her breaſt, 
When ſhe beholds men, mark'd above the reit 
For qualities moſt dear, plung'd from that height, - 
And ſunk, deep ſunk, in ſecond childhnod's night ? 
Are men, indeed, ſuch things, and are the beſt 
More ſubject to this evil, than the reſt, | 
To drivel out whole vears of ideot breath, 
And fit the monuments of living death? 
O, galling circumſtance to human pride ! 
Abaſing thought, but not to be denied ' 
With curious art the brain too finely wrought, 
| Preys on herſelf, and is deſtroy'd by thought. 
© Conſtant attention wears the active mind, 
Blots out her pow'rs and leaves a blank behind. | 
But let not youth, to inſolence allied, 5 
In heat of blood, in full career of pride, 
Pioſſeſs d of Genius, with unhallow'd rage, 
Mock the infirmities of rev rend age. | 
The greateſt Genius to this fate may bow; 
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And from the planets, wand"ring ſpheres 

T* extort the number of our vears, 

And whether ail thoſe y ears ſhall flow 

Serenely ſmooth, and free from woe, 

Or rude misfortune ſhall deform 

Our lite, with one continual form ; 

Or it the ſcene ihall motley be, 

Alternate joy and milery 

Is a defire, which, more or leſa, 

All men muſt feel, thu? few confel;. 

Hence, ev'ry place and ev'ry age 

Aſtords ſubtiſtence to the ſage, 

Who, free from this world and its cares, 

Holds an acquaintance with the ſt2rs, 

From whom he gains intelligence 

Of things to corne ſome ages hence, 

Which unto friends, at eaſy rates, 

He readily communicates. — 
At its firſt riſe, which all agree on, 

This noble ſcience was Chaldean, 

That ancient people, as they fed 

Their flocks upon the mountains head, 


{| Gaz'd on the ſtars, vbſerv'd their motions, 


And ſuck'd in aſtrologie notions, 
Which they fo eagerly purſue, _ 
As folks are apt waate'er is new, 


| That things below at random rove, 
| Whilſt they're conſulting things above ; 


And when they now ſo poor were grown, 
That they'd no houſes of their own, 

They made bold with their friends the , 
And prudently made uſe of theirs. | 
To Egypt from Chaldee it travell'd, 

And Fate at Memphis was unravell'd: 


I Th' exotic Science ſoon ſtruck root, 


And flouriſh'd into high repute. 


Each learned prieſt, O ſtrange to tell! 


Could circles malte, and caſt a ſpell ; 


Could read and write, and * — 


The holy art of Divi 

Nobles themſel ves, for A * time 
Knouledge in Nobles was no crime, 
Could talk as learned as the prieſt, 


And prophecy as much at leaſt. 


Hence all the fortune - telling crew, 
Whoſe crafty {kill mars Nature's hue, 
Who, in vile tatters, with ſmirch'd face, 


| Run up and down from place to place, 
| To gratify their friend's deſires, : 
From Bampfield Carew to Moll Squires, 


Are rightly term'd Egyptians all; 


IWhom we, miſtaking, Gypſies call. 


The Grecian Sages borrow'd this, 5 


| TE | As they did other ſciences, 

I From tertile Egypt, tho' the loa 
They had not honeſty to own, 

2 2 5 oaks, inſpir'd by ſove, 


| And to all comers gave their anſwers: 
At Delphos, to Apollo der, 
All men the voice of Fate might hear ; 


A learned and prophetic grove, 
Turn'd vegetable Necromancers, 


Each ſubtle prieſt on three-legg'd ſtool, 
To take in wiſe men, play'd the fool. 
A myſtery, ſo made for gain, 


7 E'en now in faſhion muſt remain. 


Enthufiaſts never will let drop 


What _ ſach m_ to their hay, 


- 
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And that great int we Whitfield call 
Keeps up the Humbug Spiritual. 
Wi — — 4 

ithout a was 5 
Fortunes of empires often hung 
On the magician magpie's tongue. 
ry pc; cake 
A ſure interpreter of Fate. 

Prophets, embodied in a College, 

(Time out of mind your ſeat of knowledge, 
For Genius never fruit can bear 
Unlefs it firſt is planted there, 

And ſolid ing never falls 
Without the verge of College walls) 
Infallible accounts would keep 

When it was beſt to watch or ſleep, 

To eat or drink, to go or ſtay, 

And when to fight or run away ; 

When matters were for action ripe, 
1 

They in an Afs's ſcull could ſpy; | 

When nan le ys e, 

eyes, ag ber wag who png 
In matters, whether ſmall or great, 
In private families or ſtate, 
As amongſt us, the holy Seer 
Officiouſly would 1 
Wich pious arts and rev'rend ſkill 

Would helpor injure foes or friends, 
n 2 
| in honeſt way of trade, 

Traps for virginity were laid, 
Orif, to make their party great, 
Deſigns were form' d againſt the State: 
Regardlefs of the common weal, 

By int'reſt led, which they call zeal, 
1 thrown 
The will of Heav'n to — | 
England, a happy land we know, 
| Where follies naturally grow; 
Where without culture they ariſe, 

| And tow'rabove the common ſize z 
England a fortune · telling hoſt, 
As num'rous as the ſtars, could boaft ; | 
, Matrons, who toſs the cup, and ſec | 


| The grounds of Fate in groundsof Tea 3 | 


Who vers'd in ev'ry modeſt lore, 
2 Can a loſt maidenhead reſtore, 

Or, if their pupils rather chuſe i it, | 
Can ſhew the readieſt way to loſe it; 


8 Gypſies, who ev'ry ill can cure, 


Except the ill of being poor; 


Who charms — —— 


Who can in hen-rooſt ſet a ſpell, | 
Prepar'd by arts, to them beſt known, 

Too catch all feet except their own; 
Who as to fortune can unlock it, 

| As eaſily as pick a pocket; | 
 Scotchmen who, in their country's right, 


Poſſeſt the gift of ſecond-fipht, | 
Who (as — — 
Bure argument of prudent wit, 
Which — equa of 
By tes prophetic heap wp , 
prophetic 
N e of bo 


N To thoſe c 


| | 


Who blind could every thing foreſee, 


According to what 


the reſt, in former years, 
Campbell, illuſtrious name, appears 


Who dumb could ev "ry thing faretell, 
Who, Fate with enuity to {oy 
Always dealt out the will of Heaven 
ice was given. 

Of Scottiſh race, in Highlands born, 
Poſſeſs d with native pride and ſcorn, 
He hither came, by cuſtom led, 
To curſe the hands which gave him bread. 
Wich want of truth, and want of ſenſa, 
Amply made up by impudence, 
(A fuccedaneum, which we find 
In common uſe with all mankind) 
Careſe'd and favour'd too by thoſe, 
Whoſe heart with patriot feelings glows ; 
Who fooliſhly, where'er diſpers'd, 


Still place their native country firſt; 


For Engliſhmen alone have ſenſe, 


| To give a ftranger preference, 


Whilſt modeſt merit of their own 

Is left in poverty to groan) 

Campbell foretold juſt what he wou'd 
And left the ſtars to make it good; 
On whom he had impreſs'd ſuch awe, 
His dictates current paſs d for law; 


Submiſſive all his empire own'd ; 


No ſtar durſt ſmile, when Campbell frown & 
This Sage deceas'd, for all muſt die, 


| And Campbell's no more fafe than I, 


No more than I can the heart, 
When Death ſhall hurl the fatal dart, 


| | Succeeded, ripe in art and years, 


| Another fav'rite of the ſpheres ; 


18 | Another and 3 — 


Of equal ſkill, and equal fame; 
As white each wand, as black each gown, 


2 As long each beard, as wiſe each frown ; 


In ev'ry thing fo like, you'd ſwear, 
Campbell himſelf was fitting there. 
To all the happy Art was known, 


| Totell our fortunes, make their own. 


' Seated in garret, for you know, 7 
The nearer to the ſtars we go, 
The greater we eſteem his art, 


Fools curious flock'd from ev'ry part. 


The rich, the poor, the maid, 3 


I And thoſe who could not walk, were carried. 


The Butler, hanging down his head, 
By chamber-maid or cook-maid led, 
Enquires, if from his friend the Moon, 
He has advice of pilfer'd ſpoon. _ 

The Court-bred Woman of Condition | 


Io to approve her diſpoſition 


As much ſuperior as her birth | 
ompos'd of common earth, 
With double ſpirit muſt engage 


2 In ev'ry folly of the age) 


The honourable arts would buy, 
To pack the cards, and cog a die. 

The Hero (who for brawn and fas 
May claim right honourable place 


| | Among the chiefs of Butcker-Rowy 


Who might ſome thirty years ago, 


If we may be allow'd to gueſs 


4 
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Put med' cines off from cart or ſtage, 
The grand Toſcano of the age, 
Or might about the countries go, 
High-Steward of a puppet-ſhew, 
Steward and Stezward/hip molt meet, 

For ail ino puppets never cat; 

Who would be thought, (tho', fave the mark, 
That point is ſomething in the dark) 

The Man of Honour, one like thoſe 
Renown'd in ſtory, who lov'd blows 
Better than victuals, and would fight, 
Merely for ſport, from mor”. to night 
Who treads like Mavors firm, whoſe tongue 
Is with the triple thunder hung ; 
Who cries to Fear—Stand off—aloof— 

And talks as he were cannon-proof ; 

Would be deem'd ready, when you liſt, 
With ſword and piſtol, ſtick and fiſt, 
Careleſs of points, balls, bruiſes, knocks, 
At once to fence, fire, cudgel, box, 
But at the ſame time bears about, 

Within himſelf, ſome touch of doubt, : 
Of prudent doubt, waich hints—that ſame 
1s nothing but an empty name; | 
That life is rightly underſtood 
By all to be a real good; 

That, even in a Hero's heart, 
Diſcretion is the better part; 
That this ſame Honour may be won, 

And yet no kind of danger run) 

Like Drugger comes, that magie pow'rs | 
May aſcertain his /ucky hours. 

For at ſome hours the fickle dame 

Whom Fortune properly we name, 
Who ne'er conſiders wrong or right, | 
When wanted moſt plays leaſt in fight, 


And, like a modern Caurt - bred jiit, 


Leaves her chief fav'rites in a tilt. | 
Some hours there are, when from . 
Courage into ſome other part, | 
No matter where fare, makes retreat, 
And fear uſurps the vacant ſeat ; | 
| Whence planet-ſtruck we often find 
Stuarts — Sack villes of mankind. 
Father he'd know (and by his art 
A conjurer can that impart) 
Whether politer it is reclcon d 
Io have or not to have a ſecond, 
To drag the friends in, or alone 
To make the danger all their own 3 ; 
Whether repletion is nat bad, 
And fighters with full ſtomachs mad; 
Whether before he ſeeks the plain, 
It were not well to breathe a vein; 
Whether a gentle ſalivation, 
Conſiſtently with reputation, 
Might not of precious uſe be found, 
Not to prevent indeed a wound, 
| But to prevent the conſequence | 
Which oftentimes ariſes thence, = 
Thoſe fevers, which the patient urge on . 
To gates of death, by help of ſurgeon; 
Whether a wind at eaſt or weſt 
Is for green wounds accounted beit; 
Whether (was he to chuſe) his mouth 
Should point towards the north or ſouth ; 
Whether more ſafely he might uſe, 


Qp theſe occaſions, pumps or ſnocs; 


—_—_— 


Whether it better is to fight | 
By ſun-/hine, or by candle-light ; 
Or (leſt a candle ſhould appear 
Too mean to ſhine in ſuch a ſphere, 
For who would of a candle tell 
To light a hero into hell, 
Todazzle one or t' other's eyes. 
Or one or t' other's brains to ſcorch) 
Might not Dame Luna hold a torch ? 
"Theſe points with dignity di ſcuſs d, 
And gravely tix'd, a taſk which muſt 
Require no little time and pains, 
To make our hearts friends with our brains, 
The Man of War would next engage 
Ihe kind aſſiſtance of the Sage, 
Some pr-vious method to direct, 
Which fhould make theie of none effect. 
Could he not, from the myſtic ſchool # 


| | Of Art, produce ſome ſacred rule, 


| By which a knowledge could be got, 


Whether men valiant, were, or not, 


So he thatchallenges might write 
Only to thoſe who would not fight ? 
Or could he not ſome way diſpenſe, 


1 By help of which (without offence 


* 


To Hanaur, whole nice nature's ſuch, 
She ſcarce endures the ſlighteſt touch} 
When he for want of t' other rule 
Miſtakes his man, and, like a fool, 
With ſome vain fighting blade gets in, 


He fairly may get out again? 


Or, ſhould ſome Demon lay a ſcheme N 


I ůTo drive him to the laſt extreme, 


So that he muſt confeſs his fears. 
In mercy to his noſe and ears, 
And like a prudent reereant 
Rather do any thing than og 

| Could he not ſome expedient buy 


WM 
| Tokeep his ſhame from public eye 2 
| For well he held, and men review, 


Nine in ten hold the maxim too, 


IJ That Honour's like a maiden-head, 


Which if in private brought to bed, 
Is none the worſe, but walks the town, 
Ne'er loſt, until the lofs be known. 
The Parſon too (for now and then 


| Parſons arc juſt like other men 
And here and there a grave Divine 


Has patſion's ſuch as your'sor mine} 
Burning with 4ly luſt to know 


| 0 When Fate preferment will beſtor, 


Fraid of detection, not of fin, 


3 With cireumſpection ſneaking in 
To Conj' rur, as he does to Whore, 


Throꝰ ſome bye - alley, or back-door | 
With the ſame caution orthodox © 


Conſults the ſtars, and gets a pox. 
The Citizen, in fraud grown K | 


| | Who knows no Deity but Gold, 


Worn out, and gaſping now for breath, 


_— 


IA med'cine wants to keep off dean; 


Would know, if That he cannot have, 
What coins are current in the grave; 

If, when che ſtocks (which by his power, 
Would riſe or fall in half an hour, 

For, though unthought of and unſeen, 
{He wark's the 8 the ſarcen) 


— 


Should have more knowledge than themfoiver 5 
When fines and penalties were lai: 


By Jis directions came about, 
And roſe to ar, he ſhould fell out; 
Whether he ſifely might, or no, 
Replace it inthe tunds Felge. 

By all addreſs'd, believ'd, and paid, 
Many purſu'd the thriving trade, 
And, great in repntation grown, 
Succeſſive held the Magic throne. 
Favour'd by ev'ry darling paſſion, 


The love of nov-!ty and faſhion, 


Ambition, Av'rice, Luſt, and Pride. 
Riches pour d in on cv'ry ſide. 

But when the prudent lars thought fit 
To curb thi: inſolence of Wit; 
When Senates wiſely had provided, 
Decreed, enacted, and decided, 

That no ſuch vile and upſtart eive* 


To ſtop the progreſs of the trade, 
And ſtar: no longer could diſpent-, 


With Venter, farther influence, 
And Wiz ds (which mutt be chuten 


Was of more force than all the ref? 
No certain way to tell had got, | 
Which were informers, and which not 
Affrighted Sages were, perforce, 
Oblig d to ſtcer ſome other conrie. 

By various ways, theſe Sn; of Chance 
Their fortuncs labour'd to advance, 
Well knowing, by unerring rules, 


 Knaves ſtarve not in the Lari -f F 8 


Some, with high titles and degrees, 
Which wif: men borrow when they pleaſe, 
Without or trouble or expence, 


Thyſicians inſtantly commence, 


And proudly boaſt an equal ſkill = 


With thofe who claim the right to hill. 


3 


(ho fel: iome touch of guα,ẽ,ö 
Who Tyourn to avoid had wit, 


Others abeut the countric; roam, 


e Par nut onc thought of going Sm ) 
With pie! and adopted ce 
Prepar'd at once to rob or beg. 

tome, the more ſubtle of their race, 
gracey. 


But never fear'd deſerving it) 


Carne to their I rut her Smollet's aid, 


4 carried on the Critic trade. 


| Atcachꝭ d to Letters and tne Muſe, 
Sree verſt rate, and ume wrote news :; 


LTudie each rævolving month are ſcen, 


The heroc+ of a Magazine 3 


Theſe, ex'ry morning, great appear 


In Ledger, or in Gazetteer; 


Spread:ng the falſchoods of the day 
By turns for Faden and for Say; 
Like Swiſc, their force is always lid 


On that ſide where they beſt are paid. 


Hence mighty prodigie: ariſe, 


And duly Mon ere trike our eyes 5 
MHeudet, to propagate the trade, 


ory ſtrange than ever Baker made, 

Fre had about from ſtrect to ſtreet, 

And F645 Leuieve, whilſt Liars eat. 
Now armes in the air engage, 

Lo fright a ſuperſtiticus age; 

Now com”: through the æther ranges 

In go-ve;n1wr.t5 portending change; 


IA church is left without a ſtreple 3 
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Now rivers to the ocean fly 

do quick they leave their channels dry; 

Now monſtrons whales on Lambeth ſhore 
Drink the Thames dry, and thirſt for more: 
And ev'ry now and then appe irs 

An Iriſh ſavage numb'ring years 

More than thoſe happy ſages cou'd, 

W ho drew their breath before the Flood. 
Now, to the wonder of all people, 


/ 
8 
0 
| 
] 
4 


A ſteeple now is left in huch, 
And mourns departure of the church, 
Which borne on wings of mighty wind, 
| Remov'd a furlong off we find. 
Now, wrath on cattle to diſcharge, 
Hail-ſtones as deadly fall, and large 
As thoſe which were on Egypt ſent, 
At once their crime and puniſhment ; 


| Or thoſe which, as the Prophet writes, 


Fell on the necks of Amorites, 
When, ſtruck with wonder and amaze, 


| The & ſuſpended, ſtay'd to gaze, 


And, from her duty longer kept, 


| In Ajalon his {fer ſlept. 


But if ſuch things no more engage 


The taſte of a politer age, 

To help them Hut in time of need 

| Arcrher Tofts mult ral bits breed. 
Zach pregnant female trembling hear. 


And, overcome with ſpleen and fears, 
Conſults her faithful glaſs no more, 
But madly bounding o'er the floor, 
Feels hairs all o'er her body grow, 
By Fancy turn d into a dee. 


1 Now to promote their private ends, f 


Nature her uſual courſe ſuſpends, 
And varies from the ſtated plan, 


= Obſerv'd e er ſince the world began. 


B-dics (which foolithly we thought, 
By cnitom's ſervile maxims taught, 
Needed a regular ſupply, 

And without noprithment muſt die; 


d | With craving appetites and ſenſe 
Of hunger eaſily diſpenſe, 


And, pliant to ier wondrous ſkill, = 
Are taught, like zwate/c:, to ſtand ſtill 
Urinjur'd, for a month or more; 

Then go on as they did before. 


5 Ihe novel takes, the tale ſucceede, 
| Amply ſupplies its author's needs, 


And Betty Canning is at leaf, | 


I With Caſcoyne help, 1 fix month» feat. ; 


Whilſt in contempt of all our pains, 


| The tyrant Superſtition reigns - 
| Imperious in the heart of man, 


And warps his toughts from Nature's plan; | 
Whilſt tond Credulity, who neer 
The weight of wholeſome doubts could bear, 


ro Reafon and herſclf unjuſt, 


Takes all things blindly up on truſt; 


_ I Whiltt Curioſiry, whole rage 


No mercy thews to ſex or age, 

Muſt be indulg'd at the expance 

Of Jud. ment, rich, and Camman Senſe; 
Impoſtures cannot but prevail, 

And when 1 miracles grow ſtale, 

Juggler: will ftiil the art purſue, 


I And entertain the world with new. 
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For Them, obedient to thair will, 
And trembling at their mighty ſkill, 
Sad Spirits, ſummon'd trom the tomb, 
Glide glaring ghaſtly thro” the gloom, 
In all the uſual pomp of forms, 

In horrid cuſtomary forms, 

A Wolt, a Bear, a Horſe, an Ape, 
As Fear and Fancy give them ſhape 
Tormented with deſpair and pain, 


They roar, they yell, and clank the chain. 


Folly and Guilt (for Guilt, howe'er 

The face of courage it may wear, 

Is ſtill a coward at the heart) 

At fear-created phantoms ſtart. 

The Prieſt, that very word implies 

hat he's both innocent and witty 

Yet tears to travel in the dark, 

Unleſs eſcorted by his Clerk. 

But lit not ev'ry bungler deem 
Too lightly of fo deep a ſcheme : 

For reputation of the Art, 

Each Ghoſt muſt act a proper part, 

Obſerve Derorum's needful gracr, 

And keep the laws of Time and Place, 
Mutt change, with happy variation, 
His manners with his fituation ; 

What in the country might pal; down, 

Would be impertinent in town, 

No ſpirit of diſcretion here 

Can think of breeding awe and fear, 

Twill ſerve the purpoſe more by half 
To make the congregation laugh. 

V want noenfigns of ſurprize, 

Locks ſtiff with gore, and ſawcer eyes; 5 


| Give us an entertaining Fpritc, 


Gentle, tamiliar, and polite, 8 

One who appears in ſuch a form 

As might an holy hermit warm, 

Or who on former ſchemes reſines, 
And only talks by ſounds and ſigns, 

Who will not to the eye appear, 

But pay. her viſits to the ear, 

And knocks fo gently, twould not fright 

A lady in thedarkeſt night. 

Such is Gur FaxxT, whoſe good -will, 
Which cannot in the grave lie ſtill, 

Brings her on earth tv entertain 

Her triend> atd uy ers in Cock-Lazr 


KD or 1 1 © Rook. ; 
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By poets held time out of mind, 
otter at Apoullo's ſhrine, | 
And call en One, or All the Nine. 
This cuſtom thro? a igt zeal, 
Which Moderns of fine taſte muſt fecl 
Fur thoſe who wrote in days of yore, 
Adopt d ſtand: like many mare, 


A SACRED W rule we find, 
(3 


| Reckon'dby all a true ſpecific 
To make the barren brain prolific : 


Not half ſo much excuſe as their:) 
3 Or falſe, its ſtrength, like buildings, drew 
And man as ſafely might pretend, 


From Jove the thunder-belt to rend, 
IA withan impious pride aſpire 


4 "Theſe glowings of a Pagan zeal, 


Jus have no more regard, tis known, 
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Tho' ev'ry cauſe which then conſpi'd 


Iro make it practis d and Almir d, 


Yielding to time's ieſtructive courſe, 
For ages paſt hath loſt its force. 

With arcicnt bards, an invocaticn 
Was a true a& of adoration, 
Or worſhip an eſſential part, 
And not a formal piece of art, 
Of paltry reading a parade, 
A dull folemnity in trade, 
A pious fever, taught to burn 
An hour or two to ſerve a turn. 

They talk'd not of Caſtalian Springs, 
By way of ſaying pretty things, 
As ve dreſs out our flimfey rimes ; 
Tw the Religion of the times, 
Ani they believ'd that / ſtre:m 
With greater force made Fancy teem, 


Thus Romiſh Church (aſcheme which ber: 


Since Faith implicitly hath taught her, 
Reveres the force of Holy Water. 
The Pagan Syſtem, whether true 
From many parts diſpos'd to bear, 

In one great Whole, their proper ſhare. 
Each God of eminent degree 

To ſome vaſt beam compar d might be g 
Each Godling was a pep, or rather 

A cramp, to keep the hcums togethe: : 


To rob Apollo of his /yrc. 5 ; 
But why ſhould We, who cannot fe 


That wild entiiſiaſtic force, 

By which, above her common courſe, 
Nature in extacy up-borne, 

Look*d down on earthly things with ſcorn ; 


For therr religion than aur own, 
And feel not half fo fierce a flame 

At Clio's as at Fiſher's name ; of 
Vs know theſe boaſted ſacred ft can: 
Were mere romantic idle dreams, i 
That Thames has water clear as thoſe = 


| Which on the top of Pindus roſe, 
I Ani that tne Fancy to refine, 


Water's not half ſo guod as wine; 

Ik; in;w, if profit ſtrilces our eyc, 

Should we drink Helicon quite dry, 
Th' whole fountain would not thither lead 


El E x 


Ma, if to raiſe poetic fire, 


The pow'r of beauty we require, | 


In any public place can view 


ij More than the Grecians ever knew z 5 


If Vit into the ſcale is thrown, 


| Can bu-{t a Lennox of our own 3 


Why ſh--uld wwe ſervile cuſtoms chuſe, 


And court an artiguated Muſe ? 
| No matter why do aſk a reaſin, 
uin Pedant Bigotry is treaſon. 


In the broad, beaten, turnpike-cout 


1 
of hackncy'd Paregyric — 
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No M:dern Peet dares to ride 
Without Apollo by his ſide, 
Nor in a Sunet take the air, 

__ Unleſs his Lady Muſe be there. 

She, from ſome Amararthine grove, 
Where little Loves and Graces rove, 
The laurel to y Lord muſt bear, 

Or garlands make for 4v/ores to wear; 
She, with ſoft clegiac verſe, 

Muſt grace ſome mighty villain's hearſe; 
Or for ſome iz;ant, doom'd by Fate, 

To wallow in a large eſtate, 

With rimes the cradle muſt adorn, 

To tell the world 2 / is born. 

Since then our Critic Lords expect 

No hardy Poet thould reject 
Ettablith' maxims, or preſume _ 
To place much better in their room, 
Buy nature fearful, 1 ſubmit, | 
And in the dearth of Senſe and Wit, 
Wich nething done, and [tle ſaid, 

v By wild excurſive Fancy led, 
ne a Second Book thus far, 

Like ſome unwary traveller, = 

Whom varied ſcenes of wood and 3 | 

With treacherous delight, havedrawn 3 
Deluded from h:5 purpos'd way, 
Whom ev'ry ſtep leads more aftray ; 
Who gazing round can no where ſpy, 

Or houſe, or friendly cottage nigh, 

And reſolution ſeems to lack 

To venture forward or go back) 
Invoke ſome Goddeſs to deſcend, 

And help me to my journey's end. 
Tho' conſcious Arrow all the while 

Hears the petition with a ſmile, 
Before the glaſs her charms unfolds, 

+ And in herjcl[f My Muſe beholds. | 
Truth, 3 of celeſtial birth, 
Zut little 154d, or known on earth, 

Whole pow'r but ſeldom rules the heart, 

| Whoſe name, with hypocritic art, 

An errant ftalking-horſe is made, 

A ſnug pretence to drive a trade, 

An inſtrument convenient grown | 

To plant, more firmly, Falſhood's throne, 
As rebels varniſh o'er their cauſe 

With ſpecious colouring of laws, 

And picus traitors draw the knife 

In the King's name againft his If; 

| Whether (from cities far away, 

Where fraud and falſehood ſcorn thy fray) : 
The faithful nymph's and ſhepherd's pride, 
With Love and Virtue by thy fide, 

Your hours in harmleſs joys are ſpent | 
Amongſt the children of Content; 
Or, fond of gatety and ſport, EE 

| You tread the round of England's can 3 
Howe er my Lord may frowning go, 
And treat the ffranger as a foe, 

Sure to be found a welcome guett 

In George's and in Charlotte's breaſt ; 
If, in the giddy hours of youth, 
My conſtant ſoul adher'd 6. Truth; ; 
If, from the time 1 firſt wrote Man, 

I ftill purſu'd thy ſacred plan, | 
Tempted by intereſt in vain | 
To wear mean Falſhood's golden chain; 


| Where man, in equilibrio hung, 


And from the cradle to the grave, 8 
Not Virtue's friend, nor Vice's ſave; 
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If, for a ſeaſon drawn away, 
Starting from Virtue's path aſtray, 
All low diſguiſe I ſcorn'd to try, 
And dar'd to fin, but not to « ; 
Hither, O hither, 

Eternal Truth, thy ſteps to — 
And favour kim, who ev'ry hour, 
Confeſſes and obeys thy power 

| But come not with that eaſy mien, 
By which you won the /ively Dean, 
Nor yet aſſume the ſtrumpet air, 


bo 
| 


Which Rabelais taught thee firſt to wear, 


Nor yet that arch ambiguous face, 

Which with Cervantes gave thee grace, 

But come in ſacred veſture clad, 
emnly dull, and truly fad ! | 
Far from thy ſeemly matron train | 


1 Be ideot Mirth, and Laughter vain ! 


For Wit and Humour which pretend 
At ones to pleaſe us and 2mend, 


| They are not for my preſent turn, 
, Let them remain in France with Sterne. 


Or nobleſt City parents born, 


| Whom wealth and dignities adorn. 
1 Who till one conſtant tenor keep, 


Not quite awake, nor quite afleep, 

With Thee, let formal Dullneſs come, 
deep Attention, ever dumb, 

| on her lips her fingers lays, 

Whilſt every circumſtance ſhe weighs. 


| Whoſe down-caſt eye is often found 
Bent without motion to the ground, 


| Or, to ſome outward thing conſin d. 
Remits no image to the mind, | 


| Nopregnant mark of meaning bears, | 
I But ſtupid without viſion ſtares 3; 
= Thy ſteps let Gravity attend, 


Wiſdom's and Truth's unerring friend. 
For ane may ſee with half an eye, 

That Gravity can never lye ; 
And his arch'd brow, pull'd o'er his 1 


Wich ſolemn proof proclaims him wiſe. 


Free from all waggeries and ſports, 


| | The produce of luxurious Courts, 
20 Where ſloth and luft enervate youth, 


Icome thous a down-right City Truth; | 


The City, which we ever find, 
for mankind ; 
Is ſeldom old, and never 


pM 


As dancers on the wire we ſpy 
Hanging between the earth and ſky. 
She comes! ſee her from afar 


; Bending her courſe to Temple-Bar : 
All fage and filent is her train, 


Deportment grave, and garments plain, 


Such as may ſuit a Parſon's wear, 


y Truth inſpir' d, aur Bacon's force 
Open'd the way to Learning's ſource; 
Boyle thro' the works of Nature ranz 
And Newton, more than many | 
Div'd into Nature's hidden ſprings, 
Laid bare the principles of things, 
Above the earth our ſpirits bore, 


| 2 fit the head- piece of a Mayor. 


* gave us worlds unknown before} 


| Who ſerve their time on the 
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By Truth inſpir d when Lauder s ſpigiit 
O'er Milton caſt the veil of night, 
Douglas aroſe, and thro* the maze 
Of intricate and winding ways, 
Came where the ſubtle traitor lay, 
And drayged him trembling to the day ; 
Whilſt He (O ſhame to nobler parts, 
Diſhonour to the lib' ral arts, 
To traffic in ſo vile a ſcheme !) 
Whilſt He, our /ctt/'d Polypheme, 
Who had Confid rate forces join'd, 
Like a baſe coward, ſkulk'd behind. 
By Truth inſpir'd, our Critics go 
To track Fingal in High/and ſnow, 
To form their own and others crced 
From Manuſcripts they cannot read. 
By Truth inſpir'd, we numbers ſec 
OF each profeſſion and degree, 
Gentle and Simple, Lord and Cir, 
Wit without wealth, wealth without wits 
When Punch and Sheridan have done, 
To Fanny's Ghoſtly Lectures run. 
By Truth and FAN N v * d, 
I feel my glowing boſom fir d; 
. Defire beats high in ev ry vein 3 
To ſing the Spirit of Cock-Lane; 
To tell (juſt as the meaſure flows 
In halting rime, half verſe, half proſe) 
With more than mortal arts endu'd, 
Hoe united force withſtood, 
And proudly gave a brave defiance 
To Wit and Dulneſs in alliance. 
This ArPear1T10N (with relation 
To ancient modes of derivation” 
This we may properly fo call, 
Although it ne er appears at all, 
Lucus is made d non lurende) 
Superior to the vulgar made, | 
 Nobly diſdainsthat ſervile road, 
Which coward ghoſts, as it appears, 
Have walk'd in full five thouſand years, 
And for reſtraint too mighty grown, 
Strikes out a method of ker own. 
Others may meanly ſtart away, 
With faculties too weak to bear 
The freſhneſs of the morning air, 
May vaniſh with the melting gloom, | 
And glide in filence to the tomb; 
Sie dares the ſun's moſt piercing light, 
And knocks by day as well as night. 
Others, with mean and partial view, 
Their viſits pay to one or exo 53 
Gee great in reputation grown, | 
Keeps the beſt company in town. 
Our active enterpriſing Ghoſt 
As large and ſplendid routs can boaſt 


As thoſe which, rais'd by Pride's command, - | 


Block up the paſſage thro the Strand. 
Great adepts in the fighting trade, 


 She-Saints who, true to pl . 
Talk about God, and luit for man 
Wits, who believe nor God, nor Ghoſt, 
And fools, who worſhip ev'ry poſt; 
Cowards whoſe lips with war are hung; 


Men truly brave, . 


0 


— 
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Courticr3, who laugh they know not why, 


And Cits, who for the ſame c uu e cry; 
The canting I abernacle-Brother, 


(For one rogue ſtill ſuſpects another) 
Ladics, who to a Spirit fly, 

Rather than with their kuſhard: lie; 
Lord, who as chaſtely paſs their lives 
With <©:/e women as their be: 


Proud ot their intellects and 3 
| Phyſicians, Lawyers, Parſons, Beaux. 


And, truant from their deſks and ſhops, 
Spruce Temple clerks, and prentice fops, 
To FAN NV come, with the ſame view, 
To find her falſe, or find her true. 

Hark! ſomething creeps about the houſe ! 


il; it a Spirit, or a Mouſe ? 
| Hark ! ſomething ſcratches round the room ! 


Acaty a rut, a flubb'd birch-breom. 
Hark ! on the wainſcot now it krucks ! 


If thour't a Ghoſt, cried Orthodox, 


With that affected ſolemn air 5 
Which Hypocrites delight to wear, 
And all thoſe forms of conſequence 
Which fools adopt inſtead of ſenſe 
If tl. ou'rt a Ge, who from the tomb 


IStalk'ſt ſadly / 2 thro' this gloom, 


In breach of Nature's ſtated laws, 


For good, or bad, or for no cauſe, 
Give nv nine knocks : 


like Þ rieſts of old, 
Nine we a ſacred number hold. 


Deep read in all the curious arts, 

Who to their hidden ſprings had trac'd 
The force of numbers, rightly plac'd ) 
As to the Number, you are right, 
As to the form, miſtaken quite. 
What's Nine? Your Adepts all agree, 
The virtue lies in thrce times three, 
| He ſaid, no nced ty lay it twice, 


In filence at each cher gaz d, 


From Celia's hand the ſnuff box fell, 


Tinſel, who ogled with the Belle, 


To pickæ it up attempts in vain, 
He ſtoops, but cannot riſe again. 


Immane Pompoſo was not heard 


I' import one crabbed foreign word. 


Fear ſeizes Heroes, Fools, and Witz, 
And Plauſible his pray'rs torgets. 


| At length, as people juſt awake, 
| Into wild diſſonance they break ; 


All talk'd at once, but not a word 
Was underſtood, or plainly heard. 


] Such is the noĩſe of chatt'ring gecſc, 


Slow ailing on the Summer breeze ʒ 
Such is the language Diſcord ſpeaks 


| In Welch-women o'er beds of lets; 
2 Such the confus'd and horrid founds -_ 


Of Ir; in potatoe-grounds. | 
But tir'd, for even C ' tongue 
Is not on iron hinges hung, | 
Fear and Confuſion ſound retreat, 


[Heaton and Order take their feat. 


The fact confuni'd beyond all doubt, 
They now would find the cauſes out. 
For this a ſacred rule we find | 


Among the niceſt of mankind, 


'Pſha, cries Profound, (a man of — | 


and 'Thrice, and Thrice. 
The crowd, en Mt and ama d. e 
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Which never might exception brook, 
From Hobbes e'en down to Bolingbroke, 
To doubt of facts, however true, 
Unleſs they know the cauſes too. 

Trifle, of whom twas hard to tell 
When he intended ill or well, 
Who, to prevent all farther pother, 
Probably meant not one nor t' other, 
Who to be ſilent, alwavs loth, 
Would ſpeak on either fide, or both, 
Who, led away by love of fame, 
If any new idea came, 
Whate'er it made for, always ſaid it, 
Not with an eye to Truth, but Credit; 
For Orators profit, tis known, 
Talk not for aur ſake, but their owon 5 
Who always ſhew'd his talents beſt 
When ſerious things were turn'd to jeſt, 
And, under much impertinence, 
Poffefs*'d no common ſhare of ſenſe ; 
Who could deceive the flying hours 
With (it on butterflies and flow'rs ; _ 
Could talk of powder, patches, paint, 
With the ſame zeal as of a ſaint ; 
Could prove 2 Sybil brighter fir 
Than Yerus or the Merning Star; 
Whilſt ſomething ſtil] ſo gay, fo new, 
The ſmile of approbation drew, 
And females cy'd the charming man, 

' Whilf their hearts flutter'd with their fan; 
Trifle, who would by no means miſs 
An opportunity like this, 

TR on his uſual pla, 
nil d, ftroÞd lis chr, and thus began. 5 

With /heers, or ſciſſerr, ſword or knife, 
When the Fates cut the thread of life, 
(For if we to the grave are ſent, 


No matter with what ift ument) 


The bedy in ſome lonely ſpot, 

On dunghill vile, is laid to rot, 

Or ſleeps among more holy dead, 
With pray 'rs irreverently read z3—F 
The foul is ſent, where Fate ordains, 


To reap rewards, or ſuffer pain. 


___ The virtuous to thoſe manſions go, 
Where pleaſures unembitter'd flow ; 
Where, leading up a jocund band, 
Vigour and Youth dance hand in hand, 
Whilſt Zephyr, with Jarmoniaus galcs, 

Pipes ſofteſt muſic thro? the vales, 

And Spring and Flora, gaily crown'd, 
With welt carpets ſpread the ground; 
Witch /zvelier blaſi where roſes bloom, 

And ev'ry ſhrub expires per 

Where eryſtal ſtreams — glide, 

Where cuarbling flows the amber tide; 

Where other Suns dart brighter berm:, 


And Light thro? purer @ther ftreams. 


Far other ſeats, far diff rent tate 

The ſons of Wickedneſs await. 

\ Juſtice (not that cd hag I mean, 

Who's nightly in the Garden ſeen, 
Who lets no ſpark of mercy riſe 

For crimes, by which men loſe their eyes 3 3 
Nor Her who, with an equal hand, 
Weighs tea and ſugar in the Strand; 
Nor Her who, by the world deem'd wile, 
Dec to the widow's piercing Cries, 


Stecl'd *gainſt the ſtarving orph in' tene, 


| On f.cons her baſe tribunal rears 3 


But Her who after death preſides, 
Who ſacred Truth unerring guide: ; 


| Who, free from partial influence, 


Nor finks nor raiſes evidence, 
Before whom nothing's in the dark, 
Who takes no bribe, and keeps no clerk) 


4 Juſtice with equal ſcale below = 


In que proportion weighs out woe, 

And always with ſuch lucky aim 

Knows puniſhments ſo fit to frame, 

That ſhe augments their grief and pain, 
Leaving no reaſon to complain. 

Old Maids and Rakes arc jnin'd together, 


| Coquettes and prudes, like April weather. 
| Wit's forc'd to chum with Commun-v: nſes 


And Luft is yok'd to Imprterce. 
 ProteMor: ¶ Juſtice fo decreed) | 
Unpaid muſt conſtant Lectures read ; 
On earth it often doth befal, 

They re raid, and ner rad at all. 
Par ſans muſt practiſe whit they teach, 


And Bi/2js are compell'd to preach. 


She who on earth was nice and pritny 


 ] Of delicacy full, and whim, 


Whoſe tender nature chul. i not bear 
The rudeneſs of the churliſh wr, 


| Is doom'd, to mortify her pridz, 


The change of weather tu abide, 


| And ſells, whil tears with liquor mix, 
| Burnt brendy on the ſhore of Styx. 


Avaro, by long uſe grown bold 
In ev'ry ill which brings him gold, 


_ | Who his Redeemer would pull down, ; 
I And fell his God for half-a-crown 3 


Who, if ſome blockhead ſhould be willing 


5 To lend him on his ſoul a ſhilling, 
| A well-made bargain would eſteem it, 


And have more ſenſe than to redeem it; 


| Juſtice ſhall in thoſe ſhades confine, | 


Todrudge for Plutus in the mine, 

All the day long to tail and roar, 

And curfing work the ſtubborn ore, 

For ER here, who have no brains, 


Without a ſixpence for his pains. | 
| Thence, with each due return of night, 
_ | Compell'd, the tall, thin, half-ſtarv'd hem. 


Shall earth re-viſit, and ſurvcy 
The place where once his treaſure lay ; 
Shall view the fall, where „ly Pride 


Wich letter d Ignorance allied, 

I Once hail'd him mighty and ador' a, 5 

IDeſcended to another Lord. | 

Then ſhall 4e ſcreaming pierce the air, 

| Hang his lank: jaws, and ſcoul deſpair; 
Then ſhall Je ban at Heaven”: decrees, 

| And, howling, fink to hell for eaſe. 


Thoſe who on earth thro? life have paſt 
With equal pace, from firſt to laſt, 
Nor vex'd with paſſions nor with ſpleen, 
Inſipid, eaſy, and ſerene ; 

Whoſe heads were made too weak to bear 
The weight of buſineſs, or of care; 
Who without merit, without crime, 


| Contrive to while away their time, 


Nor Good, nor Bad, nor Fool, nor Wits, 


| Mild Juſtice with a ſmile perm”. 
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SGH to purſue their darling plan, 
And find amuſement how they can. 
The Beau, in gaudieſt plumage dreſt 
With lucky fancy, o'er the reſt 
Of Air a curious mantle throws, 
And chats among his brother Be iux; 
Or, if the weather's ſine and clear, 
No ſign of rain or tempeſt near, 
Encourag'd by the cloudlefs day, 
Like gilded butterflies at play, 
So lively all, fo gay, fo briſk, 
In air they flutter, float, and 2 N. 5 
The Belle (what mortal doth not know, 
Belles after death admire a Beau ?) 
With happy grace renews her art, 
To trap the Coxcomb's wand' ring heart. 
And after death, as whilſt they live, 
A heart is all which Beaux can give. 
In ſome ſtill, ſolemn, ſacred ſhade, 
2 a group of Authors laid, 
 Newws-paper Wits, and Sonneteers, 
_ Crentl+men Bards, and riming Peers, 
Biographers, whoſe wond' rous worth 
Is ſcarce rememher'd now on earth, 
Whom Fielding's Aumour led aſtray; 
And þlaintive Fops, debauch'd by Gray, 
All fit together in a ring, 
And laugh and prattle, write and ſing. 


On his «wn works, with laurel crown'd, | 


Neatly and elegantly bound, 

For this is ane of many rule; 

With oriting Lords and laureat Fools, 
And which for ever muſt ſucceed 


With other Lords who cannot read, 


However deſtitute of wit, | 
To make their works for Book -c:ſe fit) g 
Acknœvledg'd maſter of thoſe ſeats, 
Cibber his Birth-day Odes repeats. 
With triumph cw poſſeſs that ſcat, 
With triumph nw thy Odes repeat, 
Unrivall'd vigils proudly keep, | 
Whilſt ev'ry hearer's lull'd to ſleep ;3 
But know, illaſtriaus Bard, when Fate, 
Which ſtill purſues thy name with hate, 
The regal laurel blaſts which now | 


| Blooms on the plicid Whitehcad's brow, | | 


Low muſt deſcend thy pride and fame, 

And Cibber's be the ſecond name. _ 

Here Trifle cough'd (for coughing Rill 

Bears witneſs of the ſpeaker's ſkill, 

A neceſſary piece of art, 

Of Rhet'ric an eſſential part, 

And adepts in the Speaking trade 

| Keep a cough by them ready made, 
Which they ſucceſsfully diſpenſe 

When at a loſs for zvrds or ſenſe) 


Here Trifle cough'd, here paus Aut while 


He ſtrove to recalled his ſmile, 

That happy engine of his art, 

Which triumph d o'er the female heart, 

Credulity, the child of Folly, 

|  Begot on clayſter d Melancholy, 

Who heard, with grief, the florid fool 
Turn ſacred things to ridicule, 

And ſaw him, led by Whim away, 

_ Still farther from the ſubject ſtray, 

Juſt in the happy nick, aloud, 

In ſhape of Me, adercf's the crowd. 
VOL. VIII. 15 0 
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Were we with patience here to fits 
Dupe: tat h' impertinence of Wit, 
Fill Trifle his harangue thould end, 


A Creenlind night we might attend, 


Whilft Hey with fluency of ſpeech, 
Would various mighty ut ling: teach, 
(Here "Trifle, ſteruly looking down, 
 Gravely end:-1wour'd at a frow n, 

But Nature unawares ſtept in, 

And, mocking, turn'd it to a grin) 
And when, in Fancy's chariot hurl'd, 
We had been carried round the world, 
Involy'd in error ſtill and doubt, 

He'd leave us where we firſt ſet out. 
Thus flier; (in whoſe exciſe 

| Material uſe with grande ur vies) 

Lift up their legs with mighty pain, 


| Only to fr them down ag un. my 
| 


Believe ye not (yes, all I fee 
In ſound belief concur with me) 
That Providence, for 1+ wthy er 
To us unknown, this Spirit ſends ! 
Thy? ſpeechleſs luy the trembling tongue. 


| Your faith was on your features hung, 


Your faith I in your eyes could ſee, 
When / were pale and ſtar'd like me. 


| But ſcruples to prevent, and root 


Out ev'ry ſhadow of diſpute, 
Pompoſo, Plaaſible, and I, 


With Faxxy have agreed totry 


A deep concerted ſcheme— This night 
To fix or to deſtroy Her quite. 


I it be true, before we've done, 


We'il make it glaring as the ſun 


If it be falſe, admit no doubt, 


Ere morning's dawn we'll find it out. 
Into the vaulted womb of death, 
Where Faxxy now, depriv'd of breath, 
Lies feſPring, whilſt her troubled [ſprite 
Adds horror th the gloom of nivht, 
Will vr dove id, and hrir- from thence 


roof of ſuch force to Common Senſe, 
Vain Trifters ſhall no more deceive, 
And Atheiſts tremble and believe. 


He: ſaid, and cca, d; the chamber rung 
With duc applauſe from every tongue. 


| The mingled ſound (no let me fur, 
Something by way of im. 8 


Was it more like Serymonian cranes, 


Or zn, Ito murmur 1g, when it rains, 


Or dirauſy hum f uſt ring bi, 
Or the lau- ſt rar of anpry fra LI 
Or ſtill to heighten and exp lein, | 
For elſe our „mile is vain) 


| Shall we declare it like all fr. urs. 


A ſcream, a mur mur, hum and roar ? 
Let Fancy now in awful ſtate 


[Preſent this great 'Triumvirate, 


(A meth» which receiv'd we find 


In «ther caſes by mankind) 


Elected with a joint conſent, 


All ret in town to rtr. 


Ihe clock ſtrike: be ſtarts and ſwears, 


In ati, we know, a, well as pray ro, 
Religion lies, and a Church brother 
M: ay uſe at will or one or t other. h 


: 


Plauſible from his caſſock drew 
A holy manual, ſeeming new; 
hs 
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A bool it was of private fray'ry 
But not a pin the worſe for wear; 
For, 2s we by the buy may fay, 
None but ſma/! faints in private pray. 

Religion, faireſt maid on earth, 

As meek as good, who drew * birth 
From that bleſt union, when in heaven 
Pleaſure was bride to virtue given; 
Religion, ever pleas'd to pray, 
Pofſeſs'd the precious giſt one day; 

Hy pacriſy, of Cunning born, 

Crept in and ſtole it ere the morn, 
Wh—tc—d, that greateſt of all ſaints, 
Who always prays and never faints, 
Whom She to her own brothers bore, 
Rapine and Luſt, on Severn's thore, 
Receiv'd it from the ſſuinting d ume; 
From him to Plauſible it came, 

Who, with unuſual care oppreſt, 
Now trembling, pulled it from his breaſt. 
Doubts in his boding heart ar x 

And fancied ſpectres blaſt his eyes. 
Devotion ſprings from abjeQ fear, 

And ſtamps his pray'rs for once ſincere. 
Pompoſo (inſolent and loud, 

Vain idol of a ſeribbling crowd, 
| Whoſe very name inſpires an awe, 
Whoſe ev'ry word is ſenſe and law, 
For what his greatneſs hath decreed, 
Like laws of Perſia and of Mede, 
Sacred through all the realm of Wi ity 
_ Muſt never of repeal admit; 
| Who, curſing flattery, is the tool 

Of ev'ry fawning, flatt ring fool; 


Who wit with jealous eye ſurveys, 


And ſickens at another's praiſe ; Fe 
Who proudly ſeiz d of Learning's chrone, 
No damns all learning but his own ; 


Who ſcorns thoſe common wares to trade in, 


Reas':ning, Comvincing and Perſuading, 
But makes each ſentence current paſs 
With Puppy, Coxceomb, Scoundrel, As; 
For 'tis with him a certain rule, 85 
The foully's prov'd when he calls fool; 
Who, to increaſe his native irength, 
Draws words fix ſyllables in length, 
With which, aſſiſted with a frown 

Buy way of club, he knocks us down; 

Who bove the vulgar dares to riſe, 
And ſenſe of decency defies 3 ET, 

Tor this ſame decency is made 

Only for bunglers in the trade, 
And like the c:broch laws, is ftill _ 
Broke thro by great ones when they will. | 
Pompaſo, with firing ſcri/e _— 
Supported and confirm'd by pride 
His comrades! terrors to beguiles. 
| Grimi'd kerribly a ghaſtly ſmile : 
Features ſo horrid, were it light, 
Would put the Devil himielf to flight. 
Such were the three in name and worth, 
Whom Zeal and Judgment fingled forth | 

Zo try the ſprite on Reaſon's plan, 
| Whether it was of Cod or Mar. 

Dark was the night, it was that hour 

When Terror reigns in fulleſt paw'r, 
When, as the Learn'd of old have ſaid, 


The yawning grave gives * her dead. 


| When Murder, Rapine by her fide, 
Stalles o'er the earth with giant ſtride 3 
Our Quixote (tor that 4rig/t of old 
Was not in truth by half fo bd, 
'Tho* Reaſon at the ſame time cries, 
Our Quixote are not half ſo 2047, 
Since they, with other foliies, boaſt 
An expedition gainſt a %% 

Thro' the dull deep ſurrounding gm, 
In cloſe array, tow'rds FAN & y's tomb 
dventur'd forth. Corion before, 

With heedful ſtep, the /arthorn bore, 
Pointing at graves ; and in the rear, 
Trembling, and tallirg lud, went Fear. 


As in an ague, ſhook around ; 

While in ſome dr. ary wault contin'd, 

Or riding on the V 7vind, 

Horror, which turns the heart to tone, 

In dreadful ſounds was heard to groan. 

All ſtaring, wild, and out of breath, 
At length they reach the place of death. 

| A Vault it was, Jong time appty'd 

To hold the laſt remains of pride: 

No beggar there, of humble race, 

And humble fortunes, finds a place; 

To reſt in pomp as well as ae, 

* The only way's to pay the fert. 


Proud e' en in death, Here rr in fate. 


| | Fo thieves difrobe the well- dreſt dead, 
No plumbers ſteal the ſacred lead 3 


Quiet and ſafe the bodies lie, 


5 No ſextons ſell, no ſurgeons buy. 


© Thrice each the pond'rous key nds.” 


| And thrice to turn it vainly try'd, 

| Till taught by prudence to unite, 

_ | And ftraining with collected might, 
The ſtubborn wards reſiſt no more, 


| Bur open flies the grozoling door. 
Three paces back they fell amaz d, 


| | Like ſtatues ood, like madmen gaz d; 


The frighted blood forſakes the face, 
And ſeeks the heart with quicker pace: 
The throbbing heart its fears declares, 
And upright ſtand the briſtled hairs ; 
| The head in wild diſtraction ſwims ; 
Cold ſweats bedew the trembling limbs ; ; 
Nature, whilſt fears her boſom chill, 
Suſpends her pow'rs, and Life ſtands ſtill. 


| Thus had they ſtood till 9, but Shame 
(An uſeful, tho' neglected dame, | 


By Heav'n defign'd the friend of Man. 
Tho' we degrade her all we can, 

And ftrive, as our firit proof of wit, 

| Her name and nature to forget) 
Came to their aid in happy hour, 
And with a wand of mighty pow'r, 


| Struck on their hearts ; vain fears ſubſide, | 


And baffled, leave the field to Pride. 


The dictates of vile fear abey ? 
Shall They, the idols of the Town, 
To bughbcars F. ancy form'd bow down ? 


Shall They, who greateſt zeal e 
And 2 for all the reſt, _ 


| Whoſe matchleſs courage all admirc, 
anions ow the talk retire ? | 


| The church-yard teem'd—th' unſettled , ground; 


ools, Rogues, and Whores, if rick and greats 


Shall They, (forbid it Fans) ſhall They ; 
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How would the wicted ones rejoice, 

And Infide's exalt their voice, 

If M—e and Plaufible were found, 

By /haderos aw'd to quit their ground? 

How would e laugh, ſhould it appear 

Pompoſo was the ſlave of fear? | 

« Periſh the thought! Tho? to our eyes 

In all its terrors Vell ſhould riſe, 

«© Tho” thouſand Ghoſts, in dread-array, 

& With glaring eye-balls, croſs our way, 

« Tho' Caution, trembling, ſtands aloof, 

& Still we will on, and dare the proof.” 

They faid, and without farther halt, 

Dauntleſs march'd onward to the vault. * 
What mortal men, who e'er drew breath, 

$hall break into the houſe: of Death, 

With fort unſhalloto d, and from thence 

The myſt" ries of that ſtate diſpenſe, 

Unleſs they, with due rites, prepare 

"Their weaker ſenſe ſuch fights to bear, 

And gain permiſſion frum the Sr: e 

On earth their journal to relate? 

Poets themſelves, without a crime, 

Cannot attempt it e en in iq, 

But always, on ſuch i d a ̃ 

Prepare a ſolemn inv2cation, 

A poſy for grim Pluto . 

And in ſmooth numbers aſk his leave. 

But why this caution? Why prepare 

Rites, needleſs now ? for thrice in air 

The ſpirit of the Night hath fees d, 

And thrice hath clapp'd his wings well-pleas'd. 
Deſcend then, Truth, and guard thy fide, 


Let others at invention aim, 

And ſeek by falſities for fame; 

Our ſtory wants not at this time, 
Flaunces and furbeloqvs in rime : 

| Relate plain facts; be brief and bold; 5 
And let the — fam'd of oid, 
| Seck, whilſt our artleſs tale we tell, 
In vain to find a Parallel: | 
- SitexT Att ThzaEE WENT IN, ABOuT 


' END OF THE SECOND BOOK. 


B 0 0 * 5 nr. 

Jags WAS THE 1 EVI huſwife _. 
With pear! and linen hangs each thorn, 

When happy Bards, who can regale 

Their Muſe with country air and ale 

_ Ramble afield, to brooks and bow” s, 

To pick up ſentiments and flow'rs; 

When dogs and ' Squires from kennel fly, 

And hogs and farmers quit their ſty; 

When my Lord riſes to the chace, 

And brawny Chaplain takes his place. 
Theſe images, or bad or good, 

If they are rightly underſtood, 

Sagaciaus readers muſt allow, 

Proclaim us in the country now; 


. —_—— 
— 


For obſervations moſtly riſe 

From objects juſt before our eyes, 

And ev'ry Lord in Critic Wit 

Cantell you where the piece was writ, 
Can out, as he goes along, 

(And who ſhall dare to ſay he's ' vrong?) 
Whether the warmth (fer Bards we know 
At preſent, never more than glow) 


Was in the town or country caught, 
Zy the peculiar turn of thought. 
IT was Tur Hovnx—tho' Critics frawn, 


We now decl:,e ourſelves in town, 
Nor will a moment's pauſe allow 

For finding when we came, or how. 
The man who deals in humble proſe, 
Tied down by rule and method, gocs ? 
But they who court the vig'rous Muſe, 
Their carriage have a right to chuſe. 
Free as the air, and unconſin d, | 
Swift as the motions of the mind, 


The Poet darts from place t place, 


And inſtant bounds o'er time and ſp ice; 


Nature (whilſt blended fire and 1kill 


Inflam: our paſſions to his will) 

Smiles at her violated laws, 

And crowns his daring with 2pplauſe. 
Should there be ſtill ¶ me rigid few, 


| Who keep propriety in view, 


' Whoſe heads turn round, and cannot how 
This whirling paſſage thro? the air, 

Free leave have ſuch at home to fit, 

And write a regimen for wit; 

To clip our pinions let them try, 


Wy Not having heart themſelves to fly. 


IT was TRE Hour, when devotces | 


| Breathe pious cur/es on their knees, 


When they with pray 'rs the day begin | 
To ſanctity a night of fin ; 


3 When rogues of mudeſty, who roam 


Under the veil of night, ſneak home, 
That free from all reſtraint and awe, 


I Juſt to the windward of the law, 


_ | Leſs modeſt rogues their tricks may play, 
Art Tunzz TURN'DSILENT, AND CAM Our. 


And plunderin the face of day. 


Deſcribing now, and now digreſſing, 


{ To the diſcredit of our ſkill, 


The main concern is ſtanding ſtill. | OS 
In Plays indeed, when ftorms of rage 


Tempeſtuous in the ſoul engage, 


Or when the ſpirits, weak and low, 
Are funk in deep diftrels and woe, | 


_ | With ſtrict propriety we hear 


Deſcription ſtealing on the ear, 
And put off fecling half an mY | 


| To thatch à cot, or paint a flow rr; 
. | But in theſe ſerious works, deſign iP 


To mend the morals of mankind, 
We mult for ever be diſgrac'd 
With all the nicer ſons of Taſte, 
If once, the ſhadow to purſue, 
We let the ſubſtance out of viey. 
Our me ins mutt uniformly tend 
In due proportion to their end, 
And ev'ry paſſage aptly join 


3 To bring about the ene W 
F 3 


But hold—whilſt thus we play the bool, 5 
In bold contempt of ev 'ry rule, 


I Things of no conſequence expreſſing, 
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Our friends thernſelves cannot admit 
This rambling, wild, digreffive Wit, 
No rot thoſe very friends, who found 
Their credit on the ſelf-ſame ground. 


Peace, my good grumbling Sir—for once, 


Sunk in the ſolemn, formal dunce, 
This Coxcomb ſhall your fears beguile 
We will be dull, that you may ſmile. 
Come Method, come in all thy pride, 
Dullneſs and Whitehead by thy fide, 
Dullneſs and Method {11 are one, 
And Whitchead is their darling fon. 
Not He“ whoſe pen, above controul, 
Struck terror to the guilty foul, 
Made Folly tremble thro? her ſtate, 
And villains bluſh at being great, 
Whilſt he himſelf with ſteady face, 
Diſdaining modeſty and grace, Ds 
Could blunder on thro? thick and thin, 
Thro' ev'ry mean and ſervile fin, 
Yet ſwear by Philip and by Paul, 
He nobly fcorn'd to bluſh at all; 
But He, who in the Laureat Chair, 
By Grace not Merit planted there, 
In aukward pomp is ſeen to fit, 
And by his patent proves his wit; 
For favours of the Great, we know, 
Can wit as well as rank beſtow, 
And they who without one pretenſion, 
Can get for fools a place or penſion, 
Muſt able be ſuppos'd of courſe. 
(If reaſon is allow'd due force) 
Lo give ſuch qualities and grace 
As may equip them for the place. 
But He—who meaſures as he goes, 
A mongrel kind of tinkling proſe, 
And is too frugal to diſpenſe 
At once both Poetry and Senſe; 
Who, from amidit his lumb'ring guards, 
Veals out a Charge to ſubject Bards, | 
Where couplets after couplets creep 
Propitious to the reign of fleep, 
Yet ev'ry word imprints an awe, 
And all his dictates paſs for law | 
Wich Beaux uno ſimper all around, 
And Belles, who die atev'ry ſound. 
For in all things of this relation, 
Mien moſtly judge from ſituation, 
Nor in a thouſand find we one 
Wo really weighs what's ſaid or done. 
They deal out cenſure, or give credit, 


Merely from him who did or faid it. 


But He—who, happily ſerene, | | 

Means nothing, yet would ſeem to mean; 3 
Who rules and cautions cm diſpenſe 

With all that humble inſolencz, | 
Which Impudence in vain e teach, 
And none but modeſt men can reach; 

Who adds to Sentiments the grace 

Of always being out of place, 

And drazol; out Morals with an air 

A gentleman would bluſh to wear; 

Who, on the chaſteſt, fimpleſt plan, 

As chaſte, as ſimſ le as the man, 

Without or c/aracter, or lot, 

Nature unknown, and Art forgot, 


F Paul Whitehead. 


| 


he world enjoys in H 


CHURCHILL'S POEMS. 


Can, with much racking of the brain. 


And years confum'd in letter'd pains, 
A heap of words together lay, 


And, ſmirking, call the thing a Play; 


Who champion ſworn in Virtue's cauſe, 
Gainſt Vice his tiny bodkin draws, 

But to no part of prudence ſtranger, 

Firſt blunts the point for fear of danger. 
So nurſes ſage, as caution works, 
When children firit uſe knives and forlce, 
For fear of miſchief, it is known, 


To others fingers, or their own, 
To take the edge off wiſely chuſe, 
Tho' the fame ſtroke takes off the uſe. 


Thee, Whitehead, Thee I now invoke, 
Sworn foe to Satire's gen'rous ſtroke, 
Which makes unwilling Conſcience feel, 


And wounds, but only wounds to heal. 


Good-natur'd, eaſy creature, mild, 
And gentle as a new-born child, 

Thy kcart would never once admit 

Een 2v4:1c/;me rigour to thy wit; 
Thy Acad, it Conſcience ſhould comply, 
Its kind aſſiſtance would deny, | 
And lend thee neither force, nor art, 


To drive it onward to the heart. 


O may thy ſacred pow 'r controul 


Each fiercer working of my ſoul, 


Damp every ſpark of genuine fire, 


And langours like thine own inſpire; 


Trite be each thought, and ev'ry line 
As moral, and as dull as Thine. 


Pois'd in mid-air—(it matters not 


| To aſcertain the very ſpot, 


Nor yet to give you a relation, 
| How it eluded gra vitatian—) 


I Hung a Hatch- Toter by Vulcan . 
Wich ſuch rare ſkill, by Jove's command, 


Thatev'ry word, which whiſper'd here 
Scarce vibrates to the neighbour ear, 


I On the ſtill boſom of the air : 
| 15 borne, and heard diſtinctly there, 


The palace of an ancient dame, 


| Whom men as well as gods call Fame. 
A 


A prattl ing goſſip, on whoſe tongue. : 
Proof of perpetual motion hung; 


| Whoſe lungs in ftrength all — 1 


Like her own trumpet made of braſs; 


1 Who with an hundred pair of eyes 


The vain attack of ſleep defies 3 ; 


_ | Whowith an hundred pair of wings 


News from the fartheſt quarters brings, 
Secs, hcars, and tells, untold before, 


| All that ſhe knows, and ten times more. 
|” Notall the virtues which we find 


Concenter'd in a Hunter's mind, 


| Can make her ſpare the ranc'rous tale, 
Il in one point ſhe chance to fail; 
Or it, once in a thouſand years, 
IA perfect character appears, 5 
| Such as of late with joy and pride 


My foul poſſeſs'd, ere Arrow died; 
Or ſuch as, Envy muſt allow, 


now ; 
This hag, who aims at all alike, 


At virtues e'en like theirs will trike, 


| 


And make faults, in the way of trade, 
When fhe can't find themready made. 
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an things ſhe takes in, ſmall and great, 
Talks of a toy-// op and a ftate 3 ; 
Of Toits and , or ferits and lings, 
Of garters, lars, and .ca%ing-ſermgs 3 
Of old lors umb. in. for a claps 
And yung ones ſuil of pray'r and ap; 
Of courts, of ii, and tye-woigs, 
Of bears and jr, ants dancing Jigs 3 
Of grar'c fr at the bar 
Learning o on the guit tar, 
Whilſt ws are {14d ver in haſte, 
And Judęncnt fc d to Tate; 
Ot wiited fefnichres, lion ſleeves, 

And Cod ie made a den of thieves ; 
Of fun ral fu, where clumours hung, 
And fix d {race on ev ry tongue, 
Whilſt S.. .v: Order bluſli'd to ſee 
Acbles wit rout H umamty, 

Of cronati yt, nere ech heart, 
With honeft r2ptures, bore a part; 
Of City feaſt:, where Elegance 
Was proud her colaurs to advance, 
And Gluttony, uncommon caſr, 
Cou'd only get the ſecond place; 
Of neww-r..s i pillars in the fte, 
Who mutt be god 4s being greet 5 
Of /houldcr,, n which Honours lit 
Almoſt as clunifily as Nit; 

Of drugh'y-tr cute, whom titles pleaſe, - 
But not the p ent ot the fes; 
Of lectures, whither ev'ry fool 

In ſecond clildlasi goes to ſchool 3 
Of prey-bear/'s de if to Reaſor's call, 
From Inn of C. , or (.:ty Haw, 

Whom youthfu! :ppetites enflave, 

Wich one foot furiy in the grave, 

By help of cru-ch a needful brother, 
Learning of Hart to dance with t'other; 
Of debtors regularly bred 5 | 
To fill the manſions of the dead; _ 
"Of quacks (for quacks they muſt be ſtill = 
Who ſave when forms require to kill) 
Who life, and health, and vigour give 
To Him, not one would wiſh to live; 
Of artiſts who, with nobleſt view 

Diſintereſted plans purſue,  _ 

For trembling worth the ladder raiſe, 

And mark out the aſcent to praiſe 3 
Of Ats and Sciences, where meet 
Sublime, profound, and all compleat, 


A Set (whom at ſome fitter time 


The Muſe ſhall conſecrate in rime) 
Who humble Artiſts to out-do 
A far more ib ral plan purſue, ö 
And let their ve//-jadg'd Premiums fall 
On thoſe who have no worth at all; 
Of Aer ge Exhibitions, rais'd _ 
For laughter more than to be prais'd 
(Tho' by the way we cannot ſee | 
Why pruiſe and /aughter may*nt agree) 
Where genuine Humours runs to waſte, 
And juſtly chides cur want of taſte, 
 Cenſur'd, like other things, th o. 
\ Becauſe they are not underſtood. 
To higher ſubjects now She toars, 
And talks of politics and whores 
(If to your nice and chaſter ears 
That term indelicate appears, 
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Scripture politely ſhall refine, 


And malt it into concubine) 3 


In the ſame breath ſpreads Bourbon's /agues 
And publiſhes the grand intrigue ; 

In Brufe!s or our con Gazette 

Makes wmies fight which never met, 
And circulates the pox or plague 

'To London, by the way of Hague ; 

For ail the lies which there appear 
Stamp : wit' authority come here; 
Borruws as freely from the gabble 

Oft ſome ru ſe leader of a rablle, | 

Or from the quaint harangues of thoſe 
Wi. lead a nation by the noſe, 

As from thoſe fforms which, vnid of art, 
Burſt trom our 4oneft Patriot's heart, 
When Eloquence and Virtue (late 
Remmurk'4 to live in mutual hate) 

Fond of each other's friendſhip grown, 


| Claim ev'ry ſentence for their own ; 


And with an equal joy recites | 
Parade amours, and half-pay fights, 


[Pccrrm'd by heroes of fair weather, 


Merely by dint of lace and feather, 


As Hhaſe rare acts which Honour taught 


Qurda-.ng ſons where Granby fonght, 
Or thete which, with ſuperior ſkill, 


| Sackvilie atchiev'd by ftandirg fill. — 


This Hag (the curious if they pleaſe 
May fearch from earlleſt times to theſe. 
And Poets they will always fee, 

With gs and godaleſſi make free, 
Treating them all, except the Muſe, 
As ſcarcely fit to wipe their ſhoes) 


| Who had beheld, from firſt to laſt, 

I | How eur Triumvirate had paſs'd 
| Nizht's dreadful interval, and heard 
I Wich ſtrict attention every word, 
| Soon as ſhe ſaw return of light, 


On ſounding pinions took her flight. 
 Switt thro? the regions of the ſky, 
Above the reach of human eye, 
Onward ſhe drove the furious blaſt, 


_ And rapid as a whirlwind paſt 
IO'ber countries, once the ſeats of Tuſte, 
| By Time and Ignorance laid waſte ; 


O'er lands, where former ages faw 
| Reaſn and Truth the only law; 


| Where Ats and Arms, and Public Love 
In gen'rous emulation trove; 
| Where lings were proud of legal ſway, 
And ſubjects lap. 'y to obey, 

Thoꝰ now in flav'ry funk, and broke. 


Lo ſuſ erſtit ian's galling yoke ; | 
Of Aris, of Arms, no more they tell, 
Or Freedom, which with Science fell. 
By tyrants aw'd, who never find 


The paſſage to their people's mind, 


To whom the joy was never known 


| Of planting in their heart the throne, 


Far from all proſpect of relief, 


Their bours in fruitleſs pray'rs and grief, | 


For lots of bleſſings they employ, 


| Which We unthartfully enjoy. 


Now is the time (had we the will) 


r' amaze the reader with our ſkill, 
To pour out ſuch a flood of knowledge. 


A: might fuffice for a whole College, 
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Whilſt with a true poctit force 

We trac'd the Goddeſs in her courſe, 
Ftmwertly deſcribing, in our flight, 
Each common and uncommon fight, 
Making our journal gay and pleafant, 


With things long paſt, and things now preſent. 


Rivers—once Nymphs—(a transformation 
Is mighty pretty in relation) 
From great authorities we know, 
Will matter for a fel beſtow. 
To make the obſervation clear, 

We give our friends an inſtance here. 
The Day (that never is forgot) 

Was very fine, but very hot; 

The Nymph (another gen'ral rule) 

Enflam'd with heat, laid down to cool 
{ Her hair (we no exceptions find 
 Warw'd careleſs fleating in the wvind ; 

Her heaving breaſts, like ſummer ſcasy 
 Seem'd am'rous of the playful breeze z 
Should end Deſcription tune our lays 

In chriceft accents to her praiſe, 

_ Deſcription we at laſt ſhould find, 
Baffled and weak, would halt behind. 
Nature had form's her to inſpire. | 

In ev'ry boſom ſoft defire, | 
Paſſions to raiſe he could not feel, 

Would to infli# ſhe would not heal. 

A God (his name is no great matter, 

Perhaps a Jove, perhaps a Satyr) 
Raging with laßt, a godlike flame, 

By chance, as uſual, thither came ; 
With gloting eyes the fair-one view'd, 
Defir's her firſt, and then purſu'd. 
Sie (for what other can ſhe do?) 
Mluſt fiy—or how can He puriue ? 

The Muſe (fo cuſtom hath decreed) 
Nou proves her ſpirit by her ſpeed, 

Nor muſt one limping line diſgrace 
The life and vigour of the race. 


Int nus, Aub HE kuxs, till at length, : 


Quite deſtitute of breath and ſtrength, 
To Hearn (for there we all apply 

For help, when there's no other nigh) 
She offers up her virgin pray r, 
(Can virgins pray unpitied there? 


And when the God thinks he has caught her, | 


Slips thro” his hands, and runs to water, 
Becomes a ſtream, in which the Poet, 
If he has any wit, may ſhew it. 
A city once for pow'r renown'd, 
Now levell'd even to the ground, 
Beyond all doubt is a direction 
To introduce ſome ſine reflection. 
A, xviefulme ! Al, Tureful man ! 
A, woefu all] ds all we can! 
Who can on earthly things depend 
From one to t'other moment's end ? 
Honour, Wit, Genius, Wealth and Glory, 
Gocd lack! good lack ! are tranſitory ; 
Nothing is ſure and ſtable found, 
The very earth itſelf turns ound. 
Monarchs, nay Miniſters muſt die, 
Muſt rot, muſt fink—4h me ! ah why ! 
Cities themſelves in time decay, 
If cities thus. A, well-a-day ! 
If brick and mertar have an end, 
On what can fle and blood depend! 


— 


Ah, wieful me! Al, ae man 

A, wogful all ! do all wwe can? 
England (for tliat's at laſt the ſcene, 

Tho? worlds on worlds ſhould rite between, 

Whither we muſt our courſe purſue) 

England ſhould call into review 

Times long fince paſt indeed, but not 

By Engliſhmen to be forgot, 

Tho' England, ence fo dear to Fame, 

Sinks in Great Britain's dearcr name. 
Here could we mention chiefs of old, 

In plain and rugged honour bold, 

To Virtue kind, to Vice ſeverc, 

Strangers to bribery and fear, 

Who kept no wretched c/axs in awe, 


| Who never broke or vary d the law ; 

I Patriots, whom, in her better days, | 
| 0/4 Rome might have been proud to raiſe ; 
| Who, ſteady to their Country's claim, 


Boldly ſtood up in Freedom's name, 
Een to the teeth of Tyrant Pridcy, 


And when they could no more, THEY DIED. 


There (ftriking contraſt !) might we place 

A ſervile, mean, degen'rate race, 

Hirelings, who valued nought but gold, 

By the beſt bidder bought and ſold; 

Truants from Honour's ſacred laws, 

Betrayers of their Country's cauſe ; 

The dupes of party, tools of pow'r, 

Slaves to the minion f an h; 

Lacquies, who watch'd a fawourite's nod, 
took a puppet for their Cad. 


_ I Sincere and honeſt in our rimes, 
Ho might we praiſe theſe happier times 


How might the Muſe exalt her lays, 


Tell of a Prince in England born, 


Whoſe virtue's England's crown adorn ; 


In youth a pattern unto age, | 


So chaſte, ſo pious, and ſo ſage; 

Who truc to all thoſe ſicred bands 

Which private happineſs demands, 

Yet never lets them rite above 

The ſtronger ties of public love. | 
Wich conſcious pride ſee England ſtand, 
Our #oly Charter in her hand, 9 5 
She waves it round, and o'er the iſle 


| See Liberty and Cæurage ſmile. | 
No more ſhe mourns her treaſures hurl'd 


In ſubſidies to all the world; 


| No more by forcign threats diſmay'd, | 


No more deceiv'd with foreign aid, 
She deals out ſums to perry States, 
Whom Honour ſcorns, and Reaſon hates ; 
But, wiſer by experience grown, 5 


Finds fafety in herſelf alone. 


Whiltt thus, ſhe cries, my children ſtand, 


An honeſt, valiant, native band, 


A train'd Militia, brave and free, 
True totheir King, and true to Me, 
No foreign hirelings ſhall be known, 
No we hirelings of our ccun. 
Under a juſt and pious reign 


| | The Stateſman's ſophiſtry is vain ; 


Vain is each vile corrupt pretence, 


| Theſe are my natural defence ; | 


Their Faith I know, and they ſhall prove 


The bulwark of the King they love. 


e 
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Theſe, and 4 thouſand things beſide, 
Did we conſult 2 Poet's pride, 
Some gay, ſome ſerious, might be ſaid, 
But ten to one they d not be read; 
Or were they by ſome curious few, 
Not even thoſe would think them true. 
For, from the time that Jubal firſt 
Sweet dittics to the harp rehears'd, 
Peers have always been ſuſpected 
Of having truth in rime neglected, 
That Bard except, who from his youth 
_ Equally fam'd for faick and truth, 
By Prudence taught, in ceny chime 
To ccurtiy cars brought Truth in R.me. 
But tho? to Poets we allow, 
No matter when acquir'd or how, 
From Truth unbounded deviation, 
Which cuſtom calls Imagination, 
Yet can't they be ſuppos d to lye 
One half ſo faſt as Fame can ſly. 
Therefore (to ſolve the Gordian knot, 
A point we had almoſt forgot) | 
Io courteous readers be it known, 
That fond of verſe and falſhood grown, | 
Whilt we in ſweet digreſſion fung, 
Fame check'd her flight, and held her tongue, 
And now purſues with double force 
And double ſpeed her deſtin'd courſe ; 
Nor ſtops, till ſhe the place arrives 
Where Genius ſtarves, and Dullneſs thrives 3 . 
Where riches virtue are eſteem d. 
And eraft is trueſt wiſdom deem' d; 
Where Commerce proudly rears ber throne 
In ſtate to other lands unknoẽo n; 
Where to be cheated, and to cheat, 


Strangers from ev'ry quarter meet; 
Where Chriſtians, Jews, and Turks ſhake hands, 


United in cs bands, | 
All of one faith, and that, to own 
No God but Intereſt alone. | 
When gods and goddeſſes come down 
To look about them here in town, 

For change of air is underſtood 
y ſons of Phyſic to be good, 

In due proportion now and then 
For theſe ſame gods as well as men) 
 Bycuttom rul'd, and not a Poet 

So very dull, but he muſt know it, 

In order to remain incog. 

They always travel in a fog. 
For if we Majeſty expoſe 5 
Io vulgar eyes, too cheap it grows; 
The force is loſt, and free from awe, 
We py and cenſure ew ry flaw. | 
But well preſerv'd from public view, 
It always breaks forth freſh and new; 
Fierce as the Sun in all his pride, | 
It ſhines, and not a ſpot's deſcried. 
Was Jove tolay his thunder by, 
And with his brethren of the ſky 
Defcend to earth, and friſk about, 
Like chattering NV, from rout to rout, 
He would be found, with all his hoſt, 
A nine days wonder at the moſt. 
Would we in trim our honours wear, 

We muſt preſerve them from the aur; 
What is Emir, men negle&, 

— worthy of reſpect. 
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Did they not find a certain friend 

In nove/ty to recommend, 

(Such we by ſad experience find 

'The wretched folly of mankind) 

Venus might unattractive ſhine, 

And H*** fix noeyes but mine. — 
But Fame, who never car'd a jot 


Whether ſhe was admir d or not, 
And never bluſh'd to ſhe her face 


At any time in any place, 

In her own ſhape, without diſgniſe, 
And viſible to mortal eyes, 

On Change, exact at ſeven o'clock, 
Alighted on the weather -coct, 


| Which, planted there timeout of mind, 
| To note the changes of the wind, | 


Might no improper emblem be 
Of her own mutabili 
Thrice did ie ſound her Tramp (the ſame 


I ͤWhich from the firſt belong'd to Fame, 
An old ill-favoaur'd inſtrument | 
| With which the goddeſs was content, 


Tho' under a feliter race, 


Bag pipes might well ſupply its place) 
And thrice awaken'd by the ſound, 


A gen' ral din prevail'd around, 


Confuſion thro? the City paſt, 


And Fear beſtrode the Aadtel blaſt. 


Thoſe fragrant Currents, which we meet 


| Diſtilling ſoft thro? ev'ry ſtreet, 
Afrighted from the uſual courſe, 


Ran murm'ring upwards to their ſource ; 


© | Srarues wept tears of blood, as faſt 


As when a Cæſar breath'd his laſt; 
Horſes, which always us d to go 

A foor-pace in my Lord Mayor's Slew, 
Impetuous from their ſtable broke, 
And Aldermen and Oxen ſpoke. 
Halls felt the force, t52v'rs ſhook around, 
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And ſteeples nodded to the ground, 


St. Paul himſelf (ſtrange fight !) was ſ-en 
To bow as humbly as the Dean. | 
The Manſi:n-Heuſe, for ever plac'd 

A monument of Ciry Taſte, | 
Trembled, and ſeem'd aloud to groan 


| Thro' all that hideous weight of ſtone. 


To ſtill the ſound, or ſtop her cars, 
Remove the cauſe or ſenſe of fears, 
Phyſic, in college ſeated high, 

Would any thing but med cine try. 
No more in Pewt'rers-Hall * was haves N 
The proper force of ev ry word; | 


Thoſe ſeats were deſolate — 


A hapleſs Elocution dumb. 


| Form, Ci -born, and City-bred, 


By ſtrict decorum ever led, | : 
Who threeſcore years had known the grace 


loft one, dull, fliff, unvaried pace, 


Terror prevailing over Pride, 


Was ſeen to take a larger ſtride ; 


Worn to the bone, and cloath'd in rage, 
See Av' rice cloſer hug his bags; 


With her own weight unwieldy grown, 
See Credit totter on her throne ; 


, 


* Where Mr. Sheridan, at this period, read Lec- 


} tures on Elocution. 
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Virrue alone, nad ſhe been there, 
The mighty ſound, unmov'd, could bear. 
Up from the gorgeous bed, where Fate 
Dooms annual tools to ſleep in ſtate, 
To ſleep fo found that not one gleam 
Of fancy can provoke a dream, 
Great Dullman ſtarted at the ſound, 
Gap'd, rubb'd his eyes, and ftar'd around. 
Much did he with to know, much fear 
Whence ſounds fo horrid ſtruck his ear, 
Jo much un! ke thoſe peaceful notes, 
That equal harmony which floats 
On the dull wing of City air, 

Grave prelude to a feaſt or fair: 

Much did he inly ruminate 
Concerning the decrers of Fate, 
Kevolving, tho? to little end, 

What this ſame trumpet might portend. 

Could the French—1.—that could not be 

Under Bute's a#;we miniſtry, 
T2 teatcliful to be ſo deceiv'ds 
Have ftolen hither unperceiv'd ? 
To Newfoundland, indeed, we know, 
Fleets of war unabſere d may go; 
Or, if obſerv'd, may be ſuppos d, 
At intervals when Reaſon doz d, 
Noother point in view to bear 
But pleaſure, health, and change of ir. 
But Reaſon ne er could ſleep fo found 


Io let an enemy be found 


In our Land's heart, ere it was known 
They had departed from their own. 
Or could his ſucceſor (ambition 
Is ever haunted with ſuſpicion) 
is daring ſucceſſor elect, 
1 All cuſtoms, rules, and forms . 
And aim, regardleſs of the crime, 
To ſeize the chair before his time? 
Or (deeming this the lucky hour, 
Seeing his countrymen in pow'ry 
Tue countrymen, who, from the firſt, 
In tumults and rebellion nurs d, 
How'er they wear the maſk of art, 
till love a Stuart in their heart). : 
Could Scottiſh — 


| That ——_ Ignis Fatuus, 

Led his poor brains a weary dance 

From France to England, hence to France, 
Till Information (in the ſhape 

Of Chaplain learned, good Sir Crape, 

A lazy, lounging, pamper'd prieſt, 

Well known atev'ry City feaſt, 
For he was ſeen much oft'ner there 

Than inthe Houſe of God at Pray'r ; 
Who always ready in his place, 

Ne'er let God's creatures wait for grace, 

'Tho?, as the beſt hiſtorians write, 

Leſs fam'd for Faith than Appetite, 

His diſpoſition to reveal, 

The grace was ſhort, and long the meal ; 

Who always would exceſs admit, 

If Hauuncſ or Turtle came with it, 

And ne'erengag'd in the defence 

Of ſelf-denying abſtinence, 

When he could fortunately meet 

With any ching he lik'd to eat; 


| ConjeBure thus . 


| Who knew that Wine, on Scripture plans 
Was made to chear the heart of man; 
Knew too, by long experience taught, 
That chearfulneſs wis kill'd by thought; 5 
And from thoſe premiſes collected, 
(Which few perhaps would have ſuſpected) 
That none, who with due ſhare of ſenſe 

| Obſerv'd the ways of Providence, 

| Could with ſ1fe conſcience leave off drinking, 
"Till they had loſt the pow'r of thinking; 
Wich eyes half-clos'd came æva ng ing 
And, having ftrok'd his double %u, | 
(That c/in, whole credit to mantain 


| Againſt the ſcoffs of the profane, 


| Hail coft him more than ever State 
Pa'd for a jour Electorate, 
hich after all the coſt ard rout 


| It Had been better much without) 
| Br efly, (1 for breatfaſ}, you muſt knows 


Was waiting all the while below) 
Related, bowing to the ground, 
| The cauſe of that uncommon ſound 


| Related too, that at the door, 
Pompoſo, Plauſible, and Moore“, 


Begg d that Fame might not be allow d 


Their ſhame to publiſn to the crowd 3 _ 


That ſome new laws he would provide, | 
(If old could not be miſapplicd, 
Wich as much eaſe and ſafety there, 


| As they are mĩſapplied clſexvkere) 


By wvh ch it might be conſtrued treaſon 
In Man to exerciſe his reaſon ; 

Wiick might ingenucnſly deviſe 

One puniſhment for truch and lies ; 


And fairly prove, when they had cone, | 


That Truth and Falſhood were but one; 
Wick juries muſt indeed retain, 


| But their effect ſhould render vain, = 


Making all real pow'r to reſt 


In one corrupted rotten breaſt, 


| By wh-fe falſe g/oſs the very Bible 


Might be interpreted a /ibel. 

Moore, (who, his rev'rence to ſave, 
Pleaded the Fool to ſcreen the Knave, 
Tho' all, who witneſs'd on his part, 


| Sworefor his Acad againſt his heart) 


Had taken down, from firſt to laſt, 


14 juſt account of all that paſt; 


But, ſince the gracious will ef Fate, 
Who mark'd the child for wealth and * 
E' en inthe cradle, had decreed 


| The mig/ty Dullman ne'er ſhould read, 
I That office of diſgrace two-bear 
The ſmoeth-lipp'd Plauſible was there. 


From HR, een to Clerkenwell 


| Who knows not fmecth-lipp'd Plauſible ? 


A preacher deem'd of greateſt note, 
For preaching that which others wrote. 
Had Dullman now (and fools we ſee 


| Seldom want curioſity) 
Conſented (but the 
Of Gaſcoyne ſ haſten d to „ 4 44, 


And in his hand, what could he more? 
| Triumphant Canning's picture bore) 


the Cock- Lane Ghoſt i 


Sir Criſp Gaſcoyne. 


* Clergyman, who unluckily involved ndr iy 
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That cur three heroes ſhould advance, 
And read their comical romance, 

How rich a feaſt, what royal fare 

We for our readers might prepare 

So rich, and yet fo ſafe a feaſt, 

That no one foreign k:iatart beaſt, 
Within the purlieus of the /aw 
Shou'd dare thereon to lay bis paw, 
And, growling, cry, with ſurly tone, 
| Keep off—this feaſt is all my own. 

| Bending to the downcaſt eye 
Or planting it againſt the ſky, 

As one immers'd in deepeſt thought, 
Or with ſome holy viſion caught, 
His hands to aid the traĩtor's art, 
Devoutly folded o'er his heart, 


Here Moore, in fraud well ſkill'd, ſhould g0, 


Al Saint, with ſolemn ſtep and flow. 

O that Religion's ſacred name, 
Meant to inſpire the pureſt flame 

A proſtitute ſhould ever be 
To that arch fiend Hypocriſy, 

Where we find ev'ry other vice | 
Crown'd with damn'd ſneaki cowardice ! 
Bold fin reclaim'd is often 
| Paſt hope that man, Tho dares „ 

There full of fig, and full of grace, 

With that fine round unmeaning face | 
Which Nature gives to ſons Fran 
Whom ſhe deſigns for caſe and mirth, 
Should the prin Plauſible be ſeen, 
Obſerve his ſtiff affected mien; 
Gainſt Nature, arm'd by Gravity, | 


His features too in buckle ſee; 


See with what ſanctity he reads, 
With what Devotion tells his beads ! 
Now Prophet, ſhew me, by thine art, 
What's the Religion of his heart; | 

| Shew ere, if truth thou can'ſt unfold, 
Religion center's all in gold: ED 


Shew him, nor fear correctic n's rod, 


As falſe to friend/hip, as to Cod. 
Horrid, WUNTU., eldy, Toithout form, 
| Jawage, as ocean in a ſtorm, 
2 in the rear, 
| That poſt of horcur, ſhould appear 
Pompolo; Fame around ſhould tell 
How he a ſlave to int'reſt fell; 
How, for integrity renown'd, 
Which bookſellers have often found, 
He for ſubſcribers baits his hook, | 
And their caſh—but where's the book ? 
No matter where iſe fear, we — 
Forbids the robbing of a foe; | 
But what, to ſerve our private ends, 

| Forbids the cheating of our friends? 
No man alive, who would not ſwear 
Ar . and therefore honeſt there. 
For ſpite of all the learned fay, 
* 4— truth attention pay, 

N e word Di/honeſty is meant 

or nothing elſe but puniſiment. 

Fame too ſhould * heed the . 
Of rogues, who brother rogues abet, 
Nor tremble at the terrors hung 
Aloft, to make her hold her tongues 
How to all principles untrue, 

Not fix d to ad friends, nor to new, 

— VII. 5 


He dimns the penſion which he takes, 
And loves the Stuart he forſakes. 
Nature (who juſtly regular 

Is very ſel dom known to err, 


| But now and then in ſportive mood), 


As ſme rude wits have underſtood, 
Or through mc xu required in Laftey 
Is with a rom ſtroke diſgrac ay 
Pompoſo, form'd on daubſful plan, 
Not quite a H, nor quite a man, 


Liked inovs wwhat—for never yet 


Could the moſt ſubtle human wit 


| Find out a monſter, which might be 
The ſhadow of a fimile. 


Tres: THREE, THESE CREAT, THESE 


Nor can tlie Poet's truth agree, [MI CHTY THRES, 


Howe'er report hath done him wrong, 


And warp'd the purpoſe of his ſong, 


Amongit the refuſe of their race, 


The ſons of infamy, to place 


That open, gen 'rous, manly mind 

Which we with joy in Aldrich find. 
Theſe Three, who now are faiatly ſhewn, 
Juſt ftretcl”d, and ſcarcely to be known, 


If Dullman their requeſt had heard, 


In ſtronger colours had appear d; 

And friends, tho' partial at firſt view, 

Sludd'ring, had own'ld the picture true. 
But had their journal been diſplay d, 


| | And the whole proceſs open laid, 


What a vaſ: unexhauſted field > 
For mirth muſt ſuch a Journal yield! 
In her own anger ſtrongly charm'd, 


|*Gainſt hope, *gainſt fear, by conſcience ama, | 


Then had bold Satire made her way, 
Knights, Lords, and Dukes, her deſtin'd prey. 
But Prudence, ever ſacred name | 

To thoſe who feel not Virtue's _ 


Or only feel it at the beſt 


As the dull dupe of intereſt, 
Whiſper'd aloud (for this we find 


| A cuſtom current with mankind, = 


So loud to whiſper, that each word 


- | Mayall around be plainly heard, 


And Prudence ſure would never miſs 

A cuſtom ſo contriv'd as this 

Her candour to ſecure, yet aim 

Sure death againſt another's fame) 

Knights, Lords, and Dukes—mad an, beben, 
Dangers unthought of ambuſh there; | 


_ | Confine thy rage to weaker ſlaves, 


Laugh at ſmall fco/s, and laſh ſma!l naue, | 
But never, helfleſs, mean, and Por, 755 
Ruſh on, where laws cannot ſecure; 

Nor think thyſelf, miſtaken youth, 


Secure in prineiples of truth. 


| Truth Why, ſhall ev'ry wretch of lunes 


Dare to ſpeak tut againſt his &cters / 

Let ragged Virtue ſtand aloof, 

Nor mutter accents of reproof ; 

Let ragged Wit a mute become, 

When wealth and pow'r would have her dumb. 
For who the devil doth not know, 8 
That titles and eſtates beſtow 


An ample ſtock, where'er they fall, 


Of graces which we mental call ? 
Beggars, in ev'ry age and nation, 


| Are rogues and 2 ſuation; 


» - 
” 
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The rich and great are underſtood 

To be of courſe boch wiſe and good. 
Conſul: then int*reſt more than pride, 
Diſcreetly take the ſtronger fide 3 
Deſert in time the ſimple few, 

Who Virtuc's barren path purſue ; 
Adopt my maxims—toilow we 
To Baal bow the prudent knee; 


Deny thy God, betray thy friend, 


At Baal's altars hourly bend 


So ſhalt thou rich and great be ſeen ; 


To be great 177, you muſt be mean. 
Hence, Tempter, to ſome weaker ſou! , 


Which fear and intereſt controul ; 


{x 


Vainly thy precepts are addreſs d, 
Where Virtue ſteels the ſteady breaſt. 
Thro' meanneſs wade to boaſted pow'r, 


Tho guilt repeated ev'ry hour 


What is thy gain, when all is done, 
What mighty laurels haſt thou won ? 


Dull crowds, to whom the heart's unknown, 


Praiſe thee for virtues not thy own ; 


But will, at once man's ſcourge and friend, 
 Impartial Conſcience too commend ? 
From her reproaches can'ſt thou fly? 


_- Known to thyſelf to be _— 


Can't thou with worlds her ſilence buy 
Believe it not—her ftings ſhall find 

A paſſage to thy coward mind. 

There ſhall ſhe kin her ſharpeſt dart, 


There ſhew thee truly, as thou art, 


Unknown to thoſe by wwhem theu'rt priz'd 3 5 


The man who weds 


ſacred Muſe, 


Diiſdains all mercenary views, 


And he who Virtue's throne would rears. 


| Laughs at the phantoms rais'd by fear. 
Tho' Fell * rob'd in purple, ſhines, 


Tho' Pice exhauſts Peruvian mines, 


Yet ſhall they tremble, and turn pale, 


When Satire wields her mighty flail ; 


Or ſhould they, of rebuke afraid, 


With Melcombe ſeek hell's deepeſt ſhade, 


Satire, {ill mindful of her aim, 


Shall bring the cowards back to ſhame. 
Hated by many, lov'd by few, 


Above each little private view, 


Honeſt, tho poor, (and who ſhall dare 
To diſappoint my boaſting there ?) 


Hardy and reſolute, tho' _ | 


The dictates of my heart to ſpeak, 


Willing I bend at Satire's throne ; 


| What pow'r I have, be all her own. 


Nor ſhall yon” /azvyer”s ſpecious art, 
Conſcious of a corrupted heart, | 
Create imaginary fear, 


To damp us in our bold career. | 
Why ſhould we fear? and what? The laws? 


They all are arm'd in Virtue's cauſe ; 


And aĩming at the ſelf-ſame end, 


Satire is always Virtue's friend: 


| Nor ſhall that Muſe, whoſe honeſt rages | 


In a corrupt degen rate age, 


( VMhen dead to ev'ry nicer ſenſe, 


Deep funk in vice and indolence, 
The ſpirit of old Rome was = BY 
Beneath the tyrant fiddler's yoke) 
Baniſh'd the roſe from Nero's cheek, 
Under a — fear to you 


Drawn by Conceit from Reaſon's plan, 

How vain is that four creature, Man! 

| How pleas'd is ev'ry paltry elf 

To prate about that thing himſclf! 

After my promiſe made in rime, 

And meant in earneſt at that time, 

To jog, according to the mode, 

In onedull pace, in one dull road, 

What but that curſe of heart and hewt 

To this digreſſion could have led, 

Where plung'd, in vain 1 look about, 

And can't ſtay in, vor well get out. 
Could I, whilſt Humour held the quill. 

Could I digrejs with half that ſcill, 


Could I with half that ſkill return, 


Which we ſo much admire in Sterne; 
Where each digreſſi:r ſeeming vain, 
And only fit to entertain, | 

Is found on better recollection, 


| | To have a juſt and nice connection, 
| To help the whole with wond'rous art 


Whence it ſeems idly to deparc z $ 
Then ſhould our readers ne'er accuſe 
Theſe wild excurtions of the Muſe, 


| Ne'er backward turn dull pages o'er 
To recolle& what went before ; 


Deeply impreſs'd, and ever new, 


| Each image paſt ſhould ſtart to views 
| And we to Dullman now come in, 


As it we ne'er had abſent been. ON 
Have you not ſeen, when danger” $ near, 


The coward cheek turn cute with fear? 
| Have you not ſeen, when danger's fled, 
The ſelf- ſame cheek with joy turn red? 


Theſe are low ſymptoms which we find 
Fie only for a vulgar mind, 

Where honeſt features, void of art, 
Betray the feelings of the heart: 

Our Dullman with a face was bleſg'd 


| Where no one paſſion was expreſs'd ; 


His eye, in a fine ſtu por caught, 


| Imply'd a plenteous lack of thought ; 3 
Nor was one line that whole fice ſeen in, 


Which could be juſtly charg' d with — 
To Avarice by birth ally'd, | 


| Debauch'd by marriage into pride, 


In age grown fond of youthful ſports, 
Of pomps, of vanities, and courts, 


I And by ſucceſs too mighty made 


To love his country as his trade, 


Stiff in opinion (no rare caſe 


With bluckheads in or out of place} 
Too weak, and inſolent of foul, 

To ſufter Reaſon's juſt controul, 
22 of his own accord, 
0 trim tra f » M Lord; 5 

The dupe of ph 2 - Say | 
Whom God in Twrath contriv'd to place, 


| ky ſcourge our crimes, and gall our pride, 


A conſtant thorn in England's fide ; 
Whom firſt, our greatneſs to oppoſe, 


8 He in his vengeance mark d for foes; 
Then, more to ſerve his wra ends, 


And more ta curſe us, mark d for friends) 
| Deep in the State, if we give credit 
To him, for no one elle Cer ſaid it; 3 
Sworn friends of great ones not a few, 


ie WRT 1 1 


r nl 


mW 


CHURCHILL'S POEMS. 43 


And thoſe (abich envious of his breeding 
Boyvk-2e-rms have charg'd to want of reading) 
Merely to ſhew himſelf polite, 
He never would pronounce aright ; 
An Orat:r with whom a hoſt 
Of thoſe which Rome and Athens boaſt, 
In all their pride might not contend 3 
Who, with no pow'rs to recommend, 
Whilit Jackey Hume, and Billy Whitehead, 
And Dickey Clover ſat delightcd, 

Could ſoverk whole days in Nature's ſpite, 
Juſt as thoſe able Verſe-men write, 
Great Pullman from his bed aroſe 
"Thrice did he fpit—thrice wip'd his noſe— - 


Thrice ſtrove to ſmile—thrice ſtrove to frown— 
And thrice look'd up-and thrice loo d down— 


Then filence broke—C::pe, who am I? 
Crape bow'd, and imil'd an arch reply. 
am I not, Crape—l am, you know, 
Above all thoſc who are below. | 
Have I not knowledge? and for wit, 
Money will always purchaſe it; 
Nor, if it needful ſhould be found, 
Will I grudge ten, or twenty pound, EY 
For which the whole ſtock may be bought 
Of can are! wits not worth a groat. 
But leſt I inould proceed too far, 
III feel my tri-nd the Ainiſter, 
(Great men, Crape, muſt not be neglected). 
How he in this point is affected; 
For, as I ſtand a magiſtrate, 
To ſerve him firſt, and next the State. 
| Perhaps he may not think it fit 
TE To let 4is magiſtrates have wit. 
| Boaſt I not, at this very hour, | 
| Thoſe large effects which troop with pow'r ? 
Am I not mighty in the land? 
Do not I fit, whilſt others ſtand ? 
Am I not with rich garments grac'd, 
In feat of honour always plac'd ? 
And do not Cits of chief degree, 
Thoꝰ proud to others, bend to me? 
Have I not, as a Juſtice ought, 
The laws ſuch wholeſome rigour taught, 
That Fernication, in diſgrace, | 
Is now afraid to ſhew her face, | 
And not one whore theſe walls approaches, 
Unleſs they ride in our own coaches? 
And ſhall this Fame, an old poor ſtrumpet, 
Without our licence ſound her trumpet, 
And, envious of our City's quiet, 
In broad day-light blow up ariot ? 
If inſolence like this we bear, 
Where is our ſtate ? our office where ? 
Farecuell all honours of our reign, 
 Farewcl! the neck -enrehling Chain, 
Freedom's nun badge oer all the globe, | 
Farewell the ſolemn-/preading Robe, 
_ Farevell the Sword—farezell the Mace, 
Farexvell all Title, Pomp, and Place. 
 Remov'd from men of high degree, 
(A loſs to them, Crape, not to me) 
 Baniſh'd to Chippenham, or to Frome, 
Dullman once more ſhall ply the Loom. 
Crape, lifting up his hands and eyes, 
 Dullman—the £oom—at Chippenham—crics, 
If there be Pow'rs which greatneſs love, 
Which rule below, but doi above, 


Thoſe Pow rs united all ſhal! join 


To contradict the rath deſign. 


Sooner ſhall ſtubborn Will lay down 
His oppoſition with his gator, 

Sooner ſhall Temple leave the road 
Which leads to Virtue's mcan abode, 
Sooner ſhall Scots this country quit, 
And England's foes be friends to Pitt, 


| Than Dullman from his grandeur thrown, 


Shall wander out- caſt, and unknown, 
Sure as that cane (a cane there ftuod * 
Near to a table, made of <v2d, 


Of ry fine vood 2 table made, 
By fora: rare artift in the tride, 


V/to had enjoy d immortal praiſe 


Ir he A lie'd in Homer's days) 


Sure as that caue, WHICH cnce was ſeen, 
In prideof lite u freſh and green, 
The banks of I: men 1 to adorn ; 5 

Ju, of itz leaty honours ſhorn, 
According to exacteſt rule, 
We. faſhion'd Ly the werk man's tool, 


| And which at preſeat we behold 


Cyr fy poll 11 "Us crown'd with gold, 


With geld evz/-corcaght 3 fue as that cane 


Shall never on its nuive plan 


Strike root afreſh, ſha!l never more 


Flouriſh in tawny India's Rn 


So Sure hall Dulimian aud bis race 
To lateſt times this Fation grace. 


Dullman, who all this while had kept 
His eye-lids clos'd as if he flept, 


5 ; | Now looking ftedfaſtly on Crape, 
As at ſome God in human ſhape— 


Crape, I proteſt, you ſeem to me 


To have diſcharged a prophecy ; 


Yes—from the firſt it doth appear, 8 


| Planted by Fate, the Dullmans kere 
Have always held a quiet reign, 
And /ere ſhall to the laſt remain. 


Crape, they're all wrong about this CA. 
Quite on the wrong fide of the poſt— 


| Bluckkeads, to take it in their head 
To be a meſſige from the dead, 
| For that by »/72n they deſign, 


A word not half ſo good as mine, 


| | Crape—here it is—ftart not one doubt— 
| Aplit—a plot—T've found it out. 


O God !—cries Crape, how bleſt the nation, 
Where one ſon boaſts ſuch penetration 
Crape, I've not time to tell you now 


| ken I diſcover'd this, or how ; 


To Stentor go—if he's not there, 
His place let Bully Norton bear 
Our Citizens to council call _ 
Let all meet—'tis the cauſe of all. 
Let the three witneſſes attend 
. allegations to befriend, 
To ſwear juſt ſo much, and no more, 
As we inſtruct them in ; e | PITT . 
Stay Crape — come bac k— what, don't you ſes 


Th' effects of this diſcovery ? 


Dullman all care and tail e: -— TIEN F 
The profit, Crape, will all be 5g. 


LA Mitre (for, this arduous taſk 


Perform'd, they'll grant what'er I aſk) 


A Mire (and perhaps the bet) 


na chro' my inter: r make thee bleſt. 


44  CHURCHILL'S POEMS. 


And at this time, ven poies Fate 
Dooms to the & the reins of State, 
Who is more fit {and for your uſe 

We could fome inſtances produce) 

Of England's Church to be the Head, 
Than you, a Pr. /oyterian bred ? : 
But when thus mighty you are made, 
Unlike the brethren of thy trade, 
Be grateful, Crape, and let me not, 


Like old Newcaſtle, be forgot. 


But auff ür, Crape, of this ſize 
Will rom Conduct vaſt ſupplies; 

It mit not, 2s the vulgar ſay, 

Be dui. a ger-ugger way. 
Trait. indeed (and that's dif: ree*) 
Who 1zrch the plot, in private meet; 
Ther thould in public go, m d ubt, 
Whoſe bumneſs is o find it ou:. 
| OO the day appear 
or Likely to turn Air and clear 
_ Prociaim a gre.” reccſſianade— 


Ee all the Cit, »omp C:{play'd, 


Let the Trair-Co:/—U: we ſhook his head— | 


They he the trumpe: and were fled—— 


W 3 s the Knight—if that's the caſe, 


A an. Call ſupply their place 

| My fs mts — mine alanc no more 

I han what ry ſervants did before 

Doſt not i dinber, Crape, that day, 
When, Dullman's grandeur to ** 

As all too ſimple, and tov low. 

Our City friends were thruſt below, 

Wdhilſt, as more worthy of our love, 
Courtiers were entertain'd above? 

Tell me, who waited then? and how ? 

Y ſervants ine and why not now ? 
In haſte then, Crape, to Stentor go— 

 Butſend up Hart, who waits below; 

With him, till you return again, 

(Reach me my /peFacles and cane) 

I'll make a proof how I advance in 

My new accompliſhment of dancing. 
Not quite ſo faſt as lightning flies, 

Wing'd with red anger, thro” the ſæies; 

Not quite fo faſt as, ſent by Jove, 

Iris deſcends on wings of Love 

Not quite ſo faſt as Terror rides, 

When he the chafing winds beſtrides; 

Crape hobbled but his mind was good— 

Cou'd he go faſter than he cou'd? _ 


Near to that Tour, which, a we're told I 


The mighty Julius rais'd of old, 

Where to the block by Juſtice led, 

The rebel Scot hath often bled, 

Where arms are kept fo * fo bright, | 
 *Twere fin they ſhould be ſoil'd in — 5 
Where brutes of foreign race are ſhewn 

By brutes much greater of our own 3 


._ Faſt by the crowded Thames, is found 


An ample ſquare of ſacred ground, 
Where artleſs Eloquence preſides, 
And Nature ev'ry ſentence guides. 
Here Female Pa-l:aments debate 
About Religion, Trade, and State; 
Here ev'ry Naiad's patriots ſoul, 
Diſdaining foreign baſe controul, 
Deſpifing French, deipiting Erne, 
N forth the __ old 5 5 cults, 


And bears aloft, with terrors hung, 


The honours of the vulgar tongue. 


Here Stentor, always heard with awe, 


In thund' ring accents deals out law. 


Twelve furlongs off each dreadful word 


_ | Was plainly and diſtinctly heard, 


And ev ry neighbour hill around | 
Return'd and fwell'd the mighty ſound. 
The loudeſt Virgin of the ſtream, | 
Compar d with kim, would filent ſeem; 
— (who enrag'd to find his courſe 
Ils down with double force, 
— the Bridge indignant roars, 
And laſhes the reſounding ſhores) 
 Compar'd with iim, at loweſt tide, 
In (feſt whiſpers ſeems to glide. 
Hither directed by the noiſe, 
Swe!l'd with the hope of future joys, 
Thro' too much zeal and haſte made lame, 
The rev' rend ſlave of Dullman came. | 
Stentor—With ſuch a ſerious air, 


Wich ſuch a face of ſalemn care, 

| As might 1 import him to contain 

| A ration's weltare in his brain 

| Stentor—cries Crape—T'm hither ſent 


On v uſineſs of moſt high intent, 

Great Dullman's orders to convey 3 

| Dullman commands, and I obey. 

Big with thoſe throes which patriots feel, 
And lab'ring for the common weal, 


1 freer wich Roadie dna, 


' Tumbles and tefſes in his breaſt, 


| Jumbles and ecſſes to get free; 


And thus the chief commands by we 


To-morrow, if the day appear 
| Likely to turn out fair and elear— 


 Proclaim a grand Preceffionade— - 


Be all the City pomp diſplay'd— 
Our Citizens to council call— 


1 14. 2 


* or THE runs noox. 


BOOK Iv. 


NOXCOMBS, who vainly make 3 
To ſomething of exalted ſenſe 


| *Bove other men, and, gravely wiſe, 
Affect thoſe pleaſures to deſpiſe, 

Which, merely to the eye cunfin . Pp 7” 
I Bring no improvement to the mind, 
| Rail at all pomp: They would not go 
For millions to a Jar 


Nor can forgive mighty crime 
Of countenancing fantomime 3 


No, not at Covent-Garden, where, 


| Without a head for play or play'r. 
Or, could a head * found moſt fit, 


Without one play'r to ſecond it, 
They muſt, obeying Fey's call, 


| Thrive by mere ſhow, or not at all. 


With theſe grave fops, who (bleſs their brains) 


Mott cruel to Oy take pains 
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For wretchedneſs, and would be thought 

Much wiſer than a wiſe man ought 

For his own happineſs to be; 

Who, what they hear, and what they ſee, 
And what they ſmell, and taſte, and feel, 
Diſtruſt, till Reaſon, ſets her ſcal, | 
And, by long trains of conſ-quences 
Enſur”!, gives ſmction to thc Jenſes 3 3 
Who + ould not, Heav'n forbid it ! waſte 
One hour in what the world calls iafte, 

Nor fondly deign to laugh or cry, 

Unleſs they know tome reaſon why ; | 

With theſe grav. tops, whoſe ſyſtem ſeems 

0 give up certainty for dreams, | 
The ye of Man is underſtood 

As for no other purpoſe good 

Than as a door, :hro' which of courſe 

Their paſſage crouding objects force, 

A downright uſher, to admit 

Ne- comers to the court of Mit, 

(Good Gravity, forbear thy ſpleen, 

When I ſay Pi, I dem mean) 

Where (ſuc!1 the pi actice of the Court, 

Which legal prececerts ſupport) 

Not one idea i is allow'd 

To paſs unqueſtion'd in the crowd, 

But ere it can obtain the grace 

Of holding in the brain a place, 

Before the Chief in congregation 

Muſt ſtand a ſtri :xcamination. 


Not f:ich as , who Phyſic WY OD 


Full fraugiit with azath, from ev'ry curl; 
Who prove, with ail becoming ſtate, 
Their voice to be th voice of Fate 

Prepat d with Eſſence, Drop, and Pill, 

To be ancther Ward, or Hill, ö; 
Befor ty can obtain their ends, 
To fign death-warcants for their friends, 
 Andtalen:s vaſt as the.r's empioy, 

| Secundem artem to dcftroy, | 

Mutt paſs (or laws their rage reſtrain) 


Before the Chiers of Wurtole-Lane. 


Thrice happy Lone, where uncontroul'd 

In pew'r and /ethargy grown old, 

Moft fit to take, in this bleſt land, | 
The reins which fell from Wyndham' s hand, 
Her lawful throne great Dullneſs rears, 
Still more herſelf as more in years; 
Where ſhe (and who ſhall dare deny 
Her right, when Reeves and | Chauncy's by) 
Calling to mind, in ancient time, | 
One Garth who err'd in wit and rime, 


| Ordains from henceforth to admit 


None of the rebel Sons of Wit, 

And makes it her peculiar care 

That Schomberg never ſhall be there. 
Not ſuch as tie, whom Folly trains 
Io letters, tho' unbleſs'd with brains ; * 
Who deſtitute of pow'r and will | 
To learn, are kept to learning ſtill; 
Whoſe heads, when other methods fail, 
Receive inſtruction from the tail, 
Becauſe their ſires, a common caſe 
Which brings the children to diſgrace, 
Imagine it a certain rule, 

They never could beget a fool, 

Muſt paſs, or muſt compu: for, ere 
The Chaplain, full of beef and pray'r, 


1 


Will give his reverend permit, 
Announcing them for Orders fit, 
So that the Prelate (what's a name? 
All Prelites now are much the ſame) 


May with a conſcience fate and quiet, 


Wich holy hands lay on that fr, 


Which doth all f:culties diſpenſe, 


Ali. tune; uy ati, ' faith ell ſenſe 
{ Makes Madan quite a faint appear, 
And makes an oracle of Cheere. 

Not ſuch as in that folemn ſeat, 
Where the Nine Lai'es hold retreat, 
The Ladies Nire, ho, as we're told, 
Scorning thoſe haunts they lov'd of old, 
The banks of Iſis now prefer, | 
Nor will one hour from Oxford ftir, 

Are held for form; which BaldAm's afs 
As well as Balaam's felf might paſs, 
And with his matter take degrees, 


Could he contrive to pay the fees. 


1 


Men of ſound parts, who, deeply ey 
O' erload the ſtorehouſe of the hend 
Wich furniture they nc'er can uſe, 
Cannot forgive our rambling Muſe 
This wild excurſion 3 cannot tee 
Why Piyfic and Diviricy, 

To tlie ſurprize of all beholders, | 
Are lugg'd in by the head and ſhoulders ; ; 
Or how, in any point of view, 

Oxford hath any thing to do; 

But men of nice and ſubtle learning, 
Remarkable for quick diſcerning, 


| Thro' ſpe&tacles of critic mould, 


Wichout inſtruction, will behold 


IN That we a method here have got, 


To ſhew what is, by what is not, 


And that our drift ( arent leſis 


For once apart) is briefly this. 
Within the Brain's moſt frevet cells YT 


A certain Lord Chief Juſtice dwell; 
| Of ſov'reign pow'r, whom one and all, 


With common voice, we Reaſon call; 
Tho? for the purpole of ſatire, Py 


A name in truth is no great matter, 


Jefferies or Mansfield, which you will, 


It means a Lord Chief Juſtice ſtill. 


Here, fo our great projectors ſav, 
The Senſes all muſt homage pay; 
Hier they all muſt tribute bring, 
And proſtrate fall before their King. 
Whatever unto them is brought, 
1; c.rry'd on the wings of Thought 


| Beforc his throne, where, in full ſtate, 
| | He on their merits holds debate, IE 
_ | Examines, croſs-examines, weighs 


Their right to cenſure or to praiſe ; 
Nor doth his equal voice depend 

On narrow views of foe and friend; 
Nor can or flattery or force | 
Divert him from his ſteady courſe ; 
The channel of enquiry” s clear, 
No ſiam examination's here. 


He, upright Juſticer, no doubt, 


A libitum puts in and out, 


Adjuſts and ſettles in a trice | 
What virtue is, and what is vice, 
What is perfection, what defect, 
m. and * 


He takes upon him to explain 

What pleaſure is, and what is pain; 

| Whilſt we, obedient to the whim, 

And reſting all our faith on him, 

True members of the Srcic weal, | 

Muſt learn to think, and ceaſe to feel. 
This glorious ſyſtem form'd, for Man 

To practiſe hen and how he can, 

If the five Senſes in alliance 

To Reaſon hurl a proud defiance, 

And, tho' oft conquer*d, yet unbroke, 

Endeavour to throw off that yoke, 

Which they a greater flav'ry hold, 

Than Jewiſh bondage ws of old; 


Or if they, ſomething touch'd with ſhame, 


Allow him to retain the name 

Of Ro-alty, and, as in ſport, 

To hold a mimic formal court; 

Perrnitied, no uncammon thing, 

To be a kind of Puppet King, 

And ſuffer'd by the way of toy, 

To hold the globe, but no: employ ; ; 

Our *::1-n:mngere, firuck with fear, 

£ Prog. oſticate Jeſtruction near; 

All things to anarchy muſt run; 
The little world of Man's undone. 

May ſhould the Eyr, that niceſt Senſe, 

| Neglect to ſend intelil gence 

Unto the Brain, diſtinct and clear, 

Of all that paſſes in her ſphere 3 

| Should ſhe preſumptucus joy receive, 
Without the C nderſtanding's leave, 

They deem it rank an- | daring rreafon 
Againſt the monarchy of Re: non, 


Not thinking, tho? they re 2rd rv; wite,- | 
That fevs hong Rraſen, moſt have Ey:s 3 


So that the pleaſures of the Mind 

To a ſmall circle are confin'd, 

Whilſt thoſe which to the Senſes fall, 

Become the property of al). 

| Befides (and this is {ure a coſe 

Not much at preſent out of place) 

Where Nature Reaſon doth deny, 
No art can that defect ſupply ; 

But if (for it is cur intent 

Fairly to {tate the argument) 

A Man ſhould want an eve or two, 

The remedy is ſurc, tho" new; 

The cure's at hind—no need of fer 

For proof—behold the Chevalier 

A well prepar'd, bey ond all doubt, 

10 put eyes in, as put them out. 
Dat, argument apart, which tend: 

 T'embirter toes and #-p'rate friende, 

(Tor, turn l apoſtate tor the Nie, 

Would i, tho * bred up a divine, 


And foc of cyurſe to Renſon's we al, 


Widen that breach I cannot heal) 

By his own ſenſe and feelings taught, | 
In ſpeech as lib'ral as in thought, 
Let ev'ry Man enjoy his adi 3 
What's He to Me, or I to Him ? 
Might I, tho' never rab'd in eri, 
A matter of this weight determine, 
No penaltics ſhould f-ttlel be 
To force men to hypocriſy, 

To make them ape an aukward zeal, 
And, feeling nut pretend to feel. 


| 


——_—_— 
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would not have, might ſentence reft 
Finally fix'd within my breaſt, 
E'en Annet cenſur'd and confin'd, 


Bec iuſe we're of a diff rent mind. 


Nature, who in her act moſt free, 


| Herſelf delights in Liberty, 


Profuſe in love, and, without bound, 
Pours joy on ev'ry creature round; 


| Whom yet, was ev'ry bounty ſhed 
In double portions on our head, 


We could not truly bounteous call, 

If Freedom did nor crown them all. 
By Providence forbid to ſtray, 

Brutes never can miſtake their way; 


| Determin'd ſtill, they plod along 
By inſtinct, neither right nor wrong ; 


But Man, hai le the heart to uſe 


His freedom, h:th a right to chuſe; 
| Whether head or well or ill, 


Depends entirely on his will: 


To her laſt work, her ſav'rite Man, 
Is giv'n on Naturc's better plan 

IA privilege in pow'r to err. 
Nor let this phraſe reſentment ſtir 


Amongit the grave one:, ſince indeed, 


The lit Je merit Man can picad 
In doing we'l, dependet! ill 
[Upm his power of deing ill. 


Opinion; ſhould be tree as ur; 
No man, winter z rn, K eber 


His quzlit ies. 
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To give it win i em find. 

Dull ſabiect; Gaic dtn their mind ; 
Their's Le flow wiſdom: Ee lin | 
To live a: merry as I can, 

Regardleſ as ne fſhion- bo, 


| Whether there”, reaſon ror 't, or no; 


Be my emp.oyment here on earth 


|| To give a lib'ral ſcope to mirth, 
| Life's barren vale with flow'rs t adorn, 
And pluctc 1 roſe from ev'ry thorn. = 


But if, by Error led aſtray, 


| ; 1 chance to wander from my way, 
Lt no blind guide obſerve, in ſpite, 
5 r m wrongs who cannot ſet me right. 


114+ Doctor could I ne'er endure, 
Who found diteaſe, and not a cure; 


- Nor can I hold that man a friend, | 
1 Whviſe zeil a helping hand ſhall lend 
To open happy Folly's eyes, 
And, making wretched, make me wiſe; 


For next, a truth which can't admit 


| Reproof from Wiſdom or from Wit, 


To eng happy here below, 


1:11 believe that we are ſo. 
Some few in Ixnzuledge find relief, 


| place my comfort in belief, 
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Some for Real:ty may call, 
Fancy to nic is all in all. 
In ag” naticn, thro" the trick _ 

Of Doctor, often malces us fick ; 
And why „let any Sophiſt tell, 
M. w it nat likewiſe make us well? 
This am 1 ſure, whate'er our view, 
Whatever ſhadows we purſue, 
For our purſuits, be what they will, 
Are little more than ſhadows {till, | 
Ton ſwift they fly, too ſwift and ſtrong, 
For man to catch, or hold them lung. 
But joys which in the Fancy live, 
Each moment to each man may give. 
True to himſelf, and true to caſe, 
He ſoftens Fate's ſeveredecrees, 
And (can a mortal with for more ) | 
Creates, and makes himſelf new vers 
| Mock: boaſted vain Reality, 
And I, whate'er he wants to Be. 

Hail, Fancy to thy pow'r I owe 
Deliv*rance from the gripe of Woe ; 

Tothee I owe a mighty debt, | 

Which Gratitude ſhall ne'er forget, 

Whilſt Mem'ry can her force employ, 

A large encreaſe of cv'ry joy. 

When at my doors, too ſtrongly barr d, 

Authority had plac'd a guard, 

A 4ravih guard, ordain'd by Law | 

To keep poor Honeſty in awe ; 

 Authcrity, ſevere and ſtern, 

To intercept my wiſh'd return; 

When Foes grew proud, and Friend: grew co. 

And laughter ſeia d each ſober fool; 

When Candour ſtarted in amaze, 

And, meaning cenſure, hinted praiſe ; 

When Prudence, lifting up her eyes 
And hands, thank'd Heav'n, that ſhe was ate i 

When all around me, with an air 

Of hopeleſs ſorrow, look'd deſpair ; 

When they or ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay, 

There is but one, one only way 

Better, and be advis'd by us, 

Not be at all, than to be thus; 

When Virtue ſhunn'd the 3 and Pride 

_ Difabled, lay by Virtue's fide, _ 
Too weak my ruffled ſoal to chear, 
Which could not hope, yet would not f. ar ; 5 
Health in her motion, the wild grace 

Of Pleaſure ſpeaking in her face, 

Dull Regularity thrown by, | 

And Comfort beaming from her eye; 3 
Fancy, in richeſt rubes array 'd, | 
Came frz;ling forth, and brought rae aid, 
Came ſmiling oer that dreadful time, 
And, more to blefs me, came in rime. 

Nor is her pow'r to Me confin'd, 

It ſpreads, it cumprehends Mankind. 
When (to the ſpirit-ſtirring ſound 
Of trumpets breathing courage round, 
And fifes, well mingled to reſtrain, 
And bring that courage down again, | 
Or to the melancholy K nell | 
Of the dull, deep, und doleful bell, 
Such as of late the god Saint Bride 
Muffled, to mortify the pride | 
Of thoſe, who, England quite forgot, 
Paid their vile a to the 3 


I Precefſtors (tis nut worth debate 


And, once got in, cannot get out; 


Whether for profit, fame, or whim, 


| | When to the country Senſe went down, 
I ͤAnd Fouls came flocking up to town, 

| When Knights (a work which all admit 
To be for Knighthy:d much unfit) 
I Built booths for hire; when Parſins play'd, 


| Running from booth to boch about, 


| True pennyworths of beef and ale, 


——— —— —__. 


A 


| Solemnly took that ſacred oith, 


| Betwixt the Subje#t and the Ki ing, 


| Againſt Aim, thould paſſion ſtir 


Why, dup'd by * vain Fates Man 


| What cauſe, but that (you'll . 


1 


| The price of tickets to advance; 
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Where Afgill held the fore moſt place, 
Whilſt my Lor I figur'd at a race) 


Whether they are of Stage or State) 

Move on, fo very very flow, 

Tis doubtful it they move or no; 

Whenthe Performers all the while 
Mechanically frown or ſmile, 

Or, with a dull and ſtupid tare, 

A vacancy of ſenſe declare, 

Or, with down-bending eye, fecm wrought | 
Into a labyrinth of thought, 

Where Reaſon wanders ill in doubt, 


ö 


What cauſe ſufficient can we ſind 
To fatisfy a thinking mind, 


Deſcends to act on ſuch a plan? 

Why they, who hold themſelves divine, 
Can in ſuch wretched follies join, 
Strutting like peacocks, or like _ 
Themlei: es and Nature to expoſe? 


| We have our remedy at hand, 

That if perchance we ſtart a doubt, 
Exe it is fix'd, we wipe it out, 

As ſurgeons, when they lop a limb, 


Or mere experiment to try, 
| Muſt always have a ftypric by) 
Fancy ſteps in, and ſtamps that real, 
Which, ½½ facto, is ideal. 

Can none remember, yes, I know, 
All muſt remember that rare ſhow, 


4 


In rubes cananical array d, 
And, fiddling, join'd the Smuhficld 2 


Or, unto taptter; turn'd, dealt out, 


To ev'ry ſcoundrel, by retail, 


Then firſt prepur'd, by bringing beer i in, 
For preſent grand Electioneering * 
Wilen Herald, running all about 
To bring in Order, turn'd it out:; 
When, by the prudent Marhal*s care, 
Left the rude populace ſhould ſtare, 
And with unhallow'd eyes profane 
| Gay puppets of patrician ſtrain, 

The whole proceſſion, as in ſpite, 
Unheard, unſeen, ftole off by night; 
When our lov'd Monarch, nothing loth, | 


Whence mutual firm agreements ſpring 


By which, in uſual manner crown'd, 
His head, his heart, his 4ands he bound, 


The leaſt propenſity to err, 1 
Againſt all faves, who might prepare 

Or open force, or hidden ſnare, | 
That glaricus Charter to maintain, 

By which We ſerve, and He muſt reigr ; 
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Then Fancy, with unbounded ſway, 
Revell'4 ſole miſtreſs of the day, 


And wrought ſuch wonders, as might make 


 Exyjtian ſorcerers forſake 
Their batfled mockeries, and own 


The palm of magic her's alone. 

A Knight (who in the ſilken lap 
Of lazy Peace had liv'd on pap, 
Who never yet had dar'd to roam 
*Bove ten or twenty miles from home, 
Nor even that, unleſs a g. 
Was plac'd to ambi. by his fide, 


1 And truops of ſlaves were ſyre id around 


To keep his Honour tafe and ſound; 
Who could not ſuffer for his life 
A point to ſword, or edge to knife, 


And always fainted at the fight 


Of blood, tho? tas rot thed i in fight, | 
Who diſinherited one ſon 

For tiring. off an cliler gun, 

And whipt another, fx years old, 
Becauſe the boy, f. fumptuous, bold 


To madneſs, likely to become 


| A very Swilss had bedt 2 drum, | 


— : o 


Tho? it 2ppear'd an inſtrument 
Moft feaccab!e and innocent, 

Having from firſt been in the hands 
And ſervice of the C: ty Bands) 


_ Grac'd with thoſe euſigns which were meant 


To further Honour's dread intent, 
The minds of warriors to inflame, 


Aid ſpur them on to deeds of fume, _ 

With lictle bord, large ipurs, high feather, 

| Fearful of ev'ry thing but weather, | 

( And all muſt on, who pay _ 
To charity, it had been hard 


That in his very firſt cam} aign | 
| His Aonæurs ſhould be ſoil'd with rain) 


A hero all at once became, 


And (ſeeing others much the ſame 


In point of valour as himſelf, 


W ho leave their courage on a ſhelf 


From year to year, till ſome ſuch rout | 
In proper ſeaſon calls it out) 5 


Strutted, look'd big, and . | 


Than ever hero did before; 


| Look'd up, look d down, lock ' d all around, 
Like Mavors, grimly ſmil'd and frown'd ; 
| Seem'd Heav'n, and Earth, and Hell to call 


To fight, that he might rout them al} ; 
And perſonated Valour's ſtile _ 


So long, ſpeRators to beguile, , 
That paſſing ſtrange, and wond'rous true, | 
Himſelf at laſt belies d it too, 
Nor for a time could he diſcern, 
Till Truth and Darkneſs took their turn, 2 


Zo well did Fancy play her part, 


That Coward till was at the heart. : 
Whiffle (who knows not Whifflc's name, 


By the impartial voice of Fame 


Recorded firſt, thro' all this land, 
In Vanity's illuſtrious band?) | 
Who, by all-bounteous Nature meant 


For offices of hardiment, 


A modern Hercules at leaft, 


o rid the world of each wild beaſt, 


Of each wild beaſt which came in view, 
— | 
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Degenerate, delights to prove, 
His force on the parade of Love, 


{Diſclaims the joys which camps afford, 


And for the diftaff quits the ſword ; 
Who fond of women would appear 
To public eye, and public ear, 

But, when in private, lets them know 
How little they can truſt to ſhow 3 
Who ſports a woman as of courſe, 
Juſt as a jockey ſhews a horſe, 


po then returns her to the ſtable, 


Or vainly plants her at his table, 


Where he would rather Venus find, 


(So pall'd, and fo deprav'd his mind} 
Than, by fom= great occaſion led, 
To ſeize her panting in her bed, 


Burning with more than mortal fires, 


And melting in her own defires ; 


Who, ripe in years, is yet a child, 


Throꝰ faſhion, not thro? feeling wild ; 


| Whate'erin others, who proceed 


As Senſe and Nature have decreed, 
From real paſſion flows, in him 
Is mere effect of mode and whim ; 
Who laughs, a very common way, 
Becauſe he nothing has to ſay, 

As your c/:ice Spirits oaths diſpenſe 
To fill up vacancies of ſenſe ; 


| Who having ſome ſmall ſenſe, defies i it, 
IOr, uſing, always miſapplies it; | 
Who now and then brings ſomething forth. 


Which ſeems indeed of ſterling worth, 


” Something, by ſudden ſtart and fit, 


But, on examination near, 


Which at a diſtance looks like wit, 


To his confuſion will appear 


| By Truth's fair glaſs, to be at beſt 


I Plays v'erhis tricks, like ZEſfop' * 


A threadbare jeſter's threadbare jeſt: 
Who friſks and dances thro the ſtreet, 
Sings without voice, rides without ſeat, 


\ gratis fool to all who paſs 3 
Who riots, tho' hc loves not waſte, 


Whores without luſt, drinks without taſte, 


Acts without ſenſe, talks without thought, 
Does ev'r. thing but what he ought ; 5 | 
Who led by forms, without the pow'r 


Of vice, is vicious; who one hour, 
[Proud without pride, the next will be 
Humble without humility; 


| Whoſe vanity we all diſcern, 
The ſpring on which his actions turn; * 
Whoſe aim in erring, is to err, 

So that he may be ſingular, 


And all his utmoſt wiſhes mean, | 
_ | Is, tho' he's laugh'd at, to beſeenz; 
_ | Suck (for when Flattery's ſoothing ſtrain. 


Had robb'd the Muſe of her diſdain, _ 
And found a method to perſuade . 


Her art to ſoften ev ꝰry ſhade, a 
| rang? enrag'd, the pencil ſnatch'd 


rom her degen'rate hand, and ſcratch'd 
Out ev'ry trace; then, quick as thought, 
From life this ſtriking likeneſs caught) 
In mind, in manners, and in mien, 
3 came, and ſuch was ſeen 

n the World's eye; but (ſtrange to tell 
— Fancy's magic ſpell, | N 


| But, wond'ring, turn 
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Deceiv'd, not dreaming of deceit, 

Cheated, but happy ia the cheat, 

Was more than hum in his own, 

O bow, bow all at Fancy $ Nurone. | 

Whoſe power could mike {> vile an elf 

With patience bear that thing, . 
But, miſtreſs of each a t 0 pleucs 

Creative Fancy, what are theſe, 

Theſe pagean*”s of a :rifler's pen, 

To what thy power effected then ? 

Familiar wich the humon mind, 

As ſw ft and ſubtle as the wind, 

Which we all find, yet noone knows - 

Or whence it comes, or whence it goes, 

Fancy at once in ev ry part 

Poſſeſs d the eye, the he id, the heart, 
And in a thouſand forms ar ray d, | 

A thouſand various gambols play 'd. 
Here, ina face which weil might aſk. 

The privilege to wear a maſk | 

In ſpite of law, and Juſtice teach 

For public good t' excuſe the breach, 
Within the furrow of a wrinkle 


Tuixt eyes, which could not ſhine but twinkle, 


Like centinels i” th' ſtarry way, 

Who wait for the return of day, 
Almoſt burnt out, and ſeem to keep 
Their watch, like ſoldiers, in their ſleep, 
Or like choſe lamps which, by the paw'r 
Of law, mu burn from hos to hour, 

( Elſe they, without redemp ion, fall 

Under che terrors of that Hall, 

Which, once nator ous for a hop, 

Is now become a Juſtice- Hep) 
Which are ſo manag d, to go out 
ſt when the time comes round about, 
ich yet thro” emulation ſtrite 
To keep their dying light al ve, 
And (not uncommon, as we ſind, 
Amongſt the children of mankind) 

As they grow weaker, would ſeem ſtranger, 5 
And burn a little, little longer; 
Fancy, betwixt ſuch eyes cnſh:in'd, 

Thrice wav'd her wand around, whoſe force 
Chang'd in an inſtant Nature's courſe. | 
And, hardly credible in rime, ne 
Not only ſtopp'd, but call'd back Time. 
The face of ev'ry wrinkle clear dl, 

Smooth as the floating ſtream appear l, 
Down the neck ringlets ſpread their flame, 
The neck admiring whence they came; 
On the arch'd brow the Graces play d; 
On the full boſom Cupid laid; 
dun, from their proper orbits ſent, 

Became for eyes a ſupplement ; 
| Teeth, white as teeth were ever 3 
Deliver'd from the hand of Green*, 

Started, in regular array, 
Like Train- bands on a grand field -day, 
Into the gums, which would have fled, 
turn d from white to red, 
Quite alter d was the whole machine, 
And Lady was fifteen. 

Here ſhe made lordly temples riſe 
Before the pious Daſhwood's eyes, 


An eminent Dentiſt at this period 
VOL. VIII 


Io a. 


, 


—_— 


q ane in talk, 
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10 es which builc aloft in airs 

May ſerve for (how, if not for pray ; 
In {olemn fin hertelf, before, 
trroy'd like 1%, the Pib/c bore. 
There „ over : elcutab's featli er d head, 
Wha, culte a man. of girgerbead, 
n dreſs, and phyz, 
More of another world than this, 
, luc a Cirnt Page, 
The lift grae top of tle laſt age, 
In a ſuperb 2 ad fexcher'd hearſe, 
Be“ Ct hoon s 7 and * ** A d W. th. veric., 
Which, to betolders. from afar, 
Appear d I ke a triumphal car, 
She rode, in a cot rx'nbow clad 3 
Tere, throwing off the hallt 'd laid, 
Naked, as when ( n tho drea- cells 


— Where, „d. 95 5 » [ff ware : Jadneſs dwei]> 


Pleaſure, on whom, in J. Langlrer's — 
Frenzy had per ſected a rape, 
Firſt brought her forth, before her time, 
Wild witnets of her ſhime and crime, 
Driving before an idol bard 
Of driv*ling Stuarts, hand in hand, 
Some, who to curſe mar.kind, had wore 
A c:own they ne er muſt thick of more, 
Others, whole baby brows were grac'd 
Wich paper c:owrs, and toys of paſte, 
She iigg'd, and p'ry'ing on the flute 

d rapti res O e ſoul of Pute. 

Lig wich vat hepeg. ſ., me mighty plan, 


| Which wrought the buſy foul of man 
| To her full bent, the Civil Law, 
Fit code to keep à world in awe, 


Round o'er h's brows, far to behold, 
As Few: frontlets were of old, 


The famous Charter of our land, 


Defac'd, and mangled 1 his hand; 
As one whom deepeſt thoughts employ, 


But deepeſt thoughts of trueſt joy, 
 _ | Ser ous and flow he ſtrode, he ſtalk'd, 


Before him troops of heroes walk d, 
Whom beſt he lov'd, of heroes crown d, 
By Tories gurdcd all around, | 

Dull ſolemn plea. re in his face, 

He ſaw the honours of his ce, : 

He ſaw their lineal glories ri, | 
And touch'd, or feem'4 to touch tlie 2 Les. 
Not the moſt diſtant mu c o fe, 

No ſign of a, * A ner 

Nat one curs'd thougnt, to cools his will, | 


. | Of ſuch a pace as 4ower- Hill. 


| Curſe on this Muſe, a flippant Jade, - 


IA ſhrew, lil:eev'ry other maid 
Who turns the corner of nincteen, 


Devour'd wita per viſhneſs and ſpleen. 
Her tongue, (tor as when bound for lift, 
The huſband ſuffers for the wite, 
So if in any works of rime 
Perchance there blunders out a crime, 
Poor culprit bards muſt always rue it, 
Altho' it is plain the Muſes do it } 
Sooner or liter cannot fall 


To ſend me headlong to a jail. 


Whate r my theme (Our che:nes we chuſe 
In modern days without a ZTujc, 
uſt as a fither will previde 


To join a bridegroom and 2 bride, 
| | ol 


tho they muſt be the play'rs, 
game was wholly his, not theirs) 
 'Whate'er my theme, 1 
Owns no direction but her will 
Flies off, and, ere I could expect, 
By ways oblique and indirect, 
At once quite over head and ears, 
In fat.il politics appears. 

5 ins wk if 1 aught diſcern | 
Of fue, that time ſhall ſoon return, 
When decent and demure at leaſt, 

As grave and dull as any prieſt, 
I could fee Vice in robes array d, 
Could ſee the game of Folly play'd 
Succeſsfully in Fortune's ſchool, 
Without exclaiming rogue or fool ; 
Time was, when nothing loth or proud, 
I lacquied, with the fawning crowd, 
| Scoundrels in office, and would bow | 
To cyphers great in place; but now 
Upright I ftand, as if wiſe Fate, 
Io compliment a ſhatter'd ſtate, 
Had me, like Atlas, hither ſent 
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As if 
The 


Io ſhoulder up the firmament, 


And if I ftoop'd, with gen'ral crack ce 
The Heavens would tumble from my back; 
Time was, when rank and fituation 
Secur'd the great ones of the nation 
Fromall controul ; Satireand Law 

| Kept only little knaves in awe 3 

| Bemus'd, a pencil in my hand, | 

5 — dead to ev ry ſenſe of ſhame, 

: The nemes of fromntrels minute down,. 
And libel more than half the Town. 

No can a Stateſman be ſecure 

| In all his villainies, if poor | 

And dirty authors thus ſhall dare 

To lay his rotten boſom bare ? 

 Mafes ſhould paſs away their time 

In dreſſing out the poct's rime 
Wich bills and ribbands, and array 

Each line in harmleſs taſte, tho” gay. 

When the hot burning fit is on, 


| They ſhould regale their reſtleſs fon | : 


With ſomething to allay his rage, 
Some cool Caſtalian beverage, 
Or ſome ſuch draught (tho? they, tis plain | 


Talcing the Muſes name in vain, 


| Know nothing of their real court, 


And only fable from report) 


. As makes a Whitehead's Ode go down, | 
Or lakes the feverette of Brown: 
But who would in his ſenſes think 

Of Muſes giving gall to drink, 

Or that their folly ſhould afford 


Io raving poets gun or ſword ? 


5 — — by fate 
To meddle with affairs of State, 
Nor ſhould (if we may ſpeak our tl 
Truly as men of honour ought) 
Sound policy their rage admit, 

To — the thunderbolts of wit : 
About thoſe heads, which, when 

8 1 * 

| _ Theſe things well known, what Devil in 
Can have ſedu "4 me thyso write fc 


= 
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_ | So that | 
| Mark, this is but a ſuppoſition, 
| | Nor would I to ſo wiſe a nation 


* 


of Wit and Virtue, in diſgrace 


One famous, 
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Out of that road, which muſt have led 
To riches, without heart or head, 

Into that road, which, had I more 
Than ever poet had before, 

Would me ſtill, and out of place, 
Which, if ſome Fudge (you'll underſtand 
famous thro* the land 

For making law) ſhould ſtand my friend, 
At laſt may in a pill'ry end, 

And all this, I myſelf admit, 


„ Yo at > » 


| Without one cauſe to lead to it.—— 


For inſtance now—this book the Gros T— 5 
Methinlæs I hear ſome Critic Poſt 
Remark moſt gravely— The firſt word 
© Which we about the Gnos r have heard. 


Peace my good Sir not quite fo faſt— _ 


What is the firſt, may be the laſt, 
Which js a point, all muſt agree, 
Cannot depend on you or me. 
Fanny, no Ghoſt of common mould, 
Is not by forms to be controul'd ; | 
To keep her ſtate, and ſhew her ſkill, 


She never comes but when ſhe will. 


I wrote and wrote (perhaps you doubt, 
Arid ſhrewdly, what I wrote about, 


Believe me, 3 to my diſgrace, 


1 too am in the ſelf-ſame caſe) | 
But till 1 wrote, till FAN N V came 


Impatient, nor could any ſhame 
On me with equal juſtice fall, 


1 — 
An underling, I could not ſtr 
Without the cue thrown out by her, 


Nor from the ſubject aid receive | 
Until ſhe came, and gave me leave. 
(ye Sons of Erudition 


Suggeſt it as a revelation) 
If henceforth dully turning o'er 
Page after page, ye read no more 


__ [Of Fanxy, who, in ſea or air, 
| | Maybedeparted 


God knows m_ 
Rail at jilt Fortune, but agree 

No cenſure can be laid on me, 
For ſure (the cauſe let Mansfield try ) 


Fax x v is in the fault, not I. 


But to return —and this 1 hold, 


IA fecret worch its weight in gold 
I To thoſe who write, as I write now, 
_ | Not to mind where 


they go, or how, | 
Thro' ditch, thro” bog, o'er hedge and ſtile ; 


_ | Make it but worth the reader's while, 


And keep a paſſage fair and plain 
Always to bring him back again. 


| Thro' dirt, who ſcruples to apyonach, 

I ArPleaſure's call, to take a coach? 

| But we ſhould think the man a clown m 
 Whoin the dirt ſhould ſet us down? 


But to return—if Wit, who ne er 


| Theſhackles of reſtraint could bear, 


In wayward humour ſhould refuſe 
Her timely ſuccour to the Muſe, 


And to no rules and orders tied, 


Roughly deny to be her guide, | 
She muſt renounce decorum's plan, 


And get back when, and how the can, 
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As Par ſent, who, without preteꝝt, 
As ſoon as mentioned, quit their text, 
And, to promote ſlerp's genial pow'r, 
 Grope in the dark for half an hour, 
Give no more reaſon (tor we know 
Reaſon is vulgar, mean and low) 
Why they come back (ſhould it befal 
That ever they come back at all) 
Into the road, to end the rout, 

Than they can give why they went out. 


But to return this book—the Guos 1 : 


A mere amuſernent at the moſt, 
A trifle, fit to wear away 
'T he horrors of a rainy day, 
A ſlight ſhot filk, for ſummer wear, 
| Juſt as aur modern ſtateſmen are, 

If rigid honeſty permit = 
That I for once purloin the wit 
Of him, who, were we all to ſteal, 
Is much too rich the theft to feel. . 
Yet in this book, where Eaſe ſhould join 
With Mirth to ſugar ev'ry line, 
Where it ſhould all be mere c/it-chat, 
Lively, good-humour'd, and all that, 
Where honeſt Satire, in diſgrace, g 
Should not ſo much as ſhew her face, 
The ſhrew, o'erleaping all due bounds, 
Breaks into Laughter's ſacred grounds, 
And, in contempt, plays o'er her tricks 
In Kience, Trade, and Politics. 

But why ſhould the diſtemper'd ſcold 
Attempt to blacken men enroll'd 


| In Power's dread book, whoſe mighty kin : 


Can twiſt an empire to their will; 

Whoſe voice is Fate, and on their tongue 
Law, Liberty, and Life are hung; | 

| Whom, on enquiry, Truth ſhall find 


= With Stuarts lind, time out of mind 


| Superior to their Country's laws, 
Defenders of a tyrant's cauſe ; 
Men, who the ſame damn d makes ted 
Darkly, which they avow'd of old; 
Who, tho' by diff rent means, purſue 
The end which they had firſt in view, 


And, force found vain, now play their part 


With much leſs honour, much more art? 
Why, at the corners of the ſtreets, 
To ev'ry patriot drudge ſhe meets, 
Known or unknown, with furious cry 
Should ſhe wild clamours vent ; or why, 
The minds of to inflame, | 
A Dathwood, „ and Wyndham name ? 
Why, having — our ſurprize 
The fear of death before her eyes, 
Bearing, and that but now and then, 
No other weapon but her 72 
Should the an argument afford, 
For blood, men who wear 6 fumes 
Men, 1 
A point of honour to a hair 
(Honour —a word of nice import, 
A pretty trinket in a court, Tz 
| Which my Lord quite in rapture feels 
Dangling and rattling with his Seals— 
Honour—a word which all the Nine 
Would be much puzzled to define— 
Honour—a word which torture mocks, 
And might confound a thouſand Locke: 


| 


—_—__ 


To be a d 


Which (for I leave to wiſer heads, 
Who fields of death prefer to beds 
Of down, to find out, if they can, 
What Honour is, on their wild plan) 
Is net, to take it in their way, 
And this we ſure may dare to ſay 


Without incurring an offence, 


Cour Lanv, Hon: 5 Or Sense); 
Men, who all wat th and foul, 

Neat butchers of a butron-/ric, 

Having more ſkill, believe it true 

That they muſt have more courage too; 
Men, who without a place or name, 


Their fortunes ſpeechleſs as their fame, 


Would by the ſword new fortunes carve, 


| And rather die in fight than ſtarve ? 


Ar Coronations, a vaſt field 


| Which food of ev'ry kind might yield, 


Of good ſound food, at once moſt fit 
For purpoſes of health and wit, 


Could not ambitious Satire reſt, 


Zontent with what ſhe might digeſt ? 


Could ſhe not feaſt on things of _ 
IA Clamt ion, ora Champion's horſe ? 


A Champion's 4orſe—No, better * 


|| Tho? better figur'd on that day 


A horſe, which might appear to us, 
Who deal in rime, a Pegaſus ; 

A rider, who, when once got on, 
Might paſs for a Bellerophon, 
Dropt on a ſudden from the ſkies, 


To catch ar d fix our wond' ring eyes, 


To witch, with wand inſtead of whip, 
The world with noble horſemanſhip, 


| To twiſt and twine, both horſeand man, 


On ſuch a well-concerted pla, 
That Centaur-like, when all was done, Ns 
We ſcarce could think they we: e not one? 


Could ſhe not to our itching ears 


Bring the new-names of netu- coin d peers, 
Who walk'd, CY I - 
With ſhoulders fitter 


Than robes of honour ; fir whole fake. 
3 | Menedis in facen wane ror” tw make, | 


To make, becauſe they could not find, 
Great predeceſſors to their mind ? 


. | Cou'd ſhe not (tho? tis doubtful ſince 
| Whether he Plumber is, or Prince) 


Tell of a ſimple Knight's advance 
| oughty Peer of France; 


| | Tell how he did a Dukedom gain, 
I And Robinſon was Aquitain * ; 


| | Tell how her City-Chiefs Aces 'd, 


Were at an empty table plac'd ? 
A groſs neglect, which, whilſt they live, 


| | They can't forget, and won't forgive; 


A groſs neglect of all thoſe iighrs 
Which march with City appetites ; 
Of all thoſe Canons, which we find 
By gluttony, time out of mind, | 
Eſtabliſh'd 3 which they ever hold 


8 Dearer than any thing but gold: _ „ 


Thanks to my ſtars— l now ice ſhore 


| Of Courtiers, and of Courts no more— 


»At the Coronation Sir Thomas Robinſon wall: eq 
as the repreſentative of the Duke of Aquitain. 
H 2 | 
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Thus ſtumbhyg on my City friends, 
Fal chance my guide, my purpoſe bends 
In Tre direct. and ſh ul purſue 

Tae point which L had firſt in vew, 

Nor mere ſhal I w. Ci tie reader ſporty 

Ji I have ſeen him fate in port. 

Huſh'd be eac'. f23r—20 97e 3 bear 
'Thro' the v reg's 75 67 de r 

The reader ter. tic.', no more 

Wld Ocean's, ore d pro3ciplore. | 
Be the pl2.1 track rom kencetcrin mine— 
Croſs-reas: o ® 1 refign 

Allen, the Nona ar of :!:'s nation, 

Allea, E m. v1; "a: r. thy 
| Allen, of lenor c — N 

For wilt: — e, or al! as own, l 
Alm, the i. dos tee, 6 Nen, 5 — 
Since ti 4 „ r 3 oles hs en, 
In lat i cla. 8 h:s 2:4 | 
To: ial K. 2 Lt, and gui le ks hand. 
Bat bo: nc more 11. 5 heuce— 
Leu e-urn to“. men Lr 
The cx: of Fh us 10 cage, 
My carriage now a Lord Mayor's Large. 
Suppoſe we now-—we na. leppole | 
In verſe, what wor Id Le fi in proj 
1 he K wien carkne:s over:pre2d, 

An every ftw te. to bed; 8 
The ge-v-ga vrebes of Fomry 22d Pride 
In fume d. ric corner throun afide ; ; 

Creat Lc and 7 cates 8 rig way 
To was the, ferm to corn a day, 
The real feel eLg of the heart, 
End? 25222 talking place of Art; 
Defre —— thro? tune niht, 
And Rœusty painting wich delight; 
C:iafti V3 Woman's faireit Cron, 
Till the return of morn laid down, 
Then to be worn again as br ght 
As if not ſullied in the nig :; 

Dull Ceremeny, Lufineſs o'er, | 
Dreaming ia form at Cottrell's door; 
Precastian trudging al! about 

To fre the cant las ſafely out, 
Bearing a mighty - a | 
 Hab'ted like Occ; | 
Jumping cach lock Git triple ſeals, | 


-— Mean &v'rice creeping at her heels. 


 Suppe cſe een like theep in pen, 
The vir aud Court of Aldermen | 
Wi: bs their barge, which thro? the deep, | 
_ 'The rewers more than half aſleep, 
 Mov'd flow, as over-charg'd with ſtate; 
Thames groan'd beneath the mighty weight, | 
And felt that Hub heaveer far, 
Than a whe ie fleet of men cf war. 
Sleep o'er each well-known faithful head 
Wich lib'ral hand his pcpyies ſhed, 
Each head, L: Dullnefs render's fit 
Sleep and his empire to admit. 
Thro' the who!:: palace not a word, | 
Nat one faint, welk, half ſound was heard; 3 
_ Sleep had preva l'd to overwhelm | 


The tte verſran rueding o er tlie helm 5 


* Rl. ah Allen, Eſq; of Prior Park, near Bath, 


the cor: ſpondent of Pope, of whom Allworthy in 
Tem Jores is fail ty have been the repreſentative. 


: For fares, the lawyers p!y for fres. 
hat of that Zricge, mot: wiſely made 
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The rowers, without force cr ſkill, | 


Lef: che dull barge to drive ac ill; 


The ſlugg th oars ; ſuſpended hung, 


And even Eeardmo:e + held his :2ngue. | 


commerce, regardfu! of a treight 
On which depended half her Kate, 


Stepp'd to the helm, wich ready hand 
Sbe lately cle d thac ban of ſand, 

W here, ſte anded, our Wet-country fleet 
Delay and dangeroften meet; 


I Tin Neptune, anxious fo: the trade, 
Comes in full tides, and brings them aid 
Next for the Muſes can ſurvey 


Objects b n Gyr as wel! as day, 
| Nothing p. 


ts their taking aimy 
Darkneſs — Vet: t to them the ſame) 
They patt that building, wh'ch of old 


 Brieen-Methe: 5 Was  deſign'd to hold ; 5 


At preſent a mere 425 rg. fer, 


A palace turn'd into a den, 


To barracks turn'd, and oldiĩers tread 
Where Liu ers have la their "Bp | 
Why ſhould we ment: on &., rey-Kreet, 

here ev'ry week. grave judges meet, 
!! fitted ou. wich m and a, 


In rroper form to d: awl out law, 
To ſce all cauſes duly tried 


Tuixt knaves who drive, and "TIES ride 
hy at the ˙e ſhould we ftay ? 


| bas cf the Temp/c dare we ay? 


A Cangercus ground we tread on there, 
And words perhaps may actions bear, 
Where, as the vreth:cnof tie ſeas 


To ſerve the purpoſes of trade, 
In the great mart of a!l this nation, 
Py ſtopping up che navigation, | 
And to that ſand-bank adding weight, 


What of that Bri. ge, which, e ſenſe, 


I But well ſupplied wich impudence, 


Erg. iu men, knc .:ing not the Cu. d, 


Thought they ruight have à ela m to build, 


Till Paterſon, as white as milk, 


I As ſmooth as dil, as ſoft as ſilk, 


In ſolemn manner had decrecd, 


That on the other file the Tweed, I 


V7as with ane Mylne 2, a man unknown, 
But grace, preterment, and renown 
Deſerving, juſt arriv'd in town; * 

One Mylne, an artiſt perfect quite, 


| Both in his ov-n and country's right, 


As fit to make a bridge, as he, 


Iich glorious Patavinity, 


To build inſcriptions worthy found 


T o lie for ever under g:ound. 
Much more, worth obſervation —_ 


| Was this a ſeaſon to purſue 


The theme, our Mule might tell in rime : 


3 but 2 | 


+ An Atomey, 2 Common-Council-Man, 5 
poſed to haue afforded ſome aſſiſtance at times to | 
„The Monitor. 


I The Architect of Blackfriars Bridge. 
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For, ſwift as thaf: from Indian bow. 
(And when a Coddeſs comes, we know, 
Surpaſſing Nati re. cts prevail, 
And boats want neither oar nor fail) 
The veſſei paſt, and reach d the ſhore 
So 2 that 'hough: was ſcarce before. 
S. ppoie we now our C.:y-Court 
Jately deliver d a: the port, 
And, of their ſtate regardleſs quite, 
Landed, like imuggled goods, by night; 
The tolem ? * 11gittrate Ia own 
| Thedig1:'y of robe and gown =» 
With ev ry other enſig gone, 
Suppoſe the wovilen night-cap on: 
The fi, H- ui us'd with decent ſtate . 
To make the ſoirits circulite, 
(Af form, which, .» the ſenſes true, 
The lig riſh Chao! 2in ues too, 
_ Tho, lomething o imp”: ve the plan, 
He takes the ad inftexl of Man) 
_ Swath'd, and with flannel cover'd o'er 
To ſhew the vigour of threeſcore, 
The vigour of chreeſeore and ten 
Above the pron.” of vounger men, 
Sup pole ne mighty Dull man led 
Betwixt two ſlaves. and uti to bed; 
Suppoie the moment he ies don, 
No miracle in chis great town, 
| The urone as faſt aſieep as he 
Muſt in the cour 2 of Nxure be, 
Who, truth for our foundationtake, 
When up, is never half awake. | 
There let nin fleep, — vey | 
The preparations Fr the day, | 
— day, on which was tu be ſhe wn 
Court-pride by City-fride outdone. | 
The jealous mother ſends away, 
As only fit ior ch 'dith play, 


That daughter, who, :o gall her pride, 


| Shoots up too forward oy her fide. 


The 2 weretchs of God and Man accurs'd, | 


Of all Hell's inſtruments the worſt, _ 
Draws fort': his g. uns, and for the day 
Struts in ſome ſpendrhrit's vain array; 
| Around his aukward do: -y thine 
The treaiuzes of Colconda's mine; 
Each neighbour, with » jealous glare, 
| Beholds her folly publich'd there. 
Garments, well- ſav'd (an anecdote 
Which we can prove, or would nat quote) 


Garments well-Lav d, which firſt were made, 


When taylors, to promote their rade, 
Againſt the Pliers in arms aroſe, 


And drove them cut, or made them cloaths ; ; 


Garments, immortal, without end, | 
Like names, and titles, which deſcend | 
Succeſſively f.om fire to fon ; 
 Garmerts, unleſs ſome work is done 

Of note, nut ſuffe:”d to Appear 

Tove once at moſt in ev'ry years, 
Were now, in folemn torm, laid bare 
To take the benefit of air, 

And, ere they came to be employ d 

On this ſolemnity, to void 

That ſcent, which Ruſſia's a 

From vile and i nieren moth to fave. 

In preparation bore a part. | 


Be H 


Running together all about, 


The ſcrvan:s pui each other out, 
Ti ne gr: : waſte: had decreed, 
The more lich: cy ert the wirft ic; 
Mis, wich her I tle eyes half-clog'd, 


Over -: imagg'ed to let dend 


| 3 = ard, uon tory notes 


A very & s in pet ic. 255 . 
Hird fer ore wo x, wit dg all, 
In ſlumbers lean'd aga:-& the wall 
Mir, furrmen'd from au-, 
Arriv'd in 04'5 «© Tem! c- ary 


IStri diy comm anded to import 


Cart-load3 of feppery from Ccurt ;z 
V.ih li our'd viable denn 


| Art — 4 te ſa erbiy ce; 


Nature, m re pleaſing, tuo more wild, 
— aerw {2 ber dart” child, 
And cricd, with ip!c ted didain, 
ele an: au 21 _ BY 
Lo! fromthe charter of the Eaſt, 
A welcome PRO to dne fat, 
In 29 rohe rr d, 
Heh in a cxr - 1 <can meide, 
V. ho wk d r. ſoce mielt. each ſteed 


I Hin me led, ( celeſt al breed, 


Pxxing and pacing ol! the wiy, 


| Aurora bruugh: rhe w h a-f - 7 SD, 


And heli her em re; et- run 


| By chat brave icily groom he Sun. 


The trumre — bark .: ;peaks—lt bees 
The laud fu!! 92 armony—1: va? > 
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The time at hand, wazn Hellman, led 


| By form, h's Cidgeↄs maſt hrad, 


And march ihnie troo”s, Which ar 11 $ call 
Were nor / aſſe:: oled, o C.- Har, 


On matters of i import ance 3 


To (cart and City, C/urci und Fate. ; 
From end to end the 1un; makes way, 


All hear the ſignal and obey ; 


But Dull man, who, his charge _ 
By Morpheus fetter'd, heard t no 
Nor could, fo found he ſlept and faſt, 


Hear any trumpet, but the laſt. 


Crape, ever true and iruſty known, 


5 | Stole from the maid's bed to his own, 


Then in the ſpirĩtuals of pride, 
Planted himſelf at Dullman's fide. 
Tir:ce did the evecr-faithful ſlave, 


Wich voice which might have reach'd the grave, . 


And broke death's adamantine chain, | 
On Dullman call, but call'd in vain; 


| Thrice with an arm, whic': might have made 


The T heban boxer curſe his trade, 


| The drone he ſhook, who rear d the head, 


And thrice fel! backward on his bed. 


| Whatcould be done? Where force hath bara. 
I Policy often hath prevail d; 

And what, an inference moſt plain, 
| Had been, Crape thought might be again. 


Under his pillow (ſtill in mind 


| The proverb kept, Faſt bind, faſt find) 


Each bleſſed night the keys were laid, 
Which Crape to draw away aſſay d. 


: What not the pow'r of voice or arm 


Could do, this dic did, and broke the charm ; 
Quick ſtarted he with ſtupid tare, 


For all his little ſoul was there. 
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Behold him, taken up, rubb'd down, 
In elbow chair, and morning gown ; 
Behold him, 1 in his latter bloom, 


Stripp'd, waſn d, and fprinkled with perfume; 


Behold him bending with the weight 
Of robes and trumpery of ſtate z | 
Behold him (for the maxim's ti ue, 
 Whate'er we by anther do, 
We do — ; and Chaplain paid, 
Like ſlaves, in ev'ry other trade, 
Had mutter'd over God knows what, 
Something which he by heart had got) 
Having, as uſual, ſaid his pray "rs, 
Go titter totter to the ſtairs; 
Behold him for deſcent prepare, 
With one foot trembling in the air; 
He farts, he pauſes on the brink, 

» hard to credit, ſeems to think ; 
| Thro' his whole train (the Chaplain _. 
 Theproper cue to ev'ry ſlave) 
At once, as with infection caught, 
Each ffarted, faus'd, and aim'd at thought; 
Fe turns, and they turn; big with care, 
He waddles to his elbow-chair, 
Suan down, and, filent for a ſeaſon, 
At lait with Crape begins to reaſon: 
But ſirſt of all he made a ſign 
That ew'ry foul, but the Divine, 
Should quit the room ; in him, he knows, 


; 2 may all confidence repoſe. 


Crape—tho' I'm yet not quite 1 
On which my future all depends, 

| F ought to know my foes and friends. 
Zy foes and friends, obſerve me ſtill, 

I mean not thoſe who well or ill 
Perhaps may wiſh me, but thoſe who 
Have tt in their power to do it too. 
Now if, attentive to the State, 

In too much hurry to be great, 
Or thro* much zeal, a motive, Crape, 
Deſerving praiſe, into a ſcrape | 
I, like a fool, am got, no doubt, 

| I, like a wiſe man, ſhould get out. 
Not that, remark without replies, 

: I fay that to get out is wiſe, 

Or, by the very ſelf-ſame rule 
That to get in was like a fool: 

The marrow of this argument 
Muſt wholly reſt on the event; 5 
And — which is really hard, 
Againſt events too I muſt guard. 30 
Should things continue as they fand, 
And Bute prevail thro” all the land 
Without a rival, by his aid, 5 

My fortunes in a trice are made; 
Nay, honours on my zeal may ſmile, 
And ſtamp me Earl of ſome great iſle : 
But if, a matter of much doubt, 

The preſent Miniſter goes out, 

Fain would I know on what pretext 

I can ſtand fairly with the next? 
For as my aim at ev'ry hour 

Is to be well with thoſe in pow'r, 
And my material point of view, 
Whoever's in, to be in too, f 
I ſhould not, like a blockhead, chuſe 
To gain theſe ſo as ae to loſe: 


"Tis good in ev'ry caſe, you know, 


| To have two ſtrings unto our bow. 


As one in wonder loſt, Crape view'd 
His Lord, who thus his ſpeech purſu'd. 


And as the times are out of joint, 
The greater caution is requir'd 

To bring about the point deſir d. 
What I would wiſh to bring about, 
Cannot admit a moment's doubt, 
The matter in diſpute, you know, 
Is what we call the quomods. 
That be thy txſk.—The rev rend ſlave, 


Becoming in a moment grave, 
Fix'd to the ground and rooted ſtood, 


Juſt like a man cut out of wood ; 


| Such as we ſee (without the leaſt 


Reflection glancing on the Prieſt) 

One or more, planted up and down, 
Almoſt in ev'ry church in town: 

He ſtood ſome minutes; * | 
Who wiſh'd the matter might be done, 


[| But could not do it, ſhook his head, 
And thus the Man of Sorrow ſaid : 


Hard is this taſk, too hard I ſwear, 
By much too hard for me to bear; 
Beyond exprefſion hard my part, 
Could mighty Dullman fee my heart, 


1 When he, alas ! makes known a will, 


Which Crape's not able to fulfil. 
Was ever my obedience barr'd 
By any trifling nice regard 


| To Senſe and Honour? Could I reach 2 
I Thy meaning without help of ures 

I At the firſt motion of thy eye | 

| Did nor thy faithful creature 4" 4 

Have I not ſaid, not what 1 ke, 


But what by earthly maſter taught? 
Did I e'er weigh, thro* duty ſtrong, 


In thy great biddings, right and wrong ? 


Did ever int'reſt, to whom thou 

Can'ſt not with more devotion bow, 
Warp my ſound faith, or will of mine 
In contradiction run to thine ? 8 


Fo | Have I not, at thy table plac'd, 5 


When buſineſs call d aloud for hafte, 
Torn myſelf thence, yet never heard 
To utter one complaining word, 


| | And had, till thy great work was done, 


All appetites as having none ? 
Hard is it, this great plan purſu'd 
Of voluntary CIT: ; 


| Purſu'd without or ſhame or fear, 
Thro' the great circle of the year; 


Now to receive, in this grand hour, 
Commands which lie beyond my 1 


| | Commands which baffle all my ſkill, | 
_ | And leave me nothing but my will: 


Be that accepted ; let my Lord 


| Indulgence to his ſlave afford; 


This taſk, for my poor Arength unfit, | 
Will yield to none but Dullman's wit. 
With ſuch groſs incenſe gratified, 

And turning up the lip of pride, | 
P:or Crape—and ſhook his empty head 
Por puzzled Crape, wiſe Dullman ſaid, 
Of judgment weak, of ſenſe confin'd, 


For things of lower note — 


This, my good Crape, is my grand point, 
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For things within the vulgar reach, 
'To run of errands, and to preach, 
Well haft thou judg'd, that heads like mine 
Cannot want help from heads like thine ; 
Well haſt thou judg'd thyſelf unmeet 
Of ſuch high argument to treat; 
"Twas but to try thee that I ſpoke, 
And all I faid was but a joke. 
Nor think a joke, Crape, a diſgrace 
Or to my perſon, or my place; 
The wiſeſt of the ſons of men 5 
Have deign'd to uſe them now and then: 
The only caution, do you ſee, 
Demanded by our dignity, 
From common uſe and men exempt, 
Is, that they may not breed contempt. 
Great uſe they have, when in the hands 
Of one, like me, who underſtands ; 
Who underſtands the time and place, 
The perſons, manner, and the grace, 
Which fools negle& ; fo that we find, 
If all the requifites are join d, 
From whence a perfect joke muſt ſpring, 
A joke's a very ſerious thing. | 
But to our bufineſs—My defign, 
Which gave ſo rough » Hock to thine, 
To my capacity is made 
As ready as a fraud in trade, 
Which like broad-cluth, I can, with eaſe, 
Cut out in any ſhnpe I pleaſe. 
Some, in my circumſtance, ſome few, 
Aye, and thoſe men of genius too, 


Sud men, who, without love or hate, 


Whether they early riſe or late, 
Wich names uncrack'd, and credit ſound, 
_ Riſe worth a hundred thouſand pound, 
By threadbare ways and means would try 
To bear their point; ſo will not I. 
New methods ſhall my wiſdom find 
To ſuit theſe matters to my mind, 
So that the infidels at court, : 
Who make our City Wits their "RY 
Shall hail the honours of my reign, 
And on that Dullman bears a brain. 
Some, in my place, to gain their ends, 
Would give relations up, and friends ; 
Would lend a wife, who they might ſwear 
| Safely, was none the worſe for wear; 
Would fee a daughter, yet a maid, 


5 Into a Stateſman's arms betray d; 


| Nay, ſhould the girl prove coy, nor 
| Sooner than ſchemes ſo nobly plann d 
Should fail, themſelves would lend a hand; 


oy Would vote on one fide, whiltt a brother, 


Properly taught, r 
Would ev'ry band forget; 
The public eye be with one let, 

In private with a ſecond herd, 

And be by proxy with a third; 
Would (like a Queen, of whom I read 
The other day—her name is fled— 


In a book (where, together bound, 

Whittington and his Cat I found, 

A tale moſt true, and free from art, 

| * all Lord-Mayors ſhould have by heart) | 
2 (O might thoſe days begin 
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Who wrou 

The cauſe of which I've now forgot, 

During the abſence of the ſun 

Undid what ſhe by day had done) 

Whilſt they a double viſage wear, | 

What's ſworn by day, by night unſwear 
Such be their arts, and ſuch perchance 

May happily their ends advance : 

From a new ſyſtem mine tholl ſpring, 

A Lecum-Terens is the thing. 

That's your true plan. To obligate 

The preſent Miniſters of State, 

My adv ſhall our Court approach, 

And bear my 

My fine ſtate coach, ſuperb to view, 

Al fine ſtate cocch, and paid for too; 

To curry favour, and the grace 


I Obtain, of thoſe who're out of place: 
5 the moan We Fe bs ap 


I proper, I myſelf—here ſtay. 


But hold—perhaps unto the nation, 8 


1 Who hate the Scot's adminiſtration, 


To lend my coach may ſeem to be 


_ | Declaring for the Miniſtry ; 
For where the City- coach is, there 
Is the true eſſence of the Mayor: 
Therefore (for wiſe men are intent 


Evils at diſtance to prevent, 

Wh:lit fouls the evils firſt endure, 
And then are plagu'd to ſeek acure) 
No ccach—a hor d free from — 
| Co make our Deputy appear, 


| Faſt on his back ſhall he be tied, 


With two grooms marching by his fide : 


| | A tender point, 


J Then for a horſe—thro? all the land. 
To head our ſolemn City-band, 


Can any one ſo fit be found, 
As he, who in Artiil ry- ground, 


| Without a rider, noble She, 


Led on our braveſt troops to fight. 

But firſt, Crape, for my honour” 8 lake, 
uiry make 
About that horſe, if the diſpute 


Is eaded, or is ſtill in ſuit. 


For whilſt a cauſe (obſerve this plan 


Of juſtice) whether 49: ſe or man 
| The parties be, remains in doubt, 


Till *tis derermin'd out and out, 


That pow'r muſt tyranny appear, 


Which ſhould, pre- judging, interfere, 
And ve ik faint judges over-awe 


To bias the free courſe of law. i= 
| You have my will--now quickly run, 


And take care that my will be done. 


in public, Crape, you muſt appear, 


Wh 1t1 in privacy fit here; 


Here ſhall great Dullman fit alone, ; 


Making this elbow-chair my throne, 
And you, performing what 1 bid, 
Vo all, as if 1 nothing did. 

Crape heard, and ſpeeded on his way ; ; 


With um to hear was to obey. 


Not without trouble, be affur'd, 
A proper proxy was procur 'd 


| To ſerve ſuch infamous intent, 
And ſuch a Lord to repreſent ; 


Nor could one have been Found at all 


on rother fide of London-wall. = 


ght, and wrought, but for ſome plot, 


pow'r, and have my ccach ; | 
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The trumpet ſounds—ſolemn and flow | 
Echold t* e grand proceſſion go, 
All moving 62, ct after ind. 
$ if for mo. nne: deſign d. 
Cle, vun the aus admit 
To kee> n 5 tn ννννιj,jqg ir; 
Bead.cs. W „ rcd place 
Fy rue of a f.. ee mice, 
Vibich ee dy 5 dn, 
er uſe cr ©.-.: out of n; 
Trra are: W * * key 
Secure an ex fy 7 eat; 
CH d. . win the: worſe purſue 
In the ane due. a ta d: e be 
. of. ee. go, 
Since Per. t:: t Ds 3" Je end ſhow, 
V. boi IE dopo 7peary 
| Like Al macks cimy vey 7 er, 
_ Feh-- wi.om, V. 2 Ode l locks, 
Clarice 182 Fa, Ber. 
Not k . s that w ch pr ve keys 
They op- 1 ſnat it when tr Fo 3 
Or. rere, who bY fra... i T7 ; Bn 
Jie heavy ces 0f he por; 
| Urc:: n Came q:ck'ng, 8.5 and Bears, | 
ce bens: ao ae 4 K, 2 pairs. 
Portenous fl ig 2 che van 
Stalk'd te Pr Hr ct dan; 
A ma of wire, a mere e Part ney 
A downiight aria. machine. 
He knows alone '2 proper mode 
 How:o: te renge ince on an Ode, 
And how to but eher Ammon's jon 
And poor Jed Drzde: bo.h 'n one. 
On all occaſions next ihe Chair 2g 
He ſtands fo. fe. vice of the Mayor, 
And :o inſt-u@ him how to uſe 
His @'s and ds, and ' and g's. 
O'er letter:, into txt ers worn, 
O'er Mabie, de cd and torn, 
Ober xvrc: 4: joined, and o'er ſenſe 
Left deſti.ute ©: a defence, 
He ſtrides, a. ad all de way he Ses, 


Wades, deep i 1 blood, 0 cr Crijs-Creſs- Rowe. 


Before him, ev':y Conſonart 

In agonees i> ſeen to pant; | 
Behind, in forms not to be known, 

The ghoſts o, tortur' d Ves groin. | 
Next Hart and Duke, well worthy grace 
And City favour, came in place. | 


No children can their to. Is engage, 


Their toils are turn'd to rev trend age. 
WM ben a Caurt- Dame, to grace his brows 
Reſolv'd, is wed to City ſpouſe, > 
Their ad with Madam's a'd muſt join ; 
The aukward dotard to reffirle, 
And teach, whence :rueft glory flowe, 
. Grave Sixty to turn out his es. 
Each bore in hand a kit, and each 
To ſhew how fit he was to teach 
A C. "2 an A.vermany a Mayer, 
Led in a ſtring a dancing bear. 
Since che revival of Fingal, 
Cuſtom, and Cuſtom's all in all, 
Commands hat ve ſhould have regard. 
On all high ſeaſons, to the Bard. 
Great acts like theſe, by vulgar tongue 
Profan'd, ſhould not be ſaid, but ſung. 


This place to fill, renown d in fame, 
| The hi Sh and mighty Lockman * came 7 
And, ne'er forgo” in Dullman's reign, 
Vith p Wer onder to maintain 

The u rmity of pride, 


On ho:'e, who p-oul'y p.w'd the ground, 
d caſt his fie-y eye- il, round, 
Snorting and ci amping the rude bit, 
| As if, or warl.ic- > :roulk fits 
His hg and gen us wood diſdain'd 
T be for ſports and paſtimes rein d, 
Great Dymock his glo:;ous ſtation, 
Paraded at the 8 
Not o our City Dymock. came, 


= Fee — 4 — bo his ſide. 


Heavy, diip'rited, and time; 


No mark of ſenſe, his eyes half-clos d. 


; Ee on a mighty aray-hor;e doz d. 


Fate never couls a horſe provide 

Jo fit ſor ſuch} a man to ride; 

| Yor find 0 win, wich ſtricteſt care, 
So ft for ſacl, 4 hor!” e to bear. 


IAung road xt. [nft-uments of death 


The fig:1: 0: him would ſtop the breath. 
Of blaggart Cowardice, and make 


The very Cem. Dranocarfir quake. 


eich ahi, wich, in the bands of b 
Do heir damn'd buſineſs in he niglit, 
From & land ſent, but here diſplay” d 
Jalvy io fill up the parade; 


v ch ſwords, b affe d, of maiden hue, 


oh rage or valour never drew ; 
Iich blunae buſſes, taught to ride, 


E Lixe packer , by his fide, 


n gdle ſtuck, he ſeem's to be 


_ JAllitle moving armory. | 
L One ching much wanting to complete 5 


Tac fight, and make a perfect treat, 
Was, that the ho: ſe a courteſy | 

In horſes found af high degree) 

Inſtead of going /irwward on, 

All the way backward ſhould have gone. 
He ſer, unleſs hey breeding lack, 


| | Some ſcruple make : turn their back, 
I Tho' riders, which plain truth declares, 
| No ſcruple make of turning theirs. 


4 Fit only for a ſtanding jeſt, 


r he independent (can you get 


_ A better ſuited epithet) 
The independent Amyand came, 


All burning with the ſacred flame 
Of Liberty, which well he knows 


| | On the great ſtock of Slav'ry grows. 


Like Sparrow, who, depriv'd of mate 
Snaich'd by the cruel hand of Fate, 
From ſpray to ſpray no more will hop, 


I Bur: fits alone on the houſe - top, 


Or like himſelf, when all alone 
At Croydon, he was heard to groan, 


Lf ing both hands in the defence 


Of 9 ad Common-Senſe ; 
Beth hands, for as no other man 


Adopted and purſu'd his plan, 


Fiſhery, Author of Many forgotten Poems, and 


Tranſlator of feveral works from the French. 


* John Lockman, Secretary to the Britiſh 8 
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The * n ind had been loneſome quite, 

If he hal not held up the rig/r. 

Apart he came, and fix'd his eyes 

With rapture on a diſtant prize, 

On which in letters worthy note, ; 

There “ Twenty Thouſand Pounds” was wrote: 

Falſe trap, for credit fapp'd is found 

By getting twenty thouſand pound. 

Nay, look not thus on me, and ftare, 

Donbting the certainty.— To ſwear 
In ſuch a coſe 1 ſhould be loth— 

Put Perry Cuſt * may take his oath. 

4 plain and decent garb array d, 

With the prim quaker Fraud came Trade; 

Connivance tu improve the plan, 

Hubited like 3 Jury-man, 

judiing us intereſt prevails, 

Cine new with meaſures, weights, and ſcales 3 3 
tortior next, of helliſh race, 

A cub moſt damn'd, to ſhew his face 

Forbid by fear, but not by ſhame, 

 Turmn'd is a Few, like came; 

Corruption, Midas-like, behold 

Turning whate'er ſhe touch'd to gold; 

Impotence led by Luſt, and Pride 

Strutting with Ponton by her ſide ; 

_ Hypocriſy, demure and fad, | 

In garments of the Prieſthood clad, | 

So well diſguis'd, that you might ſwear, 

Deceiv'd, a very Prieſt was there ; 

Bankruptcy, full of eaſe and health, 

And wallowing in 2wel[-ſaw'd wealth, 

Came ſncering thro? a ruin'd band, 

And bringing B—— in her hand; 

Victory hanging down her head, 

Wa; by a Highland ſtallion led; 

Peace, cloth'd in fables, with a face 

Which witneſs'd ſenſe of huge diſgrace, 

Which ſpake a deep and rooted ſhame. 

Both of herſelf and of her name, 

_ Mourning creeps on, and bluſhing fe-ls 
War, grim War treading on her heels ; 

Pale Credit, ſhiken by the arts 5 

Of men with bad heads and worſe hearts, 

Taking no notice of a band | | 

Which near her were ordain'd to tand, 

Well nigh deſtroy d by fickly fit, =” 
Look' d wiſttu! all around for Pitt; \ 
Freedum— at that moſt hallow'd name | 

My ſpirits mount into a flame, 3 

Each pulſe beats high, and each nerve ſtraia: 


Tien to the cracking; thro! my veins 


Ihe tides of life more rapid run, 

And tell me I am Freedom's ſun— | 
Freedom came next, but ſcarce was ſcen, 
When the ſky, which appear'd ſerene | 
And gay before, was overcaſt; 
Horror beſtrode a foreign blaſt, 

And from the priſan of the Nerth, | 


| To Freedom deadly, ftorms burſt forth. * 


A car like thoſe, in which, we're told, 
Our wild forefathers warr'd of old, 
Loaded with death, ſix horſes bear 
 Thro' the blank region of the air. 
Too fierce for time or art to tame, | 
They pour'd forth mingled ſmoke * Arne 


* See North Briton, Vol. III 
as YI: 


From their wide noſtrils 3 ev'ry ſteed 
Was of that ancient ſavage breed 
Which fell Geryon nurs'd ; their ford 
"Che tleth of man, their drink his blood. 

On the (rt horſes, Ul-match'd pair, 
Jin Lat and fleck, that lean and bare, 
Came ill-match'4 riders fide by He, 


And Poverty was yol'd with Pride. 


Ur nion moſt ſtrange: it muſt a ppenr, 
Till other unions make it clear. 
Next, in the gall of bhitterneſo, 
With 15. „rhich words cum ill expreſs, 
With hay rg rage, which ſprings 
From a falſe zeal fur holy things, 
Wezrins ſuch robes as prophets wear, oY 
Falſe prophet*s placed in Peter's chair; 
On which, in characters of fir-, 


_ {Shape; antic, horrible and dire, 4 
Ilwoven flam'd; where to the view, | 
In groups appe:r'd a rabble crew 


Of fainted devils where all round 


Vie re/iques of vile men were found, 


Who, worſe than devils, from the birth 
Perform'd the work of hell on earth, 
Jugglers, Inquijfitirs, and Popes, 

| Pointing at axes, colecli, and rotes, 
And engine:, fram'd on horrid plan, 

| Which none but the deſtroyer Man 
Could, ta promote his ſelfiſh views, 
Have heads to make, or hearts to uſe 
Bc. aring, to conſecrate her tricl:s, 


In her left-hand a Crucifix, 

I Remembr:nce of our dying Lord, 
And in her right a f- d ſruord; 
| Having her brows, in impious ſport, 


Adorn'd with words of high import, | 
On earth Peace amongſt men, Goud-will, 
Love bcaring, and , bearing ſtill, 
All wrote in the heart” blond of thoſe 


1 Who rather death than falſchood choſe; 


On her breaſt (where in days of yore, 


When Cod lov'd Ferus, the High- prieſt wore 


Thoſe oracles which were decreed 
T' inſtruct and guide the choſen feel) 
Having with glory clad and firength, 
U he: Vi irgin piftur'd at full length, 


| Whilft at her feet, in Imall - AR 4. 
I As ſcarce worth notice, Chriſt was laid; 
Came Superſtition fierce an fell, 


An imp deteſted, een in hell; 
Her eye inflam'd, her face all o'er 
Foully beſmear'd with human gore, 


| [Or heaps of mangled Saints ſhe rode 3 
Faſt at her heel. Death proudly ſtrode, 


And grimly ſmil'd, well - pleas'd to he | 


Such havock of mortality. 


Ciofe by her fide, on miſchicf bene > 
* urging on ench bad intent 


[To its full bearing, ſv ze, wild, 


The mother fit of ſuch a child, 
Striving the empire to advance 
Of fin and death, came Ignorance. 


And fov'reign pow'r by pride difgrac'd, 
Where louily witneſling a mind 

Or ſav age more than human kind, 
Not chafing to be lov'd, but frar'd, 
Mocking it right, Miſrule apprat d. 
OY 5 
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With looks, where dread command was plac'd, 
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With eyeballs glaring fiery red 


Gnaſhing his teeth, Fw in r ; nh 

Pouring corruption an 

From his chat. jaws ; without remorſe 

Whipping, and ſpurring on his horſe, 
Whoſe fides, in their own blood cmbay'd, 

ien tothe bone were open laid, 

Came Tyranny ; diſdaining awe, 

And trampling over Senſe and Lao. 

One thing and only one he knew, 

One object only would purſue, 

Tho? leſs (fo low doth paſſion bring) 

Than man, he would be more than King. 
With ev'ry argument and art 


Which might corrupt the head and heart, 


Soothing the frenzy of his mind, 
Companion meet, was Fl:tt'ry join'd. 
Winning his carriage, ev'ry look 
Employ d, whilſt it conceal'd a hook; 
When fimple moſt, moſt to be fear d; 
| Moſt erafty when vo craſt appear d; 
His tales no man like him could tell, 
His words, which melted as they fell, 
Might een a hypocrite deceive, | 
And make an infidel believe, 
Wantonly cheating o'er and o'er | 
"Thoſe who had cheated been before: 
Such Flatt'ry came in evil hour, 
Pois ning the royal ear of pow'r, 
And, grown by freſtitutian great, 


Mould be firſt Miniſter of State. 


Wichin the chariot, all alone, 
High ſeated on a kind of throne, 
With pebbles grac'd, a figure came, 


Whom Juſtice would, bur dare not, name. 


Hard times when Juſtice, without fear, 
Dare not bring forth to public ear 
The names of thoſe, who dare offend, 
_ *Gainit Juſtice, and pervert her end: 
Fut, if the Muſe afford me grace, 
Deicription ſhall fupply the place. 
In foreign garments he was clad : 
Sage ermine o'er the gloſly paid 
Caſt rev rend honour ; on his heart, 
Wrought by the curious hand of art, 
In filver wrought, aud brighter far 
Than heav'nly or than earthly ſtar, 
| Shone a White Reiſe, the emblem dear 
Or him he ever muſt revere; _ 
Of that dread Lord, who with his hot. 
Of Faithful native rebels loſt, ; 
Like thoſe black ſpirits doom'sd to hell, 
At once from pow'r and virtue fell; 
Around his clouded brows was plac d 
A bonnet, moſt ſuperbly grac'd 
With mighty lifes, nor forgot 
The ficred motto, Tout me not. 
In the right hand a ſword he bore 
Harder than adamant, and more 


Fatal than winds, which from the mouth 


Of the rough North invade the South: 
The reeking blade to view preſents 
The blood of helpleſs innocents ; 
And on the hilt, as meek become 

As I:mbs before the ſhearers dumb, 
With downcaſt eye, and ſolemn ſhow 
Ot deep unutterable woe, | 


Faſt to a rock was Juſtice chain d. 
In his left-hand, in wax impreſt, 
With bells and gewgaws idly dreſt, 
An image, caſt in baby mould, 


| He held, and ſeem' d overjoy'd to hold. 


On this he fix'd his eyes, to this 
Bowing he gave the loyal kiſs, 
And, for rebellion fully ripe, 
Seem'd to deſire the Antitype, 
What if to that Pretender's foes 


| His greatneſs, nay, his lite he owes, 


Shall common obligations bind, 

And ſhake his conſtancy of mind ? 
Scorning ſuch weak and petty chains, 
Faithful to James he ſtill remains, 
Tho' he the friend of George appear: 


| Diſjum:lation's Virtue herc. 


Jealous and mean, he with a frown 
Would awe, and keep all merit down, 


| | Nor would to Truth and Juſtice bend, 


| Unlefs out-bullied by his friend: 
Brave with the cov:urd, with the brave 
He is himſelf a coward flave ; 

Aw'd bu his fears, he has no heart 
To take 2 great and open part; 

Mines in a ſubtle train he ſprings, 
And, ſecret, ſaps the ears of kings; 


| But not e' en there continues firm 


Gainſt the reſiſtance of a worm: 
Born in a country, <vhere the will 


| Of ence is lato to all, he ſtill 


Retain'd th infection, with full aim 


: To ſpread it whereſoe'er he came; 


Freedom he hated, Lato defied, 
The proſtitute of pow'r and pride: 


| Law he with caſe explains away, 


And leads bewilder'd Senſe aftray 3 
Much tu the credit of his brain 


I Puzzles the cauſe he can't maintain, 
Proceeds on moſt familiar grounds, 
And, where he can't convince, confound 

I Talents of rareſt ſtamp and ſize, 


To Nature falſe, he mifapplies, 
And turns to poiſon what was ſent = 


” | For purpoſes of nouriſhment. | 


Palencſs, net ſuch as on his wings 


- The meſſenger of ſickneſs brings, 
R But ſuch as takes its coward riſe 


From conſcious baſeneſs, conſcious vice, 
O'erſpread his cheeks ; Diſc 


Not daring open to appear, | 


| Lodg'd covert Miſchief Paſſiun hung 


On his lip quiv' ring; on his tongue 
Fraud dwelt at large; within his breaſt 
All that makes Villain found a neft, 
All that, on hell's compleatett plan, 


Ir F'er join'd to damn the heart of man. 


Soon as the car reach'd land, he roſe, 


And with a look which might have froze 
The heart's beſt blood, which was enough, 


Had hearts been made of ſterner ſtuff 
In cities than elſewhere, to make 


| The very ſtouteſt quail and quake, 


Mourning the time when Freedom reign's, 


iſdain and Pride, 
I | To upſtart fortunes ever tied, OG 
I | ScowP'd on his brow ; within his eye, 
| Infidious, lurking like a fpy Z 
| To Caution principled by Fear, 


NOS ot tr worn — > 2 
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Whether it was or Ghoſt, or Plot, 


Like ſtatues than they were before. 


What neitherart, nor force, nor both 


FP᷑ffected: from the ſelf-ſame land, 
(Bad news for our blaſpheming band 
Of ſcribblers, but deſerving note) 
The poiſon came, and antidote. 


Came ſmiling, freed from ſlaviſh awe ; 
Loyalty, Liberty, and Low, 
lImpatient of the galling chain, 
And yoke of pow'r, reſum'd their reign; 
And burning with the glorious flame 
Of public virtue, Mansfield eme. 


| agree, 
When they are told that grace was ſaid by me; 


On the proud landlord, and his threadbare gueſt ; 

The King gone round, my Lady too w: 'thdrawa, 
My Lord, in uſual taſte, began to yawn, 
And lolling backward in his elbow-chair, 

With an inſipid kind of ftupid ſtare, | 

Picking his teeth, twirling his ſeals about— 

Churchill, you have a poem coming out. 

| You've my beſt wiſhes ; but I really fear 
Your Muſe in general is "too ſevere ; 


| And where ſhe makes one friend, makes — 


-- But only feel i it as a thing of courſe. 
To laſh the vices of a guilty age, 


CHURCHILL? 


He caſt his baleful eyes around, 

Fix'd without motion to the ground, 
Fear waiting on ſurprize, all ſtood, 

And horror chill'd their curdled blood : 

No more they thought of femp, no more 
For they had ſeen his face before) 

Of Lato they thought; the cauſe forgot, 


Which drew them there. They all food more, 


What could be done ? Could art, _ forces 
Or both direct a proper courſe 
To make this ſavage monſter tame, 
Or ſend him back the way he came ? 


Could do, a Lord of foreign growth, 
A Lad to that baſe wretch allied 
In country, not in vice and pride, 


Abaſh'd the monſter hung his head; 9 
And like an empty viſion fled; | 
His train, like virgin ſnows which run, 


Kiſs'd by the burning bawdy ſun, 11 


To loveſick ſtreams, diſſolv'd in air; 
Joy, who from abſence ſeem'd more fair, 


EXD OF THE GHOST. 
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CONFERENCE 


RACE bad in forms which Sceptic 3 — 


The ſervants gone, to break the ſcurvy jeſt 


Her ſpirit ſeems her int'reſt to oppoſe, 
foes. 


. 


force, 
The man whoſe hardy ſpirit ſhall engage 
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At his firſt ſetting forward ↄuglit to know, 


That ev'ry rogue he meets muſt be his for; 
That the rude breath of ſatire will provoke 
Ny who feel, and more who fear the ſtroke. 


} But ſhall the partial rage of telfiſh men 


From ftubborn juſtice wrench the righteous pen, 
Or ſhall I not my ſettled courſe pu urfucy 


Becauſe my fees are foes to Virtue too? 


ZL. What is this boaſted Virtne, taught in Schools, 


| And idly drawn from ant. qu ted rules ? 


What is her uſe ? Point out one wholeſome end: 
Will the hurt foes, or can the make a friend? 


| When from long faſts fierce appetites ariſe, 
Can this fame Virtue ſtifle Nature's cries ? 


Can ſhe the pittance of a meal afford, 


| | Or bid thee welcome to one great mun's board ? 


When northern wind the rough December arm 


| With froſt and ſnow, can Virtue keep thee warm 
Can't tlion diſmits the hard unfeeling dun 
Barely by ſiving, Thou art Virtuc's ſon ? 


Or by baſe blund*ring ſtateſmen fent to jail, 
Will Mansficld take this Virtue for thy bai! ? 
Believe it not, the name is in diſgrace, 
Virtze and Temple now are out of place. 
Quic then this meteor, whoſe deluive ray 
From wealth and honour leads thee far aſtra- 
True Virtue means, let Reaſon uſe her eye+, 
Nothing with fools, and int'reſt with the wiſe. 


{ Would'ft chou be great, her patronage * 
Nor madly triumph in ſo mean a name: | 
{ Let nobler wreaths thy happy brows adorn, 


And leave to Virtue poverty and ſcorn. 


| | Let Prudence be thy guide; who doth not knůou 
j How ſeldom Prudence can with Virtue go? 
IůTo be ſucceſsful try thy utmoſt force, 


And Virtue follows as 2 thing of courſe. 
Hirco, who knows net Hirco ? Rains the bed 
Of that kind maſter who firſt gave him bread, 


| | Scatters the ſeeds of diſcord thro” the land, 


Breaks ev ry public, ev ry private band, 

Beholds with joy a truſting friend undone, 

Betrays a brother, and would cheat a fon : 

What mortal in his ſenſes can endure 

42 name of Hirco for the wreich is poor 

Let him hang, drown, ſtarve, on 2 dunghil! 60's 
„ By all deteſted live, and die forgot; 5 

|<< Lethim, a poor return, in ev'ry breatli 


death.” 


II now the gen'ral cry we all purſue : : 


Let Fortune change, and Prudence change: too. 


_ |} Supple and pliant a nviv ſyſtem fee la, fy. 
| Fhrows up her cap, and ſpaniel: at his hee}: ; 


Long live great Hirco, cries, by int' reſt taught, 


7 And let his foes, the? I prove. oe, be nought. | | 
C. Peace to ſuch men, it ſach men can LOTS. 


peace, 


7 | Let their poſſeſſions, let their fine increaſe ; 
| Let their baſe ſervices in Courts rice root, 


And in the ſeaſon bring forth golden fruit; 
I envy not: let thoſe who have the will, 
And, with ſo little ſpirit, fo nb fill, 
With ſuck vile inſtruments their fortunes carve, 
Rogues may grow fat, an honct man d ares ſave: s 
L. Theſe tile conceits thrown ol, let 1 4 
vance 
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„ Fcel all death's pains, yet be Who!“ oc "HS 


| 


_ 


Starve ! pretty talking! but I fn would view 
"That man, that honeſt man, would do it too. 
Here to yon n untain which eutbraves the iky, 
And dart from pole to pole thy ſt: engtt᷑er d eye, 
Thro' all that fpace you hull rot view one man, 
Not one, who dave: to act on ſuch a plan. 
' Cowards in calms will ſay, what in a ſtorm 
The brave well tremble at, and nut perform. | 
'Tkine bc he proot, and, ſpite of al! you've ſaid, 
» You'd x ie your honour for a cruſt of bread. 
C. What prot might do what hunger might ef- 
fect, 
Whot famith'd Nature, looking with neglect 
Cn al! fae once feld dear, what fear, at itrife 
Wich fainiing Virtue for the means of life, | 
Might make this coward fleih, in love with breath, 
Shudd'ring at pain, and ſhrinking back RTE 
In treaſon to my foul, deſcend to bear, 
*Tru'ting to Fate, I neither know nor care. 
Orc, at this hour thoſe wounds atreſh I feel, 
Which nor proſperity nor time can heal, | 
"Thete wounds, which Fate ſevercly hath decreed, 
Mention'd or thought of, muſt for ever bleed, 
Theſe wounds, which humbled all that pride of 
| man, 
Which brings ſuch mighty aid to Virtue's plan; 
Once, aw'd by Fortune's moſt oppreſſive frown, 
By legal rapine to the earth bow'd down, © 
My credit at laſt gaſp, my ſtate undone, 
Trembling to meet the ſhock I could rot ſaun, 
Virtue gave ground, and black defpair prevail d; 
Sinking - beneath the ſtorm, my ſpirits fuld, 
Like Peter's faith; *till one, a friend inderd, 
May all diſtreſs find ſuch in time of need, 


By Virtue guide d, and by Wiſdom taught, 
Image or him whom Chriſtians iould adore, PS 
— his hand, and brought me + to 
1 
Since, by good fortune into notice rais d, 
And for —. little merit largely prais'd, 
Indulg'd in ſwerving from prudential rules, 
Hated by rogues, and not Helov'd by fools, 
| Flac'd above want, ſhall abject chirit of wealth 
do ſierecly war gainſt my foul's deareſt health, 
That, as a boon, 1 ſhould baſe ſhackles crave, 
And, borr to freedom, make my ſcif a ſlave; 
That I ſhould in the train of thotc appear, 


| . Whom Honour cannot love, nor Manhood fear? 


That I no longer ſkulk from ſtreet to ſtreet, 

Afraid leſt duns affail, and bailifts meet; 

That I from place to place this carcaſe bear, 

| Walk forth at large, and wander fice as air; 
That I no longer dread the aukward friend, 

_ Whoſe very obligations muſt vitend, | 
Nor, all too forward, with impatience burn, 

At ſuff ring favours which I can't return; 

That, from de pendenee and from pride ſecure, 

I Ini not plac'd io high to ſcorn the pr? 

Nor yet ſo low, that I my Lord thoul i tear, 

Or heſitate to give him ſineer for ſnecr ; 3 

That, whilit ſage Prudence my purſuits conſicms, 

I can enjoy the world on equal terme; 

That, kind toothers, to myſelf moſt true, 

Feeling no want, I comfort thoſe who do, 

And with the will have power to 4d diſtreſ.: 

Theſe, au what other bleflings 1 poſſefe, 
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rom the indulgence of the Public rife ; 
A'! private patronage my foul deties. 
By candour more inclin'd to ſave, than damn, 
7* z2en'ron; PuBLIC made me what am. 

1! that I have, they gare; juſt Mem'ry bears 

The grateful ſtamp, and what I am is theirs. 

L. To feign a red-hot zeal for Frezdum's cauſe, 
To mouth aloud for liberties and laws, 
For public good to bellow all abroad, 
Serves well the purpoſes of private fraud. 
Prudence by public good intends her own ; 
If you me in otherwiſe, you ſtand alone. 
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: {What do we mean by Country and by Court * 


What is it to Oppoſe, what to Support * 


| Mere words of courſe, and what is more abſurd 


Than to pay homage to an empty word ? 
Majors and Minors differ but in name, _ 
Patriots and Miniſters are much the ſame ; 
The only diff "rence, after all their rout, 
Is, that the one is in, the other out. 
Explore the dark receſſes of the mind, 

In the ſoul's honeſt volume read mankind, 
And own, in wiſe and ſimple, great and (mali, 
The ſame grand leading principle in all. 
Whate'er we talk of wiſdom ta the wiſe, 
Of goodneſs to the good, of public ties 


| Which to our country link, of private band; 


Which claim moſt dear attention at our — 


For parent and for child, for wife and friend, 
Our firſt great Mover, and our laſt great End, 
115 one, and, by whatever name we call 


The ruling tyrant, Self is all in all. 


This, which unwilling Faction ſhall admit, 


| _ ] Guided in diff rent ways a Bute and Pitt, 
One kind good man, in act, in word, in thought, | Made Tyrants break, made Kings obſerve the lu, | 


And gave the world a Stuart and Naſſau. 
Hath Nature (ſtrange and wild conceit of pride} 
Diſtinguiſh'd thee from all her ſons belide ? 
Doth virtue in thy boſom brighter glow, 
Or from a ſpring more pure doth action flow? 
Is not thy ſoul bound with thoſe very chains 


| Which ſhackle us; or is that Self, which reigns 


O' er kings and beggars, which in all we ſee 


| | Moſt ſtrong and fov'reign, only weak in thee ? 


Fond man, believe it not; experience tells 

Tis not thy virtue, but thy pride rebels. 

Think (and for once lay by thy lawleſs pen) 
Think, and conſefs thyſelf like other men; 
Think but one hour, and to thy conſcience led 
By Reaſon's hand, bow down and hang thy head; 5 


Think on thy private life, recal thy youth, 


View thyſelf now, and own with ſtricteſt truth, 


85 That Self bath diawn thee from fair Virtwe's 


WA 
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© | Farther than Folly would have dar'd to dry, 


And that the talents lib'ꝛal Nature gave 


| | To make tle free, have made thee more a dr. 


Quit then, in prudence quit, that idle train 
Of toys, which have ſo long abus'd thy brain, 


| And captive led thy pow'rs 3 with boundleſs will 


Let Self maintain her ſtate and empire ſtill, 


] But let her, with more worthy objects caught, 
Strain all the facalties and force of thought 

{| Tothings of higher daring ; let her range 

| Thro' better paſtures, and learn how to change; 

Let her, no longer to weak faction tied, 


Wiſely revolt, and join our ſtronger fide. 


___ Galling thy preſent friends, and p 
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C. Ah! what, my Lord, hath private life to do | 


With thin, «© public nature? Why to view 
Would y5 thus cruclly thoſe ſcenes unfuld, 
Which, wichaut pain and horror to behold, 
Muſt ſpeak me ſomething more or leſs than man; 
Which friends may pardon, but I never can ? 
Look back ! a thought which borders on deſpair, 
Which human nature muſt, yet cannot bear. 
*Tis not the babbling of a buſy world, 
Where praiſe and cenſure are at random hurl'd, 
Which can the meaneſt of my thoughts controul, 
Or ſhake one ſettled purpoſe of my ſoul. 
Free and at large might their wild curſes roam, 
If all, if all, alas ! were well at home. | 
No tis the tale which angry Conſciencetells, 
When ſhe with more th-n tragic horror ſwells 
Each circumſtance of guilt ; when ſtern but true, 
She brings bad action: forth into review; 
And, like the dre:d land- writing on t ie wall, 
bids late Ren arſe av e at Reafon's call ; 
Arm'd at ali points bids ſcornion Vengeance paſs, 
And to the mind holds up + Aeftion glaſs ; 2 
The mind, wh.ch “ ting, heave: the heart-felt 
groon, 
And hate: that form fa 0 Krous to be her own. 
Enough of chi let private ſorrows reſt— 
As to the Public 1 dare an the teſt; 
Dare proudly boaſt, i feel no wiſh above 
The good of England, and my Country's love. 


Stranger to party-rag ', by Reaſon's voice, 


Unerrirg guide, directed in my choice, 

Not ell the tyra: pow'rs of earth combin'd, 

No, nor of hell, ſhall make me change my mind. 

What! herd with men my honeſt ſoui diſduins, 
Men who, with ſervile zeal, are forging chains 
For Frecdom's neck, and lend a helping hard, 
To ſpread deſtruction o'er my native land. 

What ' ſhall I not, e'ento my lateſt breath, 

In the full face of danger and of death, 

Exer: that little ſtrength which Nature gave, 

And boldly ſtem, or periſh in the wave? ES 

Li. Waen I look backward for ſome fifty years, 

And ee proteſting Patriots turn to Peers ; 85 
Hear men moſt looſe, for decency declaim, 

And talk of character without a name; 

See infidels aſſert the cauſe of God, 

And meek divines wield perſecution's rod; 

See men transfurm's to brutes, and brutes to men, 
See Whitehead“ take a place, F Ralph change his 


„ | 
— 9 3 zeal, and deem the men in ſport, 
Who rail at Miniſters, and curſe a Cou:t. . 
Thee, haughty as thou art, and proud i in rime, 
hall ſome preferment, ofter'd at a time 
When Virtue ſleeps, ſome ſacrifice to pride, 
Dr ſome fair victim, move to change thy fide. 
Thee ſhall theſe eyes behold, to health reſtor'd, 
Uſing, as Prudence bids, bold Satire's ſword, 
thoſe, 
Whom now thy frenzy holds thy greateſt fues. 
C. May I (can worſe diſgrace on manhood fall ?) 
Bie born a Whitehead, and baptiz'd a Paul; | 
May I (tho' to his ſervice deeply tied 
By facred oaths, RP WEI 


Paul Whitehead. | 
F nt See Merge g 0 Diary.” 


"Tis not on Tg a ſyſtem 


: | My faith relies : 
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Wich falſe feign'd zeal an injur d Cod defend, 

Ar ute his name tor ſome baſe private end; 

lay 1 (that thuught bids double horrors roll 

O'er my fick ſpirits, and unm ins my foul) 

Ruin the virtue which I held mot dear, 

And ſtill muſt hold; may I, thro' abject fear, 
Betray my friend; may to ſucceeding times, 


Engravꝰ'd on plates of adamant, ray er mes 


Stand blazing forth, wullſt mark d with envious blot, 
Each little act of virtue is forgot; 

Of all thoſe evils which, to ſtamp men curs' d, 

Hell kceps in fore for vengeance, may the work, 
Light on ray hvad, and in my day of woe, 

To make the cup of bitterneſs o'erflow, 


| May I be ſcorn'd by ev'ry man of worth, 
| Wanter, like Cain, a vagabond on earth, 


Bearing about a hell in my own mind, 


| Or be to Scotland for my life confin'd, 


If I am one among che many known, | 
Whom Shelburne fed, and Caicraft bluſh'd to 0 own. | 
L. Do you reflect what men you make your foes ? 
C. I do, and that's the reaſon I oppoſe. 

Friends J have made, whom Envy muſt commend, 
But not one foe, whom I would with a friend. 


| What i7 ten thouſand Butes and Hollands bawl, 
f One Wilkes 14th made a large amends for all. 


Tis not the title, whether handed down 

From age to age, or flowing from the crown 
In ec pious fireams on recent men, who came | 

om ſtems unknown, and fires without a name? 
Tis nat the far, which our great Edward gave 
To mark the virtuous, and reward the brave, 
Blazing without, whilſt a baſe heart within 
ls rotten to the core with filth and fin; 
Tis nat the tinſel grandeur, taught to wait, 
At cuſtom's call, to mark a fool of ſtate 
From tools of leſſer note, that ſoul can awe 


| Whoſe Pride is Reaſon, whoſe defence is Law. , 


L. Suppoſe (a thing ſcarce poſſible in art, 
Were it thy cue to play a common 


part ) 
| Suppdſe thy writings ſo well fenc'd in law, 


That Norton f cannot find, nor make a flaw, 
Haſt thou not heard, that » our anc ent tribes, 
By party warpt, or lull'd aſlerp by bribes, 


| Or trembling at the ruffian hand of Force, . 
| Law hath ſuſpended ſtood, or chang'd its courſe? 
| Art thou aſſur d, that, for deſtructiun ripe 


. — 5 
What ſanction haſt thou, 5 | 


| OY 2 „ | 


C. The timer. 
and good, 
By wiſdom penn' d, and — by nobleſt blood, | 
by wicked men and vain, 
Law, once abus d, may be abus'd again. 
No, on our great Law-giver I depend, 
Who know: and guides her to her proper end; 
Whoſe royalty of nature blazes out 
So fierce twere fin to entertain a doubt— 
Did tyrant Stuarts now the laws diſpenſe, | 
r eas them 
hence) 
For ſomething, or for nothing, for a word, 0 
(Or thought, I might be doom'd to death, ehe 


+ Sir Fletcher Norton, Attorney- General. 
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Life we might ail refign to lawleſs pow”r, 
Nor think it worth the purchaſe of an heur ; 
But Envy ne'er ſhall fix fo foul a tain 
On the fair annals of a Brunſwick's reign. 
If, ſlave to party, to revenge, or pride, 
If, by frail human error drawn aſide, 
I break the Law, ſtrict rigour let her wear; 
"Tis her's to punith, and tis mine to ber , 
Nor by the voice of Juſtice doom'd to euath, 
Would I aſk mercy with my lateſt breatn. 
But, anxious only for my Country's goed, 
In which my King's, of courſe, is underſtood ; 
Form'd on a plan with ſome few patriot friends, 
Whilſt by juit means I aim at nobleſt ends, 
My ſpirits cannot fink ; tho' from the tomb _ 
Stern ſeffries thould be plac'd in Mansfield's room; 
Tho' he ſhould bring, his baſe deſigns to aid, 
Some black Attorney, for his purpoſe made, 
And ſhove, whilſt Decency and Law retreat, 
The modeſt Norton rom his maiden ſeat ; 
Tho' both, in ill confed'rates, ſhould agree, 
In damned league, to torture law and me, 
Whilſt George is King, I cannot fear endure; 
Not to be guilty, is to be ſecure. 
But when, in after-times, (be far remov'd 
That day) our monarch, glorious and belov d, 
Sleeps with his fathers, ſhould imperious Fate, 
In vengeanee, with freſh Stuarts curſe our ſtate ; 
Should they, o'erleaping ev'ry fence of law, 
Butcher the brave to keep tame fools in awe ; 
Should they, by brutal and oppreſſive force, 
Divert ſweet Juſtice from her even courſe ; 
| Should they, of ev'ry other means bereit, 
Make my right-hand a witneſs *gainſt my left; 
| Should they, abroad by Inquiſitions taught, 
Search out my ſoul, and damn me for a thought; 
Still would I keep my courſe, ſtill ſpeak, ſtill 


write | | | 
Till death bad plung' d me in the ſhades of night. 
Thou God of Truth, thou great, all - ſearching 
eye, . 
To whom our thoughts, our ſpirits open lie, 
| Grant me thy ſtrength, and in that needful hour, 


With firm refolve mv ſteady boſom tteel, 8 
Bravely to ſuffer, tho? I deeply feel. . 
Let me, as hitherto, ſtill draw my breath, 
In love with lite, but not in fear of death; | 
And, if Oppreſſion brings me to the grave, 
And marks me dead, ſhe ne'er ſhail mark a ſlave. 
Let no unworthy marks of grief be heard, | 

No wild laments, not one unſcemiy word; 

Let ſober triumphs wait upon my bier, 
Il won't forgive that friend who drops one tear, 
Whether he's raviſh'd in life's early morn, 
Or, in old age, drops like an ear or corn, 
Pull ripe he falls, on Nature's nobieft plan, 
Who lives to Reaſon, and who dies a Man. 


g — 
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| - CCURS'D the man, whom Fate ordains in | | 


And tamely ſtoop to ev'ry 


P O F. NMI 5. 


„ 


AV TH 0D k | 


| ſpite, 

And cruel 3 teach, to Read and Write 

What need of letters? Wherefore ſhould we ſpeil * 
Why write our names? A mark will do as well, 
Much are the precious hours of youth miſ-ſpent. 
In climbing Learning's rugged ſteep aſcent ; 


| When tothe top the bold adventurer's got, 


He reigns, vain monarch, o'er a barren ſpot, 

W hilſt in the walc cf Ignerance below, 

Folly and Vice to rank luxuriance grow ; 

| Honours and wealth pour in on ev'ry fide, | 
And proud Preterment rolls her golden tide. 

|  Oeer crabbed authors life's gay prime to waſte, 


| To cramp wild genius in the chains of taſte, 


To bear the flaviſh drudgery of ſchools, 

d's rules, 

For ſeven long years debarr'd of lib'ral eaſe, 
To plod in college trammels to degrees, 5 


] Beneath the weight of ſolemn tovs to groan, 


Sleep over books, and leave mankind unknown ; 
To praiſe each ſenior blockhead”s thread-bare tale, 
And laugh till reaſon bluſh, and ſpirits fail, 
Manhood with vile ſubmiſſion to diſgrace, 


And cap the fool, whoſe merit is his place 
| Vice-Chancellors, whoſe knowledge is but ſmal!, 
[And Chancellors, who nothing know at all: 


 HI-brook'd the gen'rous ſpirit in thoſe days 

When learning was the certain road to praiſe, 

When nobles, with a love of ſcience bleſs'd, 

Approv'd in others what themſelves poſſeſs'd. | 
| But now, when Dullneſs rears aloft her throne, 
When Lordly vaſſals her wide empire own, 1 
When Wit, ſeduc'd by Envy, ſtarts aſide, 

And baſely leagues with Ignorance and Pride, 


| What aas ſhould tempt us, by falſe hopes miles, 
| Learning's unfaſhionable paths to tread ; 
{Should it e*cr come) when Law ſubmits to Pow'r, 


To bear thoſe labours, which our fathers bore, 5 
That crown with- held, which they in triumph wore > 


I Tis an affront to thoſe who have it not. 


Wen with much pains this boaſted learning 's got. 
In ſome it cauſes hate, in others fear, | 


Inttrudts our foes to rail, our friends to iner 
With prudent haſte the worldly-minded foot 


| Forgets the little which he learn'd at ſchool ; 


The elder brother, to vaſt fortunes born, 
Looks on all ſcience with an eye of ſcorn; 
Dependent brethren the ſame features wear, 


And younger ſons are ſtupid as the heir, 
In Senates, at the Bar, in Church and State, 
_ | Genus is vile, and Learning out of date. 


Is this death to think ! is this the land 
Where Merit and Reward went hand in hand, 
Where heroes, parent-like, the Poet view'd, 

By whom they ſaw their glorious deeds renew d > 


| | Where Poets, true to honour, tun'd their lays, 


And by their patron ſanctify d their praiſe ? 
Is this the land, where, on our Spenſer's tongue, 
Enamour d of his voice, deſcription hung ; 

Where Jonſon rigid gravity beguil'd, 


W Reaſon thro? her critic fences ſmil'd ; 
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Where Nature liſt'ning ſtood, whilſt Shakeſpeare | 
lay'd, 
And 2 at the work herſelf had made 
Is this the land, where, mindful of her charge 
And office high, fair Freedom walk'd at large; 
Where, finding in our laws a ſure defence, 
She mock'd at all reſtraints, but thoſe of ſenſe ; 
Where Health and Honour trooping by her fide, 
©he ſpread her ſacred empire far and wide; 
Pointed the way Affliction to beguile, 
And bade the face of Sorrow wear a ſmile ; 
| Bade thoſe, who dare obey the gen'rous call, 
Enjoy her bleſſings, which God meant for all * 
I this the land, where in ſome tyrant's reign, 
When a <veat, ric ted, miniſterial train, | 
The tools of pow ry the ſlaves of int'reſt, ohms d 


Their Country's ruin, and with bribes unmann'd 


Thoſe wretches, who, ordain'd in Freedom's cauſe, 
Cave up their liberties, and fold our laws; 
When Pow'r was taught by Meanneſs where t: 
Nor dar'd to love the virtue of a foe ; 
When, like a lep'rous plague, from "the foul head 
To the foul heart her ſores Corruption ſpread, 
| Her iron arm when ſtern Oppreſſion rear l, 
And Virtue, from her broad baſe ſhaken, fear d 
The ſcourge of Vice; when, impotent and vain, 
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Poor Freedom bow'd the neck to Slavery's chain; 


Is this the land, where in thoſe worſt of times, 
'T he hardy Poet rais'd his honeſt rimes | 
To dread rebuke, and bade controulment ſpeak 
In guilty bluſhes on the villain's cheek, 
Bade pow'r turn pale, kept mighty rogues in awe, 
And made them fear the Mule, who fear d not Luv? 
How dull laugh, when menof narrow neh, j 
Whom folly guides, and prejudice controu!s; 
Who, one dull drowſy track of buſi:ſs trad, | 
 Werihip their Mammon and neglect their Get 5 
Who, breathing by one muſty ſet of rules, 
| Note fror the birth, and are by ſyſtem tools ; 
Who, form d to dullneſ: from their very youth, 
Lics of the day prefer to CGoſpel truth, 
Pick up their little knowledge from Reviews, 
And lay out all their ſtock of faith in news: 
How do I laugh, when creatures, form'd like theſe, 
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| Whom Reaſon ſcorns, and I thould bluſh to pleaſe, 


Rail at all lib'ral arts, deem verſe a crime, | 

And hald not truth as truth, if told inrime? 
How do laugh, when Publius, hoary gruan 

In zeal for Scutland's welfare and his own, 

By ſluw degrees, and courſe of office, drawn 

in mood and figure at the helm to yawn, 

Too mean (the worſt of curſes Reay'n can ſend) 
To have a toe, too proud to have a friend, 
Erring by form, which blockheads ſacred hold. 
Ne er making new faults, and nc'er mending old, 

ERebukes my ſpirit, bids the daring Muſe 

Subjects more equal to her weakneſs chuſe 
| Bids her frequent the haunts of humble ſwains, 

Nor dare to traffick in ambitious ſtrains ; 

Bids her, indulging the poetic whim 

In quaint-wrought Ode, or Sonnet pertly trim, 

Along the church-way path complain with Gray, 

Or dance with Maſon on the firſt of May? 

„All ixcred is the name and pow'r of Kinga, | 

All States and Stateſmen are thoſe mighty things 

Which, howſoe'er they out of courſe may roll, 

© Were never made for Poets to n 


POEMS. 


Peace, peace, thou dotard, nor thus vilely deem 
Of ſacred numbers, and their pow'r blaſpheme : 

I tell thee, wretch, ſearch all creation round, 

In earth, in heav'n, no ſubject can be found 

(Our Gol alone except) above whoſe weight 

The Poet cannot riſe, and hold his Rate. 

The bleſſed Saints above in numbers ſpeak 

The praiſe of God, tho' there all praile is weale ; 
in numbers here below the Bard ſhall teach 

Virtue to ſoar beyond the villains reach 


Shall tear his lab'ring lungs, rain his hoarſe thront, 


And raiſe his voice beyond the trumpet's note, 
Should an afflicted Country, aw'd by men 
Of flaviſk principles, demand his pen. 
This is a great, a glorious point of view, 
Fit for an Engliſh Poet to purſue, 

Undaunted to purſue, tho” in return, 


| His writings by tne common hangman burn. 


How Fg I laugh, when men, by fortune plac'd 
Above their hetters, and by rank diſgrac'd, | 
Who found their pride on titles which they ain, 
And, mean themſelves, are of their fathers vain 


Who would a bill of privilege prefer, 


And treat a Poet like a creditor, 

The gen rous ardour of the Muſe condemn, 

And curſe the ftorm they know ruſt break on them, 
«© What, ſhall areptile Bard, a wretch unknown, 

% Without one badge of merit, but his own, | 
c Great Nobles laik, and Lords, like common 
men, 


4e Smart from the veng2ance of a ſcribbler's pen 9 


What's in this name of Lord, that I ſhould fear 
To bring their vices to the public car ? | 
Flows not the honeſt blood of humble ſwains 
Quick as the tide which ſwells a monarch's veins * 
Munuchs, whowealth and titles can beſtow, 


I Cannot make virtues in ſucceſſion flow. 
Would? ſt thou, Pr: 4 mu, be ſately plac* d above 


The cenſure of the Mule, deſ:rve her love, 
Act as thy birth demands, as nobles ought; 
Look back, and by thy worthy f:ther trwught, 


| Who earr'd thote honours, thou wert *. to wear, 


Follow his ſteps, and be his Virtues' heir. 
But ir, regardleſs of the road to fame, 
You ſtart afide, and tread the paths of ſhame ; 


If ſuch thy lite, that ſhould thy fire ariſe, 


The ſight of iuch a fon would bluſt his s eyes, 


| Would make him curſe the hour which gave thee 


birth, 


| Wuuld drive lim, ſhudd' ting, fiom the face of | 


earth. | 
Once more, with ſham and forrow, mon, 1.2 the dead 
In endlet: night to h de his rev rend head 53 | 


FHF fuch thy lite, cho' Kings had made che more 
Than ever King 4 fcoundrel made before; 


Nay, to allow thy pride a deeper fpring, 

'Lho' God in Vengeance liad made thee a King, 
Faking on Virtue's wing her daring flight, 

The Mute ſhould drag thee trembling to the light, 


Probe thy foul wuunds, and lay thy boſom bare | 
| To the keen queſtion of the ſearching vir. 


Gods! wich what pride I tee che titled ſlave, 


Who ſhn2rts benen! the ſtroke which Satire gave, 
| Aiming at ease, and wich dithoneſt art, 


Striving co hide tir: ngs of his heart! 
How do laugh, when wich affected air, 


| (Loves able hr * to keep his chat, 
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Whilſt on his trembling I'p pale anger ſpeiks, , 
And the chaf d blood flies mounting to his cheeks) 
He talks of conſcience, which good men fſecurcs 
From all thoſe evil moments guilt endures, 
And ſeems to laugh at thoſe, who pay regard 
To the wild ravings of a frantic bard. 
4 Satire, whilſt envy and ill-humour fwav 
4 The mind of man, mutt always make her way; 
4 Nor to x boſom, with diſcretion traught, 
<< Is all her malice worth a ſngle thught. | 
4c The Wiſe have not the will, nor Fools the pow'r 
«© To ftop her headftrong courſe ; within the hour, 
% Left to herſelf, ſhe dies; oppoſing ftrif: 
<< Gives her freſh vigour, and prolongs her life. 
All things her prey, and ev'ry man her aim, 
I can no patent for exemption claim, | 
c Nor would I with to ſtop that harmleſs dart 
«© Which plays arourd, but cannot wound my heart; 
«© Tho” pointed at myſelt, be Satire free; 
« To her tis pleaſure, and no pain to me.” 
Difſeriing wretch ! hence to the Stoic ſchool, 
And ther: . .ngft thy brethren play the fool; 
"There, um couk'd, theſe wild, vain duftrincs — 5 
Lives there a man, whom Satire cannot reach ? 
Lives there a man, whocalmly can ſtand by, 
And ſee his.conſcience ripp'd with Ready eye ? 
When Satire flies abroad on Falſhood's wing, 
Short is her life, and impotent her ſting ; | 
But, when to Truth allied, the wound ſhe gives 
_ Sinks deep, and to remoteſt ages lives. 
When in the tomb thy pamper d fleſh ſhall rot, 
And een by friends thy mem'ry be forgot, 
Still ſhalt thou live, recorded for thy crimes, 
Live in her page, and tink to aſter- times. | 
Haſt thou no feeling yet? Come throw off . 
And own thoſe paſſions which thou ſhalt not hide. 
35, who from the moment of his birth, 
Made human nature a reproach on earth; 
| Whoneverdar'd, nor wiſh'd behind to ſtay, 
When Folly, Vice, and Meanneſs led the way, 
Would bluſh, ſhould he be told, by Truth and Wit, 
Thoſe actions which he bluſh'd not to commit z 
Men the moſt infamous are fond of fame, 
And thoſe who fear not guilt, yer ſtart at ſhame. 
But whither runs my zeal, whoſe rapid force, 
Turning the brain, bears Reaſon from her courſe ; 
Carries me back to times, when Poets, bleſs'd 
With courage, grac'd the ſcience they profeſs d; 
When they, in honour rooted, firmly ſtood 
The bad to puniſh, and reward the good ; 
When, to a flame by public Virtue wrought, 
The foes of Freedom they to juſtice brought, 
And dar'd expoſe thoſe ſlaves who dar'd ſupport 
A tyrant plan, and call'd themſelves a Court? 
Ah! what are Poets now ? As flaviſh thoſe 
| Who deal in verſe, as thoſe who deal in proſe. 
1; there an Author, ſearch the kingdom round, 
In whom true worth and real ſpirit's found ? 
| The flaves of bookſellers, or (doom'd by Fate 
To baſer chains) vile of State z 
Some, dead to ſhame, and of thoſe ſhackles proud 
Which Honour ſcarns, for ſlav' ry roar aloud ; 
Others half-palſied only, mutes become, | 
And what makes Smollet write, makes Johnſon 
| dumb. 
Why turns yon villain pale? Why bends his eye 
Inward, abaſh'd, when Murphy 1 3 
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He ſhifts his ſails, 


L's POEM 8. 
Doſt thou ſage Murphy for » blockhead take, 
Who wages war with Vice for Virtue's fuk” ? 
| No, no—like other vr ldling;, you will find 
and catches ev'ry wind. 
His ſoul the ſhock of int'reſt can't endure : 
Give him a penſion then, and fin ſecure. 
With laurell'd wren the flatt'rer”s brows ador:.. 
Bid Virtue crouch, bi:! Vice exalt her horn, 
Bid Cowards thrive, put Floneſty to flight , 
Murphy ſhall prove, or try to prove it right. 
Try, thou State- Juggler, ev'ry paltry art, 
Ranſack the inmoſt cloſet of my heart, 
Swear thou'rt my friend; by that baſe oath mil: - 


| way 

Into my breaft, and flatter to betray : 
Or, it thoſe tricks are vain, if whole: if ome doub! 
Nete&s the fraud, and points the v eindbut, 
Bribe thoſe who daily at my board are gd, 
And make them tike my life who cat my bread , 
| On authors for defence, for praiſe depend; 
| Pay him but well, and Murphy is thy fries. 
| He, he ſhall ready ſtand with venul rimes, 
To varniſh guilt, and conſcerate thy crimes ; 
To make Corruption in fuſe colours ſuine, 
And damn his own good name, to reſcue thine. 
But if thy niggard hand; their gifts with-hold, 


And Vice no longer rains down thow'rs of gold, 
Expect no mercy 3 fats, well greunded, teach, 


Murphy, if not rewarded, will impeach. 
What tho' each man of nice and juſter thought, 


_ | Shunning his ſteps, decrees, by Honour taught, | 


He ne'er can be a friend, win Range & low 


To be the baſe betrayer of a foe 3 


What tho', with thine together link'd, his name 

Muſt be with thine tranſmitted down to ſhame, _ 

Toev'ry manly feeling callons grown, | 

| Rather than not blaſt thine, he'll blu# his own. 
To ope the fountain whence ſedition ſprings, 

To ſlander Government, and libel Kings, 

With Freedom's name to ſerve a preſent hour, 

Thoꝰ born and bred to arbitrary pow'r, 

To tall of William with inſidiou, art, 

Whilſt a vile Stuart's lurking in his heart, 

And, whilft mean Envy re urs her loathſome head, 

Flatt ring the living, to abuſe the dead, 


Where is Shebbezre ? O, let not foul reproach, ke 


Travelling thither in a City coach, | 
The pill'ry dare to name; the whole i intent 
Of that parade was Fame, not Puniſhment, 


| And that old ſtaunch Whig Beardmore ſanding by 


Can in full Court give that report the lyc. 
With rude unnat”ral jargon to ſupport, 


Half Scorch, half Engli/l, a declining Court; 
To make moſt glaring contraries unite, 
And prove, beyond diſpute, that black is white; 


To make firm Honour tamely league with Shame. 


Make Vice and Virtue differ but in name; 


To prove that Chains and Freedom are but one, 
That to be ſav d muſt mean to be undone, 

Is there not Guthrie? Who, like him can call 
| All oppoſites to proof, and conquer all ? 

He calls forth living waters from the rock; 

He calls forth children from the barren ſtock ; 
He, far beyond the ſprings of Nature led, 
Makes women bring forth after they are dead; 
He, on a curious, new, and happy plan, 

In ⁊ucdi c s ſacred bund: Joins man to man 3 


And fear alone reſtrains his coward mind; 
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And, to complete the whole, moſt ſtrange, but true, 
By ſome rare magic, makes them fruitful tod, 
Whilſt from their loins, in the due courſe of years, 
Flow: the rich blood of Guthr:c's Engl; Prers, 

Doſt thou contrive ſome blacker deed of thamey 
ee e which Nature ſnudders but to name, 
Something which makes the foul of man retreat, 

And the life-blood run backward to her ſeat ? 
Dot thon contrive for ſome baſe private end, 
Some ſelſiſh view, to hang a truſting friend, 
To lure him on, een to his parting bak, 
And promiſe life, to work him ſurer death? 
Grown old in villainy, and dead to grace, 
IIell in his heart, and Tyburn in his face 

Behold, a Parſon at thy elbow ſtands, 

Low'ring damnation, and with open hands 

Ripe to betray his Saviour for reward; 

The Atheiſt Chaplain of an Atheiſt Lord. 

Bred to the Church, and for the gown decreed, 

Ere it was known that I ſhould learn to read 

'Tho' that was nothing, for my friends, who knew 
What mighty Dullneſs of itfelf could do, 

Never deiign'd me for a working irieft, 

But hop'd, I ſhould have been a Dean at leaſt ; 
Condemn'd (like many more, and worthicr men, 
To whom I pledze the ſervice of my pen), 
Condemn'd (whilſt proud and pamper'd ſons of lawn, 
Cramm'd to the throat, in lazy plenty yawn) 
In pomp of rew'rerd beggary to appear, 
To proy, and ſtarve on forty poun i a year; 
My fr ends, who never felt the galling load, 
Lament that I forſook the packhorſe road, 
Whilſt Virtue to my conduct witneſs bears = 
In throwing off that gown which Fr:mcis wears. 

What creature's that, fo very pert and prim ; 
So very full of foppery, and whim ; 

Ss gentle, yet fo briſk; ſo wond'rous ſweet, 
Jo fit to prattle at a lady $ feet, 

Who looks, as he the Lord's rich vineyard trod, 
And by his garb appears a man of Cod ? 
"Truſt not to looks, nor credit outward ſhow ; 
The vill:in lurles beneath the caſſich d bheauu; 
That's an informer; what avails the name ? 
Sunne it that the wretch from Sodom came. 
His tongue is deadly—from his preſence run, 

Unleſs thy rage would with to be undone. 

No ties can hold him, no affection bind, 


Free him from that, no monſter is ſo fell, 
Nor is fo ſure a blood- hound found in hell. 


His filken ſmiles, his hypocritic air, 


His meek demeanor, plauſible and fair, 
Are only worn to pave Fraud's eaſier way, 
And make gull'd Virtue fall a ſurer prey. | 
Attend his church—his plan of doftrine view 
he Preacher is a Chriſtian, dull, but true;; 
But when the hallow'd hour of preaching's © er, 
That plan of doctrinc's never thought of more; 
Chriſt is laid by neglected on the ſhelr, 
And the vile Prieſt is Goſpel to himſcir. 

By Cleland tutor'd, and with Bl:cow bred, 
{Blacow, whom by a brave refentment led, a 
Oxford, if Oxford had not ſunk in fume, 

Ere this, had damn'd to everlaſting ſhane) | 

Their ſteps he follows, and their crime, partake:, 

To Virtue loſt, to — alone he wucrz, 

Moſt luſciouſly declaims *gainſt luſciou; thema, 

And, whilſt he rails at blaſphemy, blaſohemy:.. 
VOL. VII. 


| 


— 


| With watchings worn, rcluttant doz' 4, 
And mean diftruſt not quite forgut, 
Slumber'd us if he ſlumber'd not, 


g | His harly 9112 pring lleeping round, 
Inor'd reſllefs Labour; by his fide 


ll 


Wearing away the watch of nizht, 
| Sat reading; 


In! + 
ö Willa vie, within: "of pulty preaſt, 
Cuuld wy hy: phyſick d IL nid re ſt, | 


| I «7% 
And never Sat ta dl hd 


A fr un, ; 
ert! 


Are theſe the arts, which policy ſupplies ? 


Are theſe the ftep., by which grave Churchmen rife ? 


Forbid it, Heav'n ; or, fhould it turn out fo, 
. t me and mine continue mazan and low. 
Such be their arts, whom imerett comrouls 
Kidgell and I have free an! hongt! foul. 

We tcorn preſerment which i, gua'd by fin, 


And will, tho' poor without, he peace within. 


EXD Or THE AUTHOR. 


OV EL LIST. 
THREE BOOKS. 
BOOK I. 


HE clock ſtruck twelve, oer half the ge | 
Darknets had ſprearl her pi:chy robe; ; 
2 us, his feet with velvet ſhod, 
Tre uding as if in fear he trod, 
Gentle as dzw3 at even-tide, 
Diſtill'd his poppies far and wide. 
Ambition, wy whe. waking, dreams 
Of mighty, but phant iſtic, ſchemes, 
Who, when atleep, ne*cr lev; that reſt 
With which the hunibler foul is ble ﬀt, 
Was building caſtles in the air, | 
Goodly to look upon and fair, 
Buz, ona bad foundation hid, 
Doon'd at return of morn to fade. 
Pale Study, by the taper's light, 


but, with o'crchargy'd head, 
kemember f nothing that he read. 

Starving *midſt plenty, with a Fice 
Which might the Court of Famine grace, | 
Ragged, and filthy to behold, 

Grey A rice nodded o'er his gd. 

Jemloufſy, his quick eze halt-clo,'d, 


Stre*ch*d at his length on tlie bare ground, 


Lay Health, a coulr, but comely bride. 
bees + without tlie declur' aid, 
ttt arms of ſlucp was latl, 


„ ON ul Fig mY 4 Tim! 


vn; 


with _ ni mn kent 


3 un thy 11651 Th Maur“ lite, , 


2 met a frien!. 

T t. em, * v ce ut d, 
sf tf id, 

in han. ten nat e hay no a-we, 
it proper f-cur'd from l 


intn the 


Thru min 71. off 7 wehr paſt n fi;" 


To ſouleſt d Io 1055 whoſe Ic t e- * 17.5 
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O'er honeſt bars with eſe make way, 

 Whiltt ident beauty falls a prey, 

And to indulge thy brutal flame, 

A Lucrece muſt be brought to thame ; 

Who doſt, a brave, bold | ſinner, bear 

Rank inceſt to the open air, | 

And rapes, full blown upon thy crown, 

pay ac to _ a nation down. 

The j: _—y ft ! vain man, 
Whole reftleſs thoughts ill form the plan 

Of guilt, which wither'd to the root, 

Thy lifeleſs nerves can't execute, 

Whilſt in thy marrowleſs dry bones, 

Deſire without enjoy ment groans. | 

Thou per jur d Wretch ! whom falſhood clenks 


E'en like a garment ; who with oaths 
Doſt trifle, as with brokers, meant 


To ſerve thy ev'ry vile intent, 
In the days broad and ſearching eye 
Making God witneſs tu a lye, 
—_—_— Heav'n and Earth for pelf, 
And hanging f-icnds to fave thyſelf. 
Thou ſon of 4 ! whoſe glorious ſoul 
On the four aces doom'd to roll, 
Was never yet with Honour caught, 
Nor on poor Virtue loſt one thought; 
Who doſt thy tue, thy children ſet, 
Thy all, upon a ſingle bet, | 
- Riſquing, the deſpꝰ rate ſtake to try, 
Here, and hereaſter on a die ; 
Who, thy own private fortune | 
Doſt game on at thy country's coſt, 
And, grown expert in ſharping rules, 
Firſt — t thyſelf, now prey ſt on fools. 
Thounoble Gameſtcr, whole high place 
Gives too much credit to diſgrace ; 
Who, with the motion of a die, 
Doſt make a mighty iſland fly, 
The ſums, I mean, of good French gold 
For which a mighty iſland fold ; 
Who doſt betray intelligence, 


Abuſe the deareſt confidence, 


And, private fortune to create, 
Mot falſely play the game of State; 
| Who doſt within the Alley ſport 
 Sums, which might beggar a whole Court, 
And make us bankrupts all, if Care, 
Wich good Ear! Talbot, was not there. 
Thou daring Infidel ! whom pride 
And fin have drawn from Reaſon's ſide ; 
Who, fearing his avengeful rod, 
| Doſt with not to believe a God 3 
Whoſe hope is founded on a plan, 
Which ſhould diſtract the ſoul of man, 
And make him curſe his abje& birth ; 
Whoſe hope is, once return'd to earth, 5 
There to lie down, for worms a feaſt, | 
| To rot and periſh, like a beatt ; 
| Who doſt, of puniſhment afraid, 
And by thy crimes a coward made, | 
To ev'ry gen'rous ſoul a curſe, | 
Than hell and all her torments worſe, 
When crawling to thy latter _ 
Call on deſtruction a: a friend, 
Chuſing to crumble into duſt, 
Rather than * tho? riſe you muſt. 
Thou Hypecrite ! who doſt prophanc, 
and take the patriot” 3 name in vainy 


| Then moſt thy Country's foe, when moft 


| Who for the filthy love of gold, 
Thy friend, thy King, thy God haſt eld, 


And, mecking the juit claim of Hell, 
Were bidders found, thyſelf would# ſcll. 
Ye Villains ! of whatever name, 
Whatever rank, to whom the claim 


Tof Hell is certain, on whoſe lids 


| That worm which never dies, forbid: 
Sweet ſleep to fall, come and hc, 
Whilſt envy makes your blood run cold, 
Behold, by pitileſs Conſcience led, 
80 Juſtice wills, that holy bed, 
Where Peace her full dominion keeps, 
And Innocence with Hollind ſleeps. 
Bid Terror, poſting on the wind, 


| Aﬀeray the ſpirits of mankind, 


Bid earthquakes heaving for a vent, 
Rive their concealing continent, 
And, forcing an untimely birth 
Thro' the vaſt bowels of the earth, 
Endeavour in her monſtrous womb 


At once all Nature to entomb ; 


Bid all that's horrible and "ag 


| All that man hates and fears, conſpire 


To make night hideous, as they can; 


Still is thy ſleep, thou virtuous man, 


Pure as the thoughts, which in thy breaſt | 
| Inhabit, and inſure thy reſt 

Still ſhall thy Ayliff, taught, tho? late, | 
Thy friendly juſtice in his fate, | 


| Turn'd to a guardian angel, ſpread 


Sweet dreams of comfort round thy head. 
Dark was the night by Fate decreed 
For the contrivance of a deed 

More black than common, which might ack 
This land from her foundations ſhake 
Might tear up Freedom from the root, 


| | Deſtroy a Wilkes, and fix a Bute. 


Deep Horror held her wide domain; 
The ſky in ſullen drops of rain 
Forewept the morn, and thre the air, 
Which, op'ning, laid its boſom bare, 


Loud thunders roll'd, and lightning ſtream'd ; ; 
The owl at Freedom's window ſcream'd, 


The ſcreech-owl, prophet dire, whoſe breath 


I Brings fickneſs, and whoſe note is death; 
I The church-yard teem'd, and from the tomb, 


All fad and filent, thro' the gloom, 


1 The ghoſts of men, in former times 


2 public virtues were their crimes, 
ndignant ſtalk d; forrow and rage 
Blank'd their pale cheek ; in his own ge 


| The prop of Freedom, Hampden there 


Felt after death the gen'rous care; 


I Sidney by grief from Heay'n was kept, 
 ] And for his brother patriot wept : 


All friends of Liberty, when Fate 


Prepar'd to ſhorten Wilkes's date, 
Heav'd, deeply hurt, the heart-felt groany 


And knew that wound to be their own. 


Hail, LIBERTY] aglorious word, 


In other countries ſcarcely heard, 


Or heard but as a thing of courſe, 
Without or energy or force ; 

| Here felt, enjoy d, ador'd ſhe ſprings, 
(Far, far beyond the reach of kings 
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Freſh bleoming from aur mother earth : 
With pride and joy ſhe owns her birth 
Deriv'd from us, and in return 

Bids in our breaſts her genius burn; 
Bids us with all thoſe bleſſings live 
Which Liberty alone can give, 

Or nobly with that ſpirit die, 

Which makes death more than victory. 


Hail thoſe old patriots, on whoſe * 


Perſuaſion in the Senate hung, 

Whilſt they the ſacred cauſe maintain'd ! 
Hail thoſe old chiefs, to honour train'd, 
Who ſpread, when other methods fail'd, 
War's blocdy banner, and prevaild ! 
Shall men like theſe unmention's fleep = 
Promiſcuons with the common heap, 
And (gratitude forbid the crime) 
Be carried down the ſtream of time 

In ſhoals, unnotic'd and forgot, 

On Lethe's ſtream, like flags, to rot? 


No- they ſhall live, and each fair name, 


Recorded in the book of Fame, 

Founded on Honour's baſis, faſt 

As the round earth to ages laſt. 

Some virtues vaniſh with our breath, | 

Virtue like this lives after death. 

Old Time himſelf, his ſcythe thrown by 

Himſelf loſt in eternity, 

An everlaſting crown ſhall twine 

To make a Wilkes and Sidney join. | 
But ſhould ſome flave-got villain dare 

Chains for his Country to prepare, 

And, by his birth to ſlav ry —_— 

| May he be evermore accurs 'd, 8 

Amongſt bad men be rank'd the worſt; 

May he be ſtill himſelf, and (till. | 

Go on in vice, and perfect ill; 


May his broad crimes each day increaſe, 5 


Till he can't live, nor die in peace; 
May he be plung d ſo deep in ſhame 
That Satan may 'nt endure his name, 
And hear, ſcarce crawling on the earth, 
His children curſe him for their birth; 
8 May Liberty, beyond the grave, 
Ordain him to be ſtill a ſlave, 
Grant him what here he moſt requires, 
And damn him with his own deſires | 
| But ſhould ſome villain, in ſupport 
And zeal for a deſpairing Court, 
Placing in craft His confidence, 
And making honour a pretence 
To do a deed of deepeſt ſhame, 
Whilſt filthy lucre is his aim; 


"dd fn wikioud o las, 


Contrive tc ractiſe gainſt the life 
Of one, who honour d thro' the land, 
For Freedom made a glorious ſtand; 
| Whole chief, perhaps his only crime, 
Is (if plain Truth at ſuch a time 8 


May dare her ſentiments to tell) 


That he his Country loves too well; 
1 
The feelings of my heart to ſpeak 
May he- O fora noble curſe 
Which might — 
The general contempt engage, | 
And be the Martin of his age. 


[EXD OF Tus FIAGT BOOK. 
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EEP in the boſom of a wood, 
Out of the road, a Temple ſtood ; 
Antient, and much the worſe for wear, 
It call'd aloud for quick repair, 
And, tottering from fide to fide, 
| Menac'd deſtruction far and wide, 
Nor able ſerm'd, unleſs made ftronger, 
To hold out four or five years longer. 
| Four hundred pillars, from the ground 
Riſing in order, ui untound, 
Some rotten to the heart aloof, 
Jeem' d to ſupport the tott'ring roof, 


But to inſpeCtion nearer laid, 


Inſtead of giving wanted aid. 

The ſtructure, rare ard curious, mals. 
| By men moſt famous in their trade, | 
A work of years, admir'd by all, 

Was fuffer'd into duſt to fall ; 
Or, juſt to make it hang together, 
And keep off the effects of weather, 


Wa patch'd and patch'd from time to time 


By wretches, whom it were a crime, 
A crime, which Art would treaſon hold, | 


| To mention with thoſe names of old. 


Builders, who had the pile ſurvey a, 


And thoſe not Fli itcrofts * in their trade, 
| Doubted (the wiſe hand in a doubt 4 
| Merely ſometimes to hand her out) 


Whether (like churches in a brief, 
Taught wiſely to obtain relief 
Thro' Chancery, who gives her fees 


To this and other charities) 


It muſt not, in all parts unſound, 

Be ripp'd, and pull'd down to the ground * 
Whether (tho? aſter ages ne er | 
Shall raiſe a building to compare) | 

Art, if they ſhould their art employ, 
Meant to preſerve, might not deftroy : 

As human bodies, worn away, 

Batter'd and haſting to decay, 


j Bidding the pow'r of Art deſpair, 


Cannot thoſe very medicines bear, 


1 Which, and which only can reſtore, 
And make them healthy as before. 


To LizerTyY, whoſe gracious ſmile 
Shed peace and plenty o'er the iſle, 


: Our grateful anceſtors, her plain 
| But faithful children, rais'd this fane. 


Full in the front, ſtretch'd out in length, 


| Where Nature put forth all her ſtrength | 
In foring eternal, lay a plain, 5 
I Where our brave father's us'd to train 
Their ſons to arms, to teach the art 
Of war, and ſteel the infan: Heart. 


Labour, their hardy nurſe, when young, | 


| : 7 Their joints had knit, their nerves had rung ; 5 
Abſtinence, foe declar'd to denth, 


dad, from the time they fit drew breath, 
The beit of doc toto, with pla's. tod, 
Kept pure the channel v7 their blood; 


Health in their cheeks bade colour rite, 
And Glory 9 


ö 
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The inſtruments of huſbandry, 
As in contempt, were al! thrown by, 
And, flutering a manly pride, 

War's Keeper tools their place ſupplied. 
Their arrows to the heal they drew: 
Swift to the point their javelins flew ; 


They graſp'd the ſword, they ſhook the ſpear 3 


Their fathers felt a pleaſing fear; 
And even Courage, ſtanding by, 
Scarcely beheld with ſteady eye. 
Each t.ipling, leſſon'd by his fires 
Knew when to cloſe, when to retire, 
When ncar at hand, when from afar 

To fight, 2nd was himſcif a War. 
Their wives, their mothers all around, 

Carelcts of crder, on he ground, | 

Breath'd ri to He n cle pious vow, 

And for a ſon's or hv band's brow, 

With ex: cr fingers lawel wore ; 

Luce), wich in the fered grove, 
IInted by ta ER TY, they find, 
The brows of conquerors to bind, 
To give chem pride and ſpirits, fit. 
To make a world in arms ſubreit. 
What captures did the boſom fire 

Of the your,,s rugged, peaſant fire, | 
When from the toll cr mimic fight, 
Returning with retur.: of night, 

He ſaw hi is babe reſign: the breaſt, | 

And, ſmiling, ftroke thoſe arms in jeſt, 

With which hereafter he ſhall make 
The proudeſt heart in Gallia quake 
Gods ! with what joy, what honeſt pride, 

Did each fond, withing, ruftic bride _ 
| Behold her manly ſwain return! 

Ro did her love-fick bofom burn, 

_ 'The? on parades he was not bred, 

Tor wore the livery of red, 2 
When, Pleaſure height ning all her A 
he ſtrain'd her warrior in her arms, 

And begg'd, whilſt love and glory fire, 
A fon, a for jutt like his fire ! 

Such were the men in former times, 
Ere luxury had made our crimes 
Our bitter puniſhment, who bore | 
Their terrors to a foreign ſnure; 
Such were the men, who free from dread, 

By Edwards and by Henries led, 

Spread, like a torrent ſwell'd with rains, © 
O'er haughty Gallia's trembling Plains; WM 
Such were the men, when luſt of pow ry 
To work him woe, in evil hour 

| Debauch'd the tyr:nt from thoſe ways 
On which a King ſhould found his praiſe ; 
When ſtern Oppreſſion, hand in hand : 
Mich Pride, ftalk'd proudly thro” the land; 
When weeping Juſtice was milled 

From her fair courſe, and Mercy dead; 
Bauch vere the men, in virtue ſtrong, 

Who dar'd not ſee their Country's wrong; 
 Wholeft the matteck, and the ſpade, 

And, in the robes of war array'd, 

In their rough arms, departing, took 
Their helpleſs babes, and with a look 
Stern and de:crmin'd, ſwore to ſee 
I hoſe babes no more, or ſee them free; 
Such were the men witom tyrant Pride 
Coule never faltcy to his fide. 


—_— — 


By threats or bribes; who, Freemen born. 
Chains, tho" of gold, beheld with ſcorn 3 


Who, free from ev'ry ſervile awe, 


Could never be divorc'd from Law, 


3 From that broad gen ral Law, which Senſe 


Made for the general defence; 

| Could never yield to partial ties 
Which from dependent ſtations riſe; 
Could never be to ſlw'ry led, 


For Property was at their head; 


Such were the men in days of yore, 
Who, call'd by Liberty, before 


Her Temple on the ſgcred green, 


In martial paſtimes oft were ſeen 
Now feen 19 longer in their ſtead, 
To 1:zinefe and vermin bred, 


JA rae who, ſtrangers to the cauſe 


Of Freed, live by other laws, 

Cn other motives fight, a prey 

To incereſt, and ſlaves for pay. 

Valour, how glorious on a plan 

Of Honour founded, leads their van 
 Iiſcretion, free from taint of fear, 
Cool, but refolv'd, brings up their rear, 
Diſcretion, V alour*s better half; 
Dependence huld's the General's aft. 

In plain and home-ſpun garb array'd, 
Not for vain ſhow, but ſervice made, 
in a green — old age, 

Not damn d yet with an equipage, 


In rules of ferterage untaught, 


Zimplicity, not worth a groat, 
For years nad kept the Temple-door; 


I rull on his breaſt a glaſs he wore, 


Thro* which his boſom open lay 


To ev'ry one that paſs'd that  - = 
_ | Now turn'd adrift—with humbler face 


But prouder heart, his vacant place 
Corruption fills, and bears the key; 
No entrance now without a fre. | 
With belly round, and full fat face, 
Which on the houſe reflected grace, 
Full of good fare, and honeſt glee, 
The ftexward Hoſpitality, 
od Welcome ſmiling by his fide, 
A good old ſervant, oftentried, 
And faithful found, who kept in view 
Hi, Lady's fame and int'reft too, 


| Who made each heart with joy — 


Yet never run her ſtate a- ground, 
Was turn'd off, or (Which word I find 


: Is more in modern uſe) rc; 4 'd. 1 
. Falf-ſtarv'd, hulf-ftarving others, bred 
In beggary, with carrion fed, 


| Detefted, and deteſting all, 


 ] Made up of avarice and gall, | 
| Boaſting great thrift, yet waſting more 


Than ever ſteward did before, 


| Succceded cnc, who, to engage 


The praiſe of an exhauſted age, 

Aſſum'd a name of high degree, 

And call'd himſelf Occonomy. 
Within the Temple, full in ſight, 


Where, without ceaſing, day and night, 


The workmen tcil'd, where Labour bar'd 
His brawny arm, where Art pooger's d, 


In regular and even rows, 


| Her types, a Prirting-Preſs aroſe ; 


E 
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Each work man knew his tatk, and each 
Was haneſt and expert as Leach. 

Hence Learning ſtruck a deeper root. 
And Science brought forth riper fruit; 
Hence Loyalty receiv'd ſupport, 

Even when baniih'd from the Court; 
Hence Government gain'd ſtrength, and kence 
Religion ſought, and found defence; 
Hence Englind's faireſt fame aroſe, 
And liberty ſubdu'd her foes. 
On a low, ſimple, turf -· made throne 
Rais'd by .27egiance, ſcarcely known 
From her attendants, glad to be 
Pattern of that egqu-lity 
She with'd to all, fo far as cou'd 
Safely conſiſt with ſocial goud, 

The Goddeſs ſat; around her head 
A chearful radiance Glory ſpread g 
Courage, a rout of royal race, 
Lovelily tern, poſceſs'd a place 
On her left-hand, and on her right 
Sat Honour, cl»:ith'd with robes of light; 
B-fore her Migna Charta lay, 

Which ſome great lawyer, of his day 
The Pratt, was offic'd to explain, 
And make the balis of her reign : 

Peace, crown'd with clive, to her breaſt 
Two ſmiling twin-born in ants preſt; 
At her feet couching, Var w-3 laid, 
And with a brindled Fon ply'd 
Juſtice and Mercy, h-nd and hand, 
Joint guardians of the happy land, 
Together held ti:cir raighty charge, 

And Truth walk'd a. 2 ut at large; 
Health for the royal troop the feaſt 
Prepar'd and Virtue was High-Prief. 
Such was the fame our Goddeſs bore, | 
Her Temple ſuch in days of yore. | 
What changes ruthleſs Time preſents ! 
Beho!4 her ruin'd battlements, 
Her walls decay'd, her nodding ſpires, 
Her altars broke, her dying fres, 
Her name deſpis d, her prieſts deſtroy d, 
Her friends diigrac'd, her foes 3 
Herſel if (by nin ier ai arts 

priv d e'en of the People's hearts, 
Whilſt they, to work her ſurer wc, 
Feign her to monarchy a foe) 


Eid by grief, ſelf-doom'd to dwell 


With ſome poor hermit in a cell, 
Or, that retirement tedious grown, 2 
If ſhe walks forth, the walks unknor, 
 Hooted and pointed at with ſcorn, 

As one in ſome ſtrange country born. 
Behold a rude and ruffian race, 

A band of ſpoilers, ſeize her place: 


With looks, which might the heart diſ-feat, | 


And make life ſound a quick retreat, 

Io rapine from the cradle bred, | 
A flaursh, ald blo:d-heund at their head, 
Who, free from virtue and from awe, 

Knew none but the bad part of law, 

They rov'd at large; each on his breaſt 
Mark's with a grey-Acund, ſtood confeſt. 
Controul ment waited on their nod, 
High-wielding Perſecution's rod; 
Confuſion follow'd at their heels, 

And a caft Stateſman held the ſeals, 


1 (Gods, that fucl mighty ills ſhould ſpring - 


Thoſe fe ds, for which he dear ſhall! pay, 
When awful Jutti e takes her day. 

Tone Printers ſuv— they faw and fled— 
Science declining) hung her head, 
Property in deſpair appear'd, 


And for herſelf deitruQtion fear'd ; 


W hilſt under foot the rude {lives trod 
The works of men, and word of God ; 
Whilſt cloſe behind, on many a book, 
In which he never dcigns to look, 
Which he did not, nay—could not read, 
A bd, bad man (by pow'r decreed 

For that bad end, who in the dark 
Scorn'd to do miſchief) ſet his mark 
In the full day, the mark of Hell, 

| And on the Goſpel ſtamp'd an L. 
LiBERTY fled, her friends withdrew, 
Her friends, a faithful, choſen few; 
Honour in grief threw up, and Shame, 
Cloathing herſelf with Honour's name, 
Cſurp'd his ſtation; on the throne 
Which LI EAT V once call'd her own, 


Under fo great, fo good a King, 
30 lov'd, fo loving, thro” the arts 
Of Stateſmen curs d with wicked hearts 2 | 
For ev'ry darker purpoſe fit, 

| Behold in triumph State-Craft fit. 


| END OF THE SECOND BOOK. 
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H me ! what mighty perils wait | 
The man who meddles with a State, 
Whether to ſtrengthen, or oppoſe ! 
| Falſe are his friends, and firm his foes. 
| How muſt his ſoul, once ventur'd in, 
Plunge blindly on from fin to tin! 
| What toils he ſuffers, what diſgrace, _ 


To get, and then to keep a place? 
| | How often, whether wrong or right, 
| Muſt he in jeſt or earneſt fight, 


Riſquing for thats both life and limb, 
Who would not riſque one groat for him 
Under the Temple lay a cave, 
Made by ſome guilty, coward ſſ we, 


I Whole actions fear d rebuke, a maze. 


Of intricate and winding ways, 
Not to be found without a clue; 
One paſſage only, known to few, 
In paths direct led to a cell, 


I Where Fraud in ſecret lov'd to dwell, 


With all her tools and ſlaves about her, 
Nor fear'd leſt Honeſty ſhould rout her. 
In a dark corner, ſhunning ſight 

Of man, and ſhrinking from the light, | 


| One dull, dim taper thro? the cell 


Glimm'ring, to make more horrible, 
The face of darkneſs, ſhe prepares, 
Working unſeen, all kinds of ſnares, 
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\ With curious, but deftrutive art: 
Here, thro' the eye to catch the heart, 
Gay ftars their tinſel beams afford, 
Neat artifice to trap a Lord; | 
Tiere, fit for all whom Folly bred, 
Wave plumes of feathers for the head; 
Garters the hag contrives to make, 
Which as it ſeems, a babe might break, 
But which ambitious madmen feel | 
More firm and ſure than chains of ſteel; 
Which, ſlipp'd juſt underneath the knee, 
_ Forbid a Freeman to be free; 
| Purſes ſhe knew (did ever curſe 
Travel more ſure than in a purſe ?) | 
Which, by ſome ſtrange and magic hands 
Enſlave the ſoul, and tie the hands. 
Here Flatt'ry, eldeſt-born of Guile, 
Weaves with rare ſkill the filken ſmile, 
The courtly cringe, the ſupple bow, 
The private ſqueeze, the levee vow, 
With which, no ſtrange or recent caſe, 
| Fools in deceive fools aut of place. 
Corruption (who, in former times, 


Thro' fear or ſhame conceal'd her crimes, 


And what ſhe did contriv'd to do it 

Jo that the public might not view it) 

Preſumptuous grown, unfit was held 

For their dark councils, and expell'd, 

Since in the day her buſineſs might 

Be done as ſafe as in the night. 2 
Her eye down-bending to the ground, 

Planning ſome dark and deadly wound, 

Folding a dagger, on which ſtood, 

All freth and reeking, drops of blood, 

Bering a lanthorn, which of yore, | 

By Treaſon borrow'd, Guy Fawkes "EY | 


By which, fince they improv d in trades Ps 


| Exciſemen have their lanthorns made, 
Blood - thirſting, on her arm reclin'd. 

| Death, grinning, at her elbow ſtood, 
And held forth inſtruments of blood, 
Vile inſtruments, which cowards choſe, 
But men of honour dare not uſe; 
Around his Lordſhip and his Grace, 
Both qualified for ſuch a place, 


Wich many a Forbes “, — a Dan, 


Each a reſolv'd, and pious ſon, 
Wait her high bidding ; each prepar' d, 
As ſhe around her orders ſhar d, 

£2 Proof N gainſt remorſe, to run, to fly, | 

And bid | the deſtin'd victim die, 

Poſting on Villainy's black wing, 
Whether he Patriot is, or King. 

Oppreſſion, willing to appear 

An odject of our love, not fear, 


Or at the moſt a rev'rend awe 


To breed, uſurp'd the garb of Law. 
A book ſhe held, on which her eyes 


Were deeply fixed, whence ſeemed to rife 


| N a book, of might 
Moſt wonderful, which black to white 

Could turn, and without help of laws, 

Could make the worſe the better cauſe. 


A Scotch officer who 


„ 


challenged Mr. Wilkes. 
+ A poor Lunatic, who was charggd with an in- 


] She read, by flatt'ring hopes deceiv'd, 
She wiſh' d, and what ſhe wiſn d, believ'd, 
To make that book for ever ſtand 

The rule of wrong through all the land ; 
On the back, fair and worthy note, 
At large was Magna Charta wrote, 

But turn your eye within, and _ 

A bitter leſſon, Norton's Creed. 

Ready, e'en with a look, to run, 

Faſt as the courſers of the ſun, 

To worry Virtue, at her hand 

To half-ftarv'd greyhounds took their nd. 
A curious model, cut in wood, 

Of a moſt ancient caſtle ſtood 

Full in her view; the gates were barr'd, 
And foldiers on the watch kept guard 3 

| In the front, openly, in black 


| Was wrote, „the Tow'r;” but on the backs 


Mark'd with a Secretary” 8 ſeal, | 
In bloody letters, the Baſtille.” 

. Around a table, fully bent 
On miſchief of mott black intent 
Deeply determin'd, that their reign 
Might longer lait, to work the bane 


| | Of one firm patriot, whoſe heart, tied 
| To Honour, all their pow'r defied, 


And brought thoſe actions into light 
| They wiſh'd to have conceal'd in night, 


I Begot, born, bred to infamy, 


A Privy-Council fat of Three; 
Great were their names, of high repute. 
And favour thro' the land of Bute. 

The Firſt (entitled to the place 
Of Honour both by Gown and Grace, 
Who never let occaſion ſlip 


| To take right-hand of fel 


And was ſo proud, that ſhould he meet 


- The twelve Apoſtles in the ſtreet, 


He'd turn his noſe up at them all, 

And ſhove his Saviour from the wall; 

Who was fo mean (Meanneſs and Pride 
Still go together ſide by ſide) 

That he would cringe, and creep, be dil, 
And hold a ſtirrup for the Devil, 


1 If in a journey to his mind, 


He'd let him mount and ride bind; 5 
Who baſely fawn'd thro' all his ke, ; 
for pavers eld, then for a wifez 


| Wrate Dedications which muſt make 


The heart of ev'ry Chriſtian quake ; | 
Made one man equal to, or more 


| | Than God, then left him, as before 


His God he left, and drawn * 
j Shifted about to t Cn E 


| Was by his fire a parſon made, 


| Merely to give the boy a trade; 
But he himſelf was thereto drama 


- By ſome faint omens of the lawn, 
| Andon the truly Chriſtian plan 
_ | To make himſelf a Gentleman, 


A title in which form array'd him, 


Tho Fate ne'er thought on't when the made hm. 


— The oaths he took, tis very true, 
But took them, as all wiſe men do, 
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Religions are but paper ties 
Which bind the fool, but which the wiſe, 
Such idle notions far above, 
Draw on and off, juſt like a glove 3 
All Gods, all Kings (let his great aim 
Be anſwer'd) were to him the ſame. 
A Curate firſt, he read and read, 
And laid in, whilſt he ſhould have fed 
The fouls of his neglected flock, 
Of reading ſuch a mighty ſtock, 
That he o'ercharg'd the weary Brain 
With more than ſhe could well contain, 
More than ſhe was with ſpirits fraught 
To turn, and methodize to thought, 
And which, like ill-digeſted food, 
To humours turn'd, and not to blood. 
Brought up to London, from the plow 
And pulpit, how to make a bow 
He try'd to learn, he grew polite, 
And was the Poet's paraſite. | 
With Wits converfing (and Wits then 
Were to be found mongſt Noblemen) 
He caught, or would have caught the flame, 
And wculd be nothing, or the ſ ame; 
He drank with drunk ards, liv'd with — 
Herded with infidels for dinners; 
With ſuch an emphaſis and grace 
Blaſphem'd, that Potter kept not pace 
He, in the higheſt reign of noon, 
Bawl'd bawdry ſongs to a Pſalm tune; 
Liv'd with men infamous and vile, 
True kd his ſal vation for a ſmile, | 
To catch their humour caught their plan, | 
And laugh'd at God to laugh with man; 
Prais'd them, when hwing, in each breath, 
And damn'd heir mem'ries after death. 
To prove his faith, which all admit 
Is at leaſt equal to his wit, 
He in defence of Scripture wrote; 
| So long he wrote, and long about it, 
That e' en believers gan to doubt it: 
He wrote too of the Inward Light, 
Tho? no one knew how he came by't, 
And of that Influencing Crace, 
Which in his life ne er found a place: 
He wrote too of the Holy Ghoſt, 
Of whom no more chan doth a poſt 
| He knew; nor, ſhould an Angel he. him, | 
Would he or know, or chuſe to know him. 
Next (for he knew 'twixt ev'ry ſcience 
There was a natural alliance) 
He wrote, t' advance his Maker's praiſe, 
Comments on rimes, and notes on plays : 
And with an all-ſufficient air Y 
Plac'd himſelf in the Critic's chair, 
Uſurp'd o'er Reaſon full dominion, 
And govern'd merely by opiaion. 
At length dethron'd, and kept in awe 
Zy one plain fimple Man of Law“, 
He arm'd dead friends 1, to vengeance tree, 
T' abuſe the man they Aver knew. 
Examine ſtrictly all mankind, 
Moſt characters are mix'd, we find; 


oo oa See Canons of Crit 
m. . 


|} See Notes to Pope. 


He great and 5 
In ſhape ſcarce of the human kind; 


8 


In perilous extremes; 9 | 
And Pow'r, all wild and trembling, ſtood, 


| And Vice and Virtue take their turn | 


Inthe ſame breaſt to beat and burn. 
Our Prieſt was an exception here, 
Nor did one ſpark of grace appear, 
Not one dull, dim fpark in his foul ; 


And, in her ſervice truly warm, 

He was in fin moſt uniform. 
Injurious Satire, own at leaſt 

One ſnivelling virtue in the Prieſt, 


| One ſnive!ling virtue which is plac'd, 


They fay, in or about the waiſt, 
Call'd Chaſtity 3 the prudith dame 
Knows it at large by Virtue's name. 
Io this his wife (and in theſe days 
Wives feldom without reaſon praiſe} 


| Bears evidence—then calls her child, 


And ſwears that Tom was vaſtly wild. 
Ripen'd by a long courſe of years, 
perfect now appears. 


A man, without a manly mind ; 


No huſband, tho? he's truly wed ; 


Tho' on his knees a child is bred, 
No father ; injur'd, without end 


IA foe; and tho' oblig'd, nofriend; 
A heart, which Virtue ne'er diſgrac d; 
A head, _ _— 


A gentleman well-bred, if breeding 
Reſts in the article of reading; 


A man of this world, for the next 


| Was ne'er included in his text; 


A judge af genius, tho” confeſt 


| With not one ſpark of genius bleſt; 
 ] Amongſthe firit of critics plac d, 


Tho' free from ev'ry taint of taſte; 


| A Chriſtian without faith or works, | 
| | As he would be a Turk mongſt Turks; 


A great divine, as Lords agree, 


without the leaſt divinity 


To crown all, in declining age, 


_ | Enflam'd with church and party rage, 
_ | Behold him, full and perfect quite, 
A falſe Saint, and true Hypocrite. 


Next fat a Lazoyer, often try'd 
; when Pride 


Nor dar'd to tempt the raging flood; 
'This bold, bad man aroſe to view, 


He ſaw her ſtruggle, heard her groan, 


5 He ſaw her helpleſs and alone, 
Whelm'd in that ſtorm, which fear'd and 


By flaves leſs bold, himſelf had rais'd. 
Bred to the law, he from the firſt 


Ot all bad lawyers was the wort. 
Perfection (for bad men maintain 


In ill we may perfection gain) 
In others is a work of time, 


To ſpread amazement der mankind, 

Started full ripen'd all at once 

A perfect knave and perfect dunce. 
Who will for him may boaſt of ſenſe. 


home better guard is Impudence. 


Vice, glorious Vice poſſeſs d the whole, 


And gave his hand to help them through. 
_ |Steel'd gainſt compaſſion, as they paſt, 
| He faw poor Freedom breathe her laſt ; 


And they creep on from crime to crime; 
| He, for aprodigy deſfi;.. d 
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His front with ten- fold plates of braſs 
Secur'd, Shame never yet could paſs, 
Nor on the ſurface of his {kin 
- Bluſh for that guilt which dwelt within 
How often in contempt of las, 
To ſound the bottom of a cauſe, 
To ſearch out ev ry rocten part, 
And worm into its very heart, 
Hath he ta'en briefs on falſe pretence, 
And undertaken the defence 
Or truſting fools, whom in the end 
He meant to ruin, not defend ? 
How often, e' en in open court, 
Hath the wretch made his ſhume his "OD 
And laugh'd off, with a vill. in's caſe, 
Throwing up briefs, and keeping fees 
| Such things, as, tho" to roguery bred, 
Hud ſtruck a little villa n dead. 

Cauſes, whatever their import, 
He undertakes, to ſerve a court; 
For he by heir* his rule had got, 
Pow'r can affect, what law cannot. 


Fools he forg ves, but rogues he fears ; . 
If Genius, yok'd with Worth, appears, 


His weak ſoul fickens at the hgnt, 


And ſtrives to plunge them down in night. 


So loud he taiks, ſo very loud, 
He is an Angel with the crowd, 
Whilſt he makes juſtice hang her haed,- 
And Judges turn from pile to red. 

Eid all that nature, on a plan 
Moſt intimate, malces dear to man, 
All that with grand and gen' ral ties 
Binds good and bad, the fool and wiſe, 


Knock at his heart; they knock in vain, 


No entrance there ſuch ſuitors gain. 

| Bid kneeling Kings torſake the throne; 
Bid at his feet his Country groan ; 

Bid Liberty ſtretch out her hands ; 
Religion plead her ſtronger bands; 
Bid parents, children, wife and friends; 
If they come, twhart his private ends, 
VUnmov d he hears the gen ral call, 

And bravely tramples on them all. 


Who will for him may cant and whine, 


And let weak Conſcience with her line 


Chalk out their ways ; ſuch ſtarving * 


Are only fit for coward fools, 

Fellows who credit what Prieſts tell, 
And tremble at the thoughts of Hell; 
His ſpirit dares contend with grace, 
And meets damnation face to face. 

Such was our Larzoyer ; by his > 
In all bad qualities allied, 
In all bad counſels, fat a third, 
By birth a Lord. O ſacred wee 3 
O word moſt ſacred, whence men get 
A privilege to run in debt; 
Whence they at large exemption chm 
From Satire, and her ſervant Same; 
Whence they, depriv'd of all her force, 
Forbid bold Truth to hold her courſe. 
Conſult his perſon, dreſs, and air, 


He ſeems, which ſtrangers well might . 


The Maſter, Or by courteſyy 
The Captain of a Colliery. 
Look at his viſage, and agree 


Halr-Jir 8d he ſeems, d bon thei | 


| 


— 


„ 


Eſcap'd ; a rope may ſometimes breaſc, 


Or men be cut down by miſtake. 


He hath not virtue, (in the ſchool 


[Of Vice bred up) to live by rule, 
| Nor hath he ſenſe (which none can doubt 


Who know the man) to live without. 
His lite is a continued ſcene 


Of all that's infamous and mean; 


He knows not change, unleſs grown nice 
And delicate, from vice to vice; 


Nature deſign'd him, in a rage, 


To be the Whartoa of his age, 

Put, having giv'n all the fin, 

Forgot to put the Virtues in. 

"To run a horſe, to make a match, 

To revel deep, to roar a catch, | 
To knock a tott' ring watchman down, 


To ſweat a woman of the town, 


By fits to keep the peace, or break it, 


In turn to give a pox, or take it, 


He 1 is, in faith, moſt excellent, 

And in the word's moſt full intent, 

A true Choice Spirit we admit; 
With Wits a Fool, with Fools a Wit: 
Hear him but talk, and you would ſwear | 


| | Obſcenity herſelf was there; 


And that Prophaneneſs had made * 


IB way of trump, to uſe his voice; 


That, in all mean and low things greats 


| He had been bred at Billingſgate 3 


And that, aſcending to the eurth 


| Before the ſeaſon of his birth, 


Blaſphemy, making way and rooms 
Had mark'd him in his mother's word ; ; 


| | Too honeſt (for the worſt of men 
| In forms are honeſt now and then) 
Not to have, in the uſuã way, 


His bills ſent in; too great, to pay; 


Too proud to ſpeak to, if he meets, 


The honeſt tradeſman whom he cheats; 
Too infamous to have a friend, 

Too bad for bad men to commend, 

Or good to name; beneath whoſe weight 7 


How far and long Cod bears with man. 
Such were the Three, who, mocking ſleep, 


At midnight ſat, in counſel deep, 


Plotting deſtruction 'gainſt a head, 


| Whoſe wiſdom could not be miſled ; 


Plotting deſtruction *gainit a heart, 

Which ne'er from honour would depart. 
& Is he not rank'd amongſt our foes ? 

* Hath not his ſpirit dar'd oppoſe 

Our deareſt meaſures, made our name 


| Stand forward on the roll of ſhame ? 


*© Hath he not won the vulgar tribes, 
„ By ſcorning menaces and bribes, | 


And proving, that his darling cauſe | 

1% Is of their Liberties and Laws 

1“ To ſtand the champion? In a word, 
Nor need one argument be heard 


© Beyond this, to awake our zeal, 
To quicken our reſolves, and * 
Our ſteady fouls to bloody bent, 
© (Sure ruin to each dear intent, 
Each flatt' ring hope) he, without fear, 
„ Hath dar d to make the Truth appear.” 


Earth groans ; who hath been ſpar'd by Fate D 
Only to ſhew, on Mercy's plan, | 


—I> oe 
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They ſaid, and, by reſ. atment le 
Each on revenge emplog d his thought; 
Each, bent on miſchief, rac Cd his brain 
10 her full firetch, but rack'd in vain; 3 
Scheme after ſcheme hey b:wght to view z 
All were examin'd, none cud do. 
When Fraud, with pleuure in her face. 
Forth iſſu'd from her giding-hloce, 

And at the table wiicre they meet, 


_ Firſt having bleft them, took her feat. 
No trifling cauſe, my darling boys, 
* Your preſent thoughts and cares employs; 


&© No conimon ſnare, no random blow 

© Can work the bane of ſuch a fee: 

« By Nature cautions as he's brave, 

&« 'To Hlanour only he's a ſlave; 

« Jn that weak part without defence, 

« We mutt to Honcur make pretence : 

1 That lure ſhall to his ruin draw 

« Jhe wretch, who ſtands ſecure in law. 
« Nor think that I have idly plann'd 


4 This full-ripe ſcheme; behold at hand 


& With three months training on his head, 


An inſtrument, whom I have bred, 
* Born of theſe bowels, far from fight _ 
© Of Virtue's falſe, but glaring light, 


«© My youngelt-born, my deareſt Jy» 
« Moſt like myſelf, my darling boy. 
& He, never touch'd wich vile remorſe, 


©. Reſolv'd and crafty in his courſe, 


£ Shall work our ends, complete our ſchemes, 
6 Moſt mine, when moſt he Honour's ſeems ; 5 
Nor can be found, at home, abroad, 


ec So firm and full a ſlave of Fraud.“ 


She ſaid, and from each envious ſon 


| A diſcontented murmur run 


Around the table; all in place 


Thought his full praiſe their own diſgrace, 
Wond ring what ſtranger the had got, 
Who had one vice that they had not. 

When trait the portals open flew, 


And, clad in armour, to their view 
» The Ducllift, came forth; 
All knew, and all confeſt his worth, 


All juſtified, with ſmiles array d, 


The happy choice 2 dam had made. 


5 1 or . DUELLIST. 


ll 2 
THREE BOOKS 


1 


AR off (no matter whether Eaſt or 1, 

A real country, or one made in jeſt) 

Nor yet by modern Mandevilles diſgrac'd, 

Nor by Map-jobbers . * 
VOL VIII 


P O H Ms. 73 


There lies an Ilan, neither great nor mall. 
Which. for Hitt inction- aks. 1 GorTuan Call 
The wan o nds an unknawn country aut, 


| By giving eta nun, acquires, ro doubt 


5 -ofpel title, tho” the people there 


| The pious Chri:tian thinks not worth his cares: 
| Bar t!1i« pretence, and into air is hurPd 


"The clum of Europe to the ZF fern World. 
Caſt by a tempeſt on the ſuvage coaſt, 


| Some roving buccaneer ſet up a poſt 3 


A beam in proper form tranſverſely laid, 
Ot his Redeemer's Croſs the figure made, 
Of that Redcemer, with whoſe laws his life, 


From firft to laſt, had been one ſcene of ſtrife: 
His royal maſter's name thercon engrav'd, 


Without more proceſs, the whole race enflav'd, 
Cut off that Charter they trom Nature drew, 
And made them flaves to men they never knew. 

_ Search ancient hiſtories, conſult records, 
Under this title the moſt Chriſtian Lords 

Hold (thanks to contcience) more th: in half the 
| bull 3 

 O'erthrow this title, they haven none at all. 

For never yet might any Monarch dare, 

Who liv'd to Truth, and breath'd a Chriſtian air, 
Prerend that Chriſt (who came, we all agree, 


I blefs his people, and to ſet them free) 


To make a convert ever one law gave, 

By which converters made him firſt a ſlave. 
_ Spite of the gloſſes of a canting Prieſt, 
Who talks of charity, but means a feaſt; 


| Who recommends it (whilſt he ſeems to fee! 


The holy glowings of a real zeal) 


| To all his hearers, as a deed of worth, 


To give them heaven, whom chey have 1 4 of. 
earth, © 


E Never ſhall one, 1 truly honeſt man, 
| Who, bleſt with Liberty, reveres her plan, 
| Allow one moment, that a ſavage fire 


Could from his wretched race, for childiſh hire, 
By a wild grant, their All, their Freedom pals, 
And fel! his Country for a bit of 21.fs. 


Or grant this barb rous right, let Spain 291 
France, | 


| In ſav” ry bred, as purchaſers advance, 


Let them, uhilſt Conſcience is at diſtance hurl'a, 
With ſome gay bawble by x g nden world; 


An Engliſhman, in charter” d Freedom born, 


Shall ſpurn the ſlaviſh merchandize, ſhall ſcorn 1 ON 


_ | To take from others, thro? baſe private views, 
| What he himſelf would rather die, than loſe. 


Happy the ſavage of thoſe cariy times 


2 Ere Europe's ſons were known, and Europe” 5 


| G : O T H : " M. 


fb crimes! 


| Gold, curſed gold! ſiept in the womb of earth, 


Unteit its miſchiefs, as unknown its worth; 
In full content he found the trucit wealth; 


Ils toil he found divernon, fo 4, and health * 


Stranger to eaſe and luxury ot Courts, 


| His ſports were l:bours, auc his abours frarts:; 
| His youth was kardy, an ns old age green; 


| Life's morn was vig'rous, and lier eve ferene ; 
No rules he held, but what were made for uſe ; 
No arc he learn'd, nor ills which arts produce; 
Falſe lights hie foliow'd, but believ'd them true; 
He knew nut much, but liv'd to what he knew. 


| Happy, thrice happy roco the ſavage race, 5 
| Since Europe took their zd, and gave them gras 
; g 1 
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Paſtors ſhe ſends to help them in their need, 

Some who can't write, with others who can't read, 
A:d on ſure grounds the Goſpel pile to rear, 
Sends miſli a. y felons cv'ry xear; 
Our vices, with more zeul than holy pray'rs, 
She tcaches them, and in return takes theirs; 
Her ran H yreſſions give them cauſe to riſe, 
Her want of prudence mars, and arms ſupplies, 
_ Whilſt her brave rage, not ſatisfied with life, 
Riſing in blood, adopts the ſca fin- niſe; | 
Knowledge the gives, enough to make them know 
How abject 33 their ſtate, how deep their woe 3 
The worth of Freedom tlrongly the explains, 
Whilſt ſhe bows down, and loads their necks with 

chains; 

Faith too ſhe plants, for her own ends impreſt, 
To make them bear the worſt, and hope the beſt; 
And whilſt ſhe teaches on vile Int'reſt's plan, | 
As laws of God, the wild decrees of man, 
_ Like Phariſees, of whom the Scriptures tell, 

She makes them ten times more the ſons of Hell. 

But whit'i-r do theſe grave reflections tend? 
Are they deſip n'd for any, or no end? | 
_ Briefly but this To prove, that by no act 

Which nature made, that by no equal pat 4 
*Twixt man and man, which might, if Juſtice 
heard, 
Stand good, that by no benefits conferr'd 
Or purchaſe made, Europe in chains can hold 
The ſons of India, and her mines of gold. 
Chance led her there in an accurſed hour, 

She ſaw, and made the country her's by power; 
Nor drawn by viituz's love from love of fame, 
Shall my raſh folly contrevert the claim, 

Or wiſh in thought that title overthrown, 
Which coincides with, and involves my own. 

Europe diſcover'd India firit ; 1 found 

My right to Gotham on the ſelt-f:me ground: 

1 irft diſcover'd it, nor ſhall that plea 

Io her be granted, and denied to me. 

] plead poſſeſſion, and till one more bold 

Shall drive me out, will that poſſeſſion hold : ” 

With Europe's rights my kindred rights I twine; 

_ Her's be the Weſtern world, be Gotham mine. 

- Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites, rejoice 3 

Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice, 

The voice of gladneſs, and on ev'ry tongue, 

In ftrain: of gratitude, be praiſes hung, 

The praiſes of ſo great and good a King; 

| Shall Churchill reign, and ſhall not Gotham Fa! ? 
As on a day, a high and holy day, 

Let ev'ry inftrument of muſic play, | 

Ancient and modern ; thoſe which drew their und 

( Punckilio's laid aſide) from Pagan cart, 

As well as thoſe by Chriſtian made and Few ; , 
| Thoſe known to many, and thoſe known to few 3 

Thoſe which in whim and frolic lightly float, 

And thoſe which ſwell the flow and ſolemn note; 
"Thoſe which (whilſt Reaſon ſtands in wonder by) 

Make ſome complexions laugh and others cry; 

Thuſe which by ſome ſtrange faculty of ſound, 

Can build walls up, and raze them to the ground; 

"Thoſe which can tear up foreſts by the roots, 

And make brutes dance like men, and men lilce 

| brutes; 

Thoſe which whilſt Ridicule leads up the dance, 
Hk. clowns of Monmouth ape the fops of France; 


| 
| 


CHURCHILL'S POEMS. 


Thoſe which, where Lady Dullneſs with Lord 
Mayors 

Prefides, diſdaining light and trifling airs, 

 Hallow the feaſt with Pſalmody ; and thoſe 

Which, planted in our churches to diſpoſe 


| And lift the mind to Heav'n, arc diſgrac'd 


With what a foppiſh organiſt calls J ofte : 

All, from the fiddle (on which ev'ry fil, 

The pert fon of dull fire, diſcharg'd from ſchool, 
Serves an apprenticeſhip in College eaſe, 


And riſes thro' the gamut to degree) 


To thoſe which (tho' leſs common, not leſs ſwert) 
From fam'd Saint Giles's, and more fam'd Fine- 
ret 
ks avn, the atmoſt wiſh of man to grant, 
Gave me an old houſe, and an older aunt) 
Thornton, whilit Humour pointed out the road 
To her arch cub, hath hitch'd imo an Ode“; 
All inftruments (attend ye liſt'ning ſpheres 
Attend ye ſons of men, and hear with-ear:) 
All inſtruments (nor ſhall they ſeck one band 
Impreſt from m:dern Muſic's coxc:nb band) 


. 


All inſtruments, /-/f-a&ted, at my name 


Shall pour forth harmony, and loud proclaim, 
Loud but yet ſweet, to the according globe, 
My praiſes; whilſt gay Nature, in a robe, 
A coxcumb Dictor's robe, to the full found | 
Keeps time, like Boyce, and the world dances round. 
A ye happy Gothamitzs, rejoĩce; 

fr up your voice on high, a mighty voice, 


The voice of gladneſs, and on every tongue, 


In ſtrains of gratitude, be praiſes hung, 


| The praiſes of fo great and gond a King; 
Spal Churchill reign, and ſhall not Gotham ſing? 


Infancy, ſtraining backward from the __ 


| Techy and wayward, what he loveth beſt 


R-fuling in his fits, whilſt all the while 
The mother eyes the wrangler with a ſmile, 
And the fond father fits on t' other fide, 


Laughs at his moods, and views his ſpleen with 
ride, 


| Shall murmur forth my name, whilſt ot his hand 
{ Nurſe ſtands interpreter, tha Gytham”s land. 


Childhood, who like an i morn appears, 
Sunſhine and rain, hopes clouded o'er with fears, 
Pleas'd and difpleas'd by ftarts, in pafſiom warm, 
In reaſon weak ; who, wrought into a ftorm, 
Like to the frerful builics of the deep, 85 
Soon ſpends his rage, and cries himſelf 8 
Who, with a fev'riſh appetite oppreſ;'d, 

For trifles ſighs, but hates them when poſſeſs'd ; 


Inis trembling lath ſuſpended in the air, 


 Half-bent, and ftroking back his long lank hair, 


{Shall to his mates look up with eager sler, 
And let his top go down to prate of me. 


Youth, who, ficrce, fickle, inſolent, and vai 


| Impatient urges on to Manhood's reign, 
| Impatient urges on, yet with a caſt 


Of dear regard looks back on Childhood paſt, | 


In the mid-chaſe, when the hot blood runs high, 


And the quick ſpirits mount into his eye, 
When pleaſure, which he deems his greateſt wealth, 


Beats in his heart, and paints his cheeks wich 
health, | 


*2& burleſque Ode on Se. cecilir 105. by Bonnet 
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When che chaf 'd freed tugs proudly at the rein, 
And ere he ftaris, hath run o'er half the plain, 
When 2, wing'd v.ith fear, the ſtag flies full in views 
And in full cry the eager hound: purſue, 

S$h2!! ſhout my pcaiſe to hill; which ſhout again, 
And e er the mw ſtop to cry Amen. 

AManhoud, of form crect, whn would not bow 
Tho? worlds ſhould crack around him; on his * 
Wiſdom ſerene, to paſnion giving has, 

Befpeaking Love, an yet commanding awe z 
Dignity into grace hy mildneſs wrought ; 
Courage attem per d and refin'd by thought ; ; 
Virtuc ſupreme enthron'd; within his breaſt 

"The: image of hi: Maker deep impreſ.d; 

Lord of this earth, which trembles at his nod, 
Wich reaſon bleſs'd, and only lefs than Go! ; 
Nunn, tho' weeping Beauty kneel: fer aid, 
"Tio Honour calls in Danger's form array'd, | 
Thy cloth'd with ſackcloth, Juſtice | in the g tes, 
By wicked Elders chain'd, redemption waits, 

- Manhood {hall te: an "oY a little hour, 

(Ist not a little one?) to hail my pow'r. 

Ol Age, a ſecond child, by Nature curs'd 
With more and greater evils than the firſt, 
Weck, fickly, full of pins; in ev'ry breath 
Railing at life, and yet afraid ot death z 
Putting things off, with ſage and ſolemn air, 
From day to day, without one day to ſpare; 
Without enjoyment, covetous of pelf, 

Tireſome to friends, and tireſome to himſelf; 

His faculties impair'd, his temper ſour'd, 

His memory of recent things devour'd 

Een with the acting on his thatter'd brain, | 
Tho' the fuſe regiſters of youth remain; 3 

From morn to evening babbling forth vain praiſe 
Of thoſe rare men who liv'd in thoſe rare days, 
When he, the hero of his tale, was young; 

Dull repetitions falt'ring on his tongue, 

Praiſing grey hairs, ſure mark of Wiſdom's ſway, 
E'en whilf he curſes time which made him gray 
Scoffing at youth, een whilſt he would afford 

All but his gold to have his youth reſtor d; 
hall tor a moment, from himſelf ſet "Ink 


Lean on his crutch, ard pipe forth praiſe to me.. 
| The Engliſh Ou, which de-1, commands the flood ; 


Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites, rejoice ; 

I. if: up vour voice on high, a mighty voice, 

The voice of gl.ulnct;, and on ev'ry tongue, 

In ſtrains of gratitude, be prufes hung, 

The praiſes of ſo great and good a King; 

Shall Churchill reign, and ſhall not Gotham ang! 2 
Things without lite ſhall in this chorus join, 

And, dumb to others” praiſe, be loud in mine. 
The Satt -d, Mo, in habit white and plain, 

Comes on, the /erald of fair Flora's train 3 

The coxcomb Cycus, flow'r of ſimple note, 

Who by her ſide ſtru:; in a Herald's coat; 

The Tulip, idly glaring to the view, 


Who, tho' no clown, his birth from Holland Sw, V. 


Who, once full dreſs'd, fears from his place to ſtir, 
The * of flow'rs, the More of a parterre; 

The Mil-l ine, who her Eim in marriage megts, 
And brings her dowry in ſurrounding ſweets ; ; 

The Lih, ſilver miſtreſs of the vale ; 

The Roli of Sharon which perfumes the gale ; : 

The Fec/[amine, with which the Queen orf Flow'rs 
To charm her Cod adorns his fav'rite bow'rs, 

Which brides, by the plain hand of Neatneſs dreſt, 
nem ied rival, wear upon their breaft, 


8 
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Sweet as the incenſe of the morn, and chaſte 

As the pure zone which circles Dian's Wailt 3 

All flow're, of various names, and various " ES 

Which the fon into ſtrength and beauty warms, 

Fri T. the dwarf Daiſy, wh Vie infants, clings, 
Ad f-a:: to leave the © th from whence it ſprings, 

lo the proud giant of tac garen race, 


| [dag mad! ruſhing to the ſunꝰ embrace, 
Y 


Oertops her fellow, with afpi; ing aim, 

Dem unds his wedded love, and bear, his name; 
All, one and all, ſhall in this chorus join, 
And, dumb to atheis praiſe, Le loud in mine. 
Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites, rejoĩce; 


Life up your vice on high, a migluy voice, 
Ihe voice of gladneſs, ant on ev'ry tongue, 


In {trains of gratitude, be praiſes hung, 

The praiſes of fo great and good a King; 

Shall Churchill reitzn, and ſhall not Gotham ſing ? 

Forming 2 gloomy thro' which to ſpleen- truck 
minds 


{ ; 
Religion, horror-ſt. mp' d. a piſſige finds, 


The [wy crawling o'er the h. allowed cell, 
Where ſome old hermit”; wont bi; be: os do tell 
By day, by night ; the Myrtie ever-green, 


Beneath whoſe ſhade Love hol his rites unſeen ; 


The Milieu weeping o'cr the Fal wave 
Where many a lover finds a wat'ry grave; 

The Cy; refs ſacred held, when lovers mourn 
Their true love ſnatch'd away; the Laurel worn 
By Poets in old time, but deſtin'd no 


2 * | 
In grief to wither on 2 Whitchead's brow ; 


The Fr, which, large as what in India grows, 


IIxſelr agrove, gave our firſt parents cloaths, 


The Vue, which, like a bluthing new-made bride, 
Cluſt'rin_-. empurples all the wountain's fide z 
The Je, which, in the place of ſculprur'd ſtone, 
Marks out the retting-plice of men unknowng 


| The hedge-row EA, the Pine of mounta'n race, 
The * the Scotch J 
| The Cedar, whoſe top meets the higheſt cloud, 


Fir, never out of place 


Whilſt his oll £.ther Leb..non grows proud 
Of ſuch a child, and his vaſt body laid 

Out many a mile, enjoy: the 1:11 ſhade 3 
The Oat, when living, monarch of the wood; 


All, one and all, ſhall in thi. chorus join, 
And, dumb to kw” rraife, le loud in mine. 
Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites, rejvice 3 


te bd 


Lit up your voice on high, a mighty voices 
The voice of gladneſs, and on ev'ry tüngue, 


In flrains of gratitude be praiſes hung, 

The praiſes of to great and good a King IP | 

Shall Churchill reign, and ſhall not Gotham ſing ? 

"lhe Shrw'rs which make the young bll., like 
ng lambs, 


| you 
[Bound and p Parry : the old hillz, like old rams, 


Unwieldy, jump for joy; the Streurcs which glides 
nil Plenty marches ſmiling by their fide, 

And fror their boſom riſing Commerce ſpr:ngs ; 
The V nds which riſe with healing on their wings, 
Before whoſe cleanſing breath contagic'1 flies; 

The Sun, Who, travelling i: caftern kies, 

7 Freih, full of ſtrength, ju# rien tron u, bed, 
Tho? in Jove's paſtur- the; were born and bred, 

| With voice and whip, c:n ſcarce make his fteeds Rirg 
Step by ſte. up the per pendicul u; 

Who, ar tac kour of eve, panting for wel, 


— * 
422 * 


Rolls ou unein, and gallons downthe w 


* 
— 
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As faſt as Jehu, oil'd for Ahab's ſin, 

Drove for a crown, or Pet bey* for an inn; 

The Noon, who holds o'er night her ſilver reign, 
Regent of tides, and mi vw of the brain, 

Who to her ſons, thoſe ſons who own her pow'r, 
And do her homage at the micinight hour, 

Gives madneſs as a bleſſing, but diſpenſes 
Wiſdom to fools, and damns them with their ſenſes ; 
The Stars, who by I know not what range right, 
Preſide o'er mortals in their own deſpite, 

Who withaut reaſon govern thuſe, who moſt 
(How truly, judge from thence ') of reaſon boaſt, 
And, by ſeme mighty magic yet unknown, 

Our actions gui ide, ct cannot guide their π]ẽ]; 
All, one and all, i ſh ill in this chorus; Join, 

And, duni to others praiſe, be loud in mine. 
Rejoice, ye hippy Gothamites, rejoice; 

Lift up your voice on high, 4 mi ighty voice, 

The voice of gladneſe, and on cr ry tongue, 

In ſtrains of gratitude, be praiſes hung, 

The praiſes cr fo greit and good a King; 
Shall Churchill reign, and thall not Gotham 6 the! L 


The Moment, Mirate, Hour, Day, — , 


„ 
Aſurring and Ex, as they in turn appear; 
A fments and N nate which, without a crime, 
Can't be omitted in accounts of time, 
Or, it omitted, (prcof we might afford) 
Worthy by Parliaments to be reſtor d; | 
The Hours, which dreft by turns in b! ack and white, 
Ordain'd as handmaids, wait on Day and Night; 
The Day, thoſe hours I mean when light preſides, 
And Buſineſs in a cart with Prudence rides; | 
The Nig, thife hours I mean with darknefs hung, 
When Sente ſpeaks free, and Folly holds her tongue; 
The Min, w - Nature rouſing from her ftrife 
With death-like Sleep, awakes to ſecond life; 
The Exe, when, as unequal to the taſk, 
She mercy trom her toe deſcends to aſk ; 
The Week, in which fix days are kindly given 
To think of earth, and one to tl. of heaven; 
The Mentts, twelve ſiſters all of different huc, 
Tho' there appears in all n lkeneſs too; 
Not ſuch a likens, as, thro' Hayman's works, 
Dull mmmeriſt, in Chriſtians, Jews; and Turles, 
Cloys with a ſomeneſs in eich female face, 
Bu a ſtrunge ſomething, born of Art and Crace, 
Which ſpeaks them all, to vary and adorn, 
At diff rent times of the iame parents born; 
All, one and all, fall in this chorus ; Join, 
und, dumb to others” praiſe, be loud in mine. 
Rejoice, ye hoppy Gothamites, rejoice 3 
Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice, 
The voice of gl ainelts, and on every tongue, 

In ſtrains of gratitude, be praiſes. hung, : 
I ue praiſes of fo great and goud a King; 
Shall Churchill reign, and call not Gotham fing * 
; F:ore January, leader of the Y ps 
nc "of=pic8s in van, and caivrs-kcads in the rear; 
Dull February, in whoic lenden reign 
Aly mother bure a bard wiihout 4 bra "To | 
March various, fierce, and wild, wich wind-crack'd 

chr ks, 

By wilder Welchmen ws, and crown'd with lecks ! 
April with fools, and Ma with baſtards bleft ; 
une with white roſes on her rebel brtait; 
þ iv, ta whom, the Dog-ſtar in her train, 


L'S POEMS. 


Auguſt, who, baniſh'd from her Snit/ ficli ſtand., 
To Chelſza flies, with Dogget in her hand * ; | 


September, when by cuſtom (right divine) 


Geeſe are ordain'd to bleed at Michael's ſhrine, 

| Whilft the Prieſt, not ſo full of grace as wit, 
Falls to, unbleſs'd, nor gives the Saint a bit; 
October, who the cauſe of Freedom juin'd, 

And gave a ſecond George to bleſs mankind 
November, who at once to grace our earth, 

Saint Andrew boaſts, and our Auguſta's F birth; 


December, laſt of months, but beſt, who gt 


A Chriſt to man, a Spviour to the ſlave, 

| Whilſt falſely grateful, Man, at the full feaſt, 

To do God honour, makes himſelf a beaſt ; 

All, one and all, ſhall in this chorus | Join, 

And, dumb to others? praiſe, be loud i in mine. 
Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites, rejoice z 


[Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice, 
The voice of gladneſs, and on ev'ry tongue, 


In ſtrains of gratitude, be praiſes hung, 

The praiſes of fo great and good a King; | 
Shall Churchill re'gn, and ſhall nat Gotham fing > 
Ihe Scaſos as they roll; Spring, by her fide 
Leteu'ry and Lent, Lay- F-lly, and Clareh- Price 7 


| By a rank monk to copulation led, 


| A tub of ſainted ſalt- fit on her head; 

Summer, in light, tranſparent gawze array d, 
Like Maids of Honour at a maſquerade, 

In bawdry gawze, for which our — leave 
The Fig, more modeſt, firſt brought up by Eve. 
| Panting for breath, enflamed with luſtful fires, 
| Yet wanting ſtrength to perfect her defires, 


| Leaning on Sloth, who, fainting with the heat, 


Stops at each ſtep, and ſlumbers on his feet; 
utumn, when Nature, who with ſorrow feels 


Her dread foe Winter treading on her heels, 


| Makes up in value what ſhe wants in length, 


| Exerts her pow'rs, and puts forth all her ſtrength, 


Bids corn and fruits in full perfection riſe, 
Corn fairly tax d, and fruits without Exciſe : 
Winter, benumb'd with cold, no longer known 


| By robes of fur, ſince furs became aur un; 
A hag, who loathing all, by all is loath'd, 


With week!y, daily, hourly libels cloath'd, 
Vile Faction at her heels, who mighty grown, 
Would rule the Ruler, and 2 eclaſe the throne, 
Would turn all State-affairs into a trade, 


| Make lawsone day, the next to be unmade, 


Begęgar at home a people fear'd abroad 
And, force defeated, make them ſlaves by fraud ; 


All, one and all, ſhall in this chorus j Join, 
And, dumb tv others” praiſe, be loud in mine. 
| Rejoice, ye happy Gothamires, rejoice 3 

|] Litt up your voice on high, a mighty voice, 
| The voice of gladneſs, and on ev'ry tongue, 
In {trains of gratitude, be praiſes hung, 

| The Orziſcs of fo great and good a King; 


Shail Churchill reizn, and ſhall not Gotham fing ? | 


| The 7a, grand circle, in whoſe ample round 


The teaſons regular and fix'd are bound, 

(Who, in his courie repeated o'er and o'r, 

Sees the ſame things which he had ſeem before ; 
The ſame ſars keep their watch, and the ſame ſun 


| Runs in the track where he from firſt hath run; 
1 


for on the firſt of Auguſt. 
dit James gives oyſters, and Suint ne run; | 


5 Dogget the celebrated Comedians Badge, rowed 


F Princeſs Dowager of Wales. 


— 


nenn err 


i 
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The ſame moon rules the night; tides ebb and 
flow z 
Ain is 2 puppet, and this world a how; 
Their old dull follics old dull fools purſue, 
And vice in nothing but in mode is new 
He ————— a Lord (now fair befall that pride, 
He li a will ins but a Lord he dicd ) | 
Daſhwood is us, Berkeley fx d as fair *, 
Sandwich (thank Heav*n!) firt Miniſter of State; 
And, tho by /s deſpis'd, by uit, unbleis'd, 
By / iends neglected, and by foes oppreſs d, 
Scorning the ſervile arts of each court cif, 
Founded on Honour, Wilkes is (till Ihm ef) 
The Year encircled with the virions train 
Which waits, and fi!ls the glories of his reign, 
Shall, taking vp this theme, in chorus join, 
And, dumb to others“ praiſe, be loud in mine. 
Rejoice, he happy Gothamites, rejoice z 
L.ifr up your voice on high, » raighty voice, 
The voice of gladnets, and on ev ry tongue 
In ſtrains of gratitude, be praiſes hung, 
The praiſes of fo great and good a King; 
 Shaji Churchill reign, and ſhall not Gotham fing * 
Thus far in ſport—nor let our critics hence, 
Who fell out monthly traſh, and call it Senſe, 
Too lightly of our preſent labours deem, 
Or judge at random of ſo high a theme; | 
High is our theme, and worthy are the men 
To feel the ſharpeſt ſtroke of Satire's pen; 
But when kind time a proper ſeaſon brings, 
In ſerious mood to treat of ſerious things, 
Then ſhall they find, diſdaining idle play, 
That I can be as grave and dull as they. 
Thus far in {port—ror let half patriots, thoſe 


_ 


| Who ſhrink from ev ry blaſt of pow'r which blows ; | 


Who with tame cowardice familiar grown, 
Would _ my thoughts, but fear to ſpeak their 


Who, (left bold truths, to do ſage Prudence ſpite, 
Should burſt the portals of their lips by night, 
Tremble to truſt themſelves one hour in ſleep) 
Condemn our courſe, and hold our caution cheap. 
When brave occaſion bids, for ſome great end 
When Honour calls the Poet as a friend, 8 
Then ſhall they find, that, cen on danger's W 
He dares to ſpeak, what they ſcarce dare to think. _. 


END OF THE FIRST BOOK 


8 0 0 K. 5 I. 

ow TR miltaken are the men, 3 think 

That all who will, without reſtraint, may 
drink, 

May largely drink, e' en till their bowels burſt, 
Pleading no right but merely that of thirſt, 
At the pure waters of the living well, | 
Befide whoſe ſtreams the Muſes love to dwell ! 
Verſe i; with them a knack, an idle toy, 
A rattle gilded o er, on which 4 boy 


* A phraſe ud by Lord Bottetourt, then Nor- 
 Forne Berkeley, in an addreſs to his electors. 


| 


May play untau;hty whilft, without art or torce, 


Make it but jingle, Mufic comes of courte. 


Little do ſuch men know the toil, the pains, 
The daily, nightly racking of the brains, 
To range the thoughts, the matter to di. geſt, 
To cull fit phrafes, and reject the reſt; 
To know the times when Humour on the che el 
Of Mirth may hold her f ſports; when Wit thould 

ſpeak, 

And when be ſilent 3 when to uſe the pow'rs 
Of ornament, and how to place the flow'rs, 
So that they neither give a tawdry glare, 
Nor waſte their ſweetneſs in the deſart air; 
To form (which few can do, and ſcare cely one, 
One Critic in an age can find, when done) 
To form a plan, to itrike a grand outline, 
To fill it up, and make the picture ſhine 
A full, and perfect piece; to make coy Rhime 
Renounce her follies, and with Senſe keep time; 
'To make proud Senſe againft her nature bend, 
And wear the chains of Rhime, yet call her friend. 
Some fops there are among the ſcribbling tribe, 


Who make it all their buſineſs to deſcribe 


No matter whether in, or out of place; 
Studious of finery, and fond of lace, | 
Alike they trim, as coxcomb Fancy brings, 
The rags of beggars, and the rubes of Kings. 


| Let dull Propricty in ſtate preſide 


O'er her dull children, nature is their _ 
Wild Nature, who at random breaks tlie fence 


[Of thoſe tame drudges, Judge . Tate, and 


Senſe, 

Nor would forgive herſelf the mighty crime 

Of keeping terms with Perſon, Place, and Tims. 
Let /i2uid gold emblaze the ſun at noon, of 

With 4:rraw'd beams let filver tale the moon, 

Let ſurges Ae laſh the ſurrounding ſhore, 


| Let ſtreams meander, and let torrents roar, 


— Arte breed up the rare] breeze 

0 gh ih fgling, with ſobbing tr ces, 

Let vales al = let — * be ting d 

With various ints, let clouds be /ac'd or fring d, 

They bare their with ; like idle manarch bor :, 

Negiecting things of wainht, they ſigh for toys; 

Give them the crown, the ſceptre, and the robe, 

Who will may take the pow'r, and rule the globe. 
Others there are, who in one ſolemn pace, 


| With as much zeal as Quakers ral at lace, 


Railing at needful ornament, depend 


| On Senſe to bring them to their journey's end. 
They would not (Heav'n forbid *) their courſe 


delay, 
Nor for a moment ſtep out of their w BY , 
To make the barren rod thoſe graces wear, 


j ck nature would, if pleas 'd, have planted | 


-  . there. 
Vin men! who blindly thwarting Nature's plat, 
Ne er find a pailage to the heart of Man, 
Who, bred *mongf fogs in Academic land, 


Scorn ev'ry thing they do not underſtand; 

| | Who deſtitute of humour, wit, and taſte, 

Let all their licdle knowledge run to waſte, 5 
And fruſtrate each good purpoſe, whilſt they wear 


The robes of Le:rning with a ſloven's air. 

Tho! ſolid reas'ning arms each ſterling line, 

Tho' Truth declares aloud, © This work is mine, 
Vice, whilſt from page to page dull morals creep, 


| Throws by the book, and Virtue falls aGeep. 


; 7 8 


*1y * 


In earneſt moſt, when moſt ſhe ſeems in jeſt, 
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Senſe, mere, dull, formal Senſe, in this gay town 
Muſt have ſome vehicle to paſs her down, 
Nor can ſhe for an hour enſure her reign, 
Unleſs ſhe brings fair Plezſure in her train. 
Let her, from day to day, from yer to year, 
In all her grave ſolemnities appear, 
And, with the voice of trumpe”s, thro' the Areets 
Deal lectures out to ev'ry one ſe ments, 
Half who paſs by are deaf, avi © other half 
Can hear indeed, but only hear to laugh. 
Quit then, ye graver ſons of letter'd Pride, 
Taking for once Experience as a guide, | 
Quit this grand error, this dull C:{/cge mode; 
Be your purſuits the ſame, but change the road; 
Write, or at leaft appear to write with cafe, 
And, if you mean toprofit, learn to pleaſe. 
In vain for ſuch miſtakes they pardon claim, 
Becauſe they wie!d the pen in Virtue's name. 
Thrice ſacred is that name, thrice bleſs'd the man 


Who thinks, ſpeaks, writes, and lives on fuck a 


plan! ; 
This, in himſelf, himſ-1f of cout muſt "I | 
But cannot with the world promote ſucceſs. 


Hie may be ſtrong, but, with effect to ſperk, 


Should recollect his readers may be weak | 

Plain, rigid truths, which ſaints with comfort bear, 
Will make the finner tremble, and deſpair. 

True Virtue acts from love, and the great end 

At which ſhe nobly aims, is to amend ; | 

| How then do thoſe miſtake, who arm her laws 

With rigour not their own, and hurt the cauſe 
They mean to help, whilſt with a zealot rage 


They make that Goddeſs, whom they'd have engage 
Our deareſt love, in hideous terror riſe! 
Such may be honeſt, but they can't be wiſe. 


In her own full, and perfect blaze of light, 
Virtue breaks forth too ſtrong for human fight : 
The dazzled eye, that nice but weaker ſenſe, 
Shuts herſelf up in darkneſs for defence. 
But, to make ſtrong conviction deeper fink, 


To make the callous feel, the though = ſs think, Ny 


Like God made man, ſhe leaves ber glory by, 
And beams mild comfort on the raviſh d eye. 


She worms intu, and winds around the breaſt; 
To conquer Vice, of Vice appears the — 

And ſeems unlike herſelf to gain her end. | 
The ſons of Sin, to while away the time 

Which lingers on their hinds, of each black crime 
To huth the painful memory, and keep 
The tyrant Conſcience in delufive flucp, 


Read on at random, nor ſuſpect the dart, 


Until they find it rooted in their heart. | 
Gainſt vice they give their vote, nor know at firſt 
That, curfing that, themſelves too they have curs' 'd; 
They ſee not, till they fall into the ſnares, | 
Deluded into virtue unawares. 


Diſcarding drugs, and ftriving how to pleaſe, 
Lures on inſenſibly, by ſlow degrees, 
The patient to thoſe manly ſports, which bind 
The flacken'd finews, and relieve the mind; 
The patient feels a change as wrought by ſtealth, 
And wonders on demand to find it health. 

Some few, whom Fate ordain'd to deal in rires 
TOR and here, i in kane 


Whom, waiting at their birth, the m[4zife Muſe 
Sprincxled all over with Caft.Jian dews, 

To whom true Genius gave his magic pen, 
Whom Art by juit degrees led un to men; 


tween _ 
Theſe dang'raus rocks, and held the golden mean : 
Sente in their works maintoins her proper ſtate, 
But never ſleeps, or labours with her weight 3 
Grace makes the whole look elegant and gay, 
But never dares from Senſe to run aſtray : 
| So nice the maſter's touch, ſo great his care, 


Ihe colours boldly glow, not idly glare; 


Mutually giving ; and receiving aid, | 
They ſet each other off, like light and ſhade, 

And, as by fealth, with ſo much ſoftneſs blend, 
Tis hard to lay, where they begin or end: | 
Both give us charms, and neither gives offence ; 
Senſe perfects Grace, and Grace enlivens Senſe. 

Peace to the men who theſe high honours claim, 
Health to their ſfouis, and to their mem'ries fame; 5 


9 | Beit my taſk, and no mean taik, to teach 


A rev'rence for that worth I cannot reach: 


Let me at diſtance, with a ſteady eye, 


Obſerve, and mark their paſſage to the ſcy; 

From envy free, applaud ſuch riſing worth, | 

And praiſe their heav'n, tho” pinion'd down to earth. 
Had I the pow'r, I could not have the time, 

| Whilſt ſpirits flow, and Life is in her prime, 

Without a ſin *gainft Pleaſure, to deſign 


| A plan, to methodize each thought, each line 


Highly to finiſh, and make ev'ry grace, 
In itſelf charming, talce new charms from place. 


Nothing of books, and little known of men, 
| Aug hen the mad fit comes on, I ſeize the pen, 


Rough as they run, the rapid thoughts ſet down, ; 

| | Rough as they run, diſcharge them on the Town : 
Hence rude, unfiniſh'd brats, before their time, 

Are born into this idle world of Rime, | 


And the poor Pattern Muſe is brought to bed 


With all her imperfections on her head. 
Some, as no life appears, 10 pulſes play 


5 Through the dull dubious mais, no breath make: 
| ways 
I | Doubt, greatly doubt, *till for a glaſs they call, 


| Whether the child can be baptiz'd at all : 


| Others, on the grounds, objections frame, 
And granting that the child may have a name, 


Doubt as the ſex might well 2 midwife poſe, 


I Whether they ſhould baptize it, Verſe or Proſe. 
| Fen what my maſter: pleaſe; 3 meek 


men, 
In love to critics tumble now 2 them. 


If they can do it, leave for them to do. 
In the ſmall compaſs of my careleſs page 


Critics may ſind employment fur an age; 
Thus the ſhrewd doctor, in the ſpleen-ſtruck WY | 


When pregnant horror fits, and broods o'er wind, 


Without my blunders they were all undone 3 


| twenty feed, where Maſon can feed one. 


When Satire ſtoops, unmindful of her ſtate, 
To praiſe the man I love, curſe him I hate 
When Senſe, in tides of paſſion borne along, 
Sinking to proſe, degrades the name of ſong ; 
The Cenſor imiles, and, whilſt my credit bleeds, 
With as high reliſh on the carrion feeds 
As the proud Earl fed at a turtle feaſt, 


Who, turn'd by gluttony to worſe than beaſt, 2 


| 


Some ai extremes well ſhuna'd, have fteer'd bei 


Something I do my ſelf, ard ſomething ao : . 85 
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Eat, *till his bowels guſh d upon the floor, 
Yer ſtill eat on, and dying cal!'d for more. 
When ase Digr Hen, like a colt undroke, 
Spurning Connect ian, and her formal yoke, 
Buunds thro? the foreſt, wanders far attray | 
From the know. path, and loves to lote her way, 
"Tis a full feaſt to all the mongrel pack 
To run the rambler down, and bring her back. 
When gay Deſcription, Fancy*s fairy child, 
Wild without art, and vet with pleeſure wild, 
Waking with Nature at the morning hour 
To the lark's call, walks o'er the op'ni ing flow'r 
Which largel/ drank all night of he wen's freſh dew, 
And like a mountain nymph of Dian's crew, 
Jo lightly walks, ſhe not one mirk imprints, 
Nor bruſhes off the dew3, nor foils the tints ; 
When thus Deſcription fports, e' en at the time 
Thu drums ſhoul.! bent, and cannons roar in rime, | 
Critic: can live on ſuch fault as that 
From ont month to the other, and grow fat. 
Ye mighty Aſanthiy Judges, in a deartn 
Of lett-: 4 block hes, conſcious of the worth 
Of my m:teria!s, which againſt your will 
Of: you've cont4-'2, and ſhall conreſs it ſtill; 
Materials rich i rude, enflam'd with thought, 
Tho' more by Fancy than by Judgment wrought; 
Take, uſe them as your ow, a work begin, 
Which ſuits your genius well, and weave them in, 
Fram'd fur the c:itic loom, with critic art, 
Till thread on thread depending, part on part, 
Colour with colour mingling, light with ſhade, 
To your dull taſte a formal work is made, 
And, having wrought them into one grand piece, 
Swears it ſurpaſſes Rome, and rivals Greece. — 
Nor think this much, for at one ſingle word, 
Soon as the mighty critic Flats heard, 
Science atten:!s their call; their pow'r is own'd ; 
Order takes place, and Cenius is dethron'd 
Letters dance into books, defiance hurl'd 
At means, as atoms danc'd into a world. 
| Me higher | bufineſs calls, a greater plan, | 
| Worthy man's whole employ, the good of man, 5 
The good of man committed to my charge: 


I idle Fancy rambles forth at lurze, 


Careleſs of ſuch a truſt, theſe harmleſs lays 
May Friendſhip envy, and may Folly praile 3 ; 
The crown of Gotham may ſome Scot aſſume, 
And vagrant Stuarts reign in Churchill's roo. 
O my poor people, © thou wretched earth, 
To whoſe dear love, tho not engag'd by birth, 
My heart is fix d, my {.rvice deeply ſworn, 
How (by the father can that thought be borne, - 


For monarchs, would they all but think like me, = 


Are only fathers in the beſt cegree) 

How maſt thy glorics f de, in ev'ry land. | 
Thy name be laugh d to ſcorn, thy Ree RR hand 
Be ſhorten'd, aud t. ity zeal, by foes confels'd, _ | 
Bleſs d in thyſelf, to ;nake thy neighbours bleſs'd, 
Be robb'd of viguur! hcw muſt Freedom's pile, 

The boaſt of ages, which adorns the ifle, 
And makes it great and gloricus, fear'd abroad, 
Happy at home, f-cure from force and fraud 
How muſt that pile, by ancient wiſdom rais'd 
On a firm rock, by friends a4mir'd and prais d, 
Envy d by foes, and worder'd at by all, — 
In one ſhort moment into ruins fall, 

Should any flip of Stuart's ty rant race, 
Or baſtard or legitimate, difzr c 
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The royal feat of empire! But what care, 

V/ hat forrow muſt be mine, what deep delpair 

And felf-reprovches, ſnould that hate] line 

Admitiznce gain thro? any fault of mine ! 

Curs'd be the cauſe whence Gotham's evils ſpring, 

Tho' that cursed cauſe be found in Gotham's King, 
Let War, with all his needy, ruſſian band, 


| In pomp of horror ſtalk thro* Cotham's land 
| Knee-deep in blood; let all her ſtately towers 
| Sink in the duſt ; that court which now is our's 


Become a den, where beaſts may, if they can, 
A lodging find. ror fear rebuke from man; 
Where yellow harveſt riſe, be branibles found: 


Barren the cattle on her thouſ ind hills; 

Where Pow'r is plac'd, let tygers prowl for prey; 
Where Juftice lodges, let wild aſſes bray; 

Let cormorants in churches make their neſt, 

And an the ſails of Commerce bitterns reſt; 

Be all, tho” princes in the earth before, 

Her merchants bankrupts, and her marts no more; 
Much rather would I, might the will of Fate 

Give me to chuſe, ſee Gotham's ruin'd ſtate 

By ills on ills thus to the carth weigh'd down, 

71 han live to fee a Stuart wear a co vn. 

Let Heav'n in vengeance arm all Nature's hoſt, 
Thoſe ſervants who their Maker know, who boat 
Obedience as their glory, and fulfill, 
Unqueſtion'd, their great Maſter's ſacred will; 
Jet raging winds root up the boiling deep, 

And, with deſtruction big, o'er Gotham ſweep 3 


Let rains ruſh down, 811 Faith with doubtful eye 

| Looks for the ſign of mercy inthe ſky; 

| Let peſtilence in all her horrars riſe ; | 

| Wherc'er I turn, let Famine blaſt my eyes; | 
I Let the earth yawn, and, ere they've time to think, 


In the deep gulph let all my ſubjects ſink 


| | Before my eves, whilt on the verge I reel ; 


Feeling, but as a monarch ought to feel, Fe 
Not for myſelf, but them, I'll kiſs the rod, 
And, having own'd the juſtice of my God, 


| | Myſelf with firmneſs to the ruin give, | 
And die with thoſe for whom I with'd to live. 


This (but my Heaven's more merciful decrees 
| Ne'er tempt his ſervunt with ſuch ills as theſe) 
This, or my foul deceives me, I could bear; 
But that the Stuart race my Crown ſhould wear, 


I Fhat Crown, where, highly cheriſh'd, Freedom ſhone 
| Bright as the glories of the mid-day ſun ; ; 
Born and bred ſlaves, that they, with proud miſ- 


rule, 


ſchool, 


| Tothe whip :rouch and W that thought 
I The lab'ring brain is e'en to madneſs brought 
y thedread viſion: at the mere ſurmiſe 


The thronging ſpirits, as in tumult, riſe 3 


My heart, as for a paſſage, Joudly beats, 
I And, turn me where I will, diſtraction meets. 


O my brave fellows, great in arts and arm-, 


| The wonder of the earth, whom glory warms | \ 
To high atchievement3, can your ſpirits bend _ 


Thro' baſe controul (ye never can deſcend 


| So low by choice) to wear a tyrant's chain, 


Or let in Freedom's ſeat a Stuart reign ? 


_ TIF Fame, who hath for ages far and wide 


| Spread in all realins the cowardice, tho _—_ 


Where vines now creep, let thiſtles curſe the ground; 
Dry in her thouſ.nd vallies be the rills ; | 


— 


Should make brave, free-born men, like boys at 


= Book- worms and Catamites engroſs d the Court: 
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The tyranny and falſchood of thoſe Lords, 

Contents you not, ſearch England's fair records; 
England, where firſt the breath of life | drew, 
Where next to Gotham, my beſt love is due; | 
There once they rul'd, tho cruſh's by William's 


hand, | 
They rul'd no more, to curſe that happy land. 
The firſt, who, from his native ſoil remov'd, 
Held England's ſceptre, a tame tyrant prov'd : 
Virtde he lack'd, curs'd with thoſe — — 
1 5 ſprin 

In ſouls of . ſtamp to be a King; 

Spirit he had not, though he laugh'd at laws, 
To play the bold-fac'd tyrant with applauſe ; 
On practices moſt mean he rais'd his pride, 

And craft oft gave, what wiſdom had denied. 
Ne er could he feel how truly man is bleſt 
In blefling thoſe around him; in his breaſt, 
Crowded with follies, Honour found no room; 
Marked for a Coward in his mother's womb, 
le was too proud without affronts tu live, 
Too timorous to puniſh or forgive. 

To gain a crown, which had in courſe of time, 

Buy fair deſcent, been his without a crime, 
lie bore a mother's exile; to ſecure L 
A greater crown, he baſely could endure 

The ſpilling of her blood by foreign knite, 
Nor dar'd revenge her death who gave him lite ; 
Nay, by fond fear and fond ambition led, 

Struck hands with thoſe by whom her bloed Was ſhed. 
| Call'd up to pow'r, ſcarce warm on England's 
5 throne, 
He fil d her Court with beggars from his own: 
Turn where you would, the eye with Scots was 
3 | 
Or Ergliſi knaves who would be Scotchmen thought 
To vain expence unbounded looſe he gave, 
The dupe of minions, and of flaves the ſlave; 
On tilfe pretences mighty ſums he rais'd, | 
And dumn'd thoſe Senates rich, whom, poor, he 
| prais'd : | 

From empire thrown, and doom' d to beg her * 
On foreign bounty whilit a Daughter * fed, 
Hie laviſh'd ſums, for her receiv'd, on men, 
Whoſe names would fix diihonour on my pen. 
lies were his play-things, Parliaments his tort, 


Vain of the Scholar, like all Scotſmen ſimce, 
The pedant Scholar, he forgot the Prince, 
And having with ſome trifles ſtor d his brain, 
Ne'er learn'd, or wiſh'd to learn the arts to reign. 
Enough he knew to make him vain and proud, 
Mock'd by the wiſe, the wonder of the croud; 
Falſe Friend, falſe Son, falſe father and falſe King, 
_ Falſe Wit, falſe Stateſman, and fulſe ev” ry thing, 
When he ſhould act, he idly choſe toprate, 
And pamphlets wrote, when he thould fave the ſtate. 
Religious, if Religion holds in whim, 
To talk with all, he let all talk with him, 
Not on God's honour, but his own intent, 
Not for Religion's fake but a t; | 
More vain, if ſome fly, artful, High- Dutch 9 
Or, from the Feſuit ſchool, ſome — knave 
Conviction feign d, than if, to peace reſtor d 
By his full ſoldierſhip, worlds hail'd him Lord. 


»The Queen of Bohemia, * of George 
the Fust 


| Round private men; u 
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Pow'r was his wich, unbounded as his will 


The pow'r, without controul, of doing ill. 


| But what he wiſh'd, what he made Biſlops preaci;, 
And Stateſmen warrant, hung within his reach 
He dar'd not ſeize : Fear gave, to gill his pride, 
That Freedom to the real in his will denied. 

Of treaties fond, o'crweening of his parts, 
In ev'ry treaty of his own mean arts 
He fell the dupe : Peace was his coward care, 
Een at a time when Juſtice cail'd for war: 
His pen he'd draw, to prove his lick of wit, 
But rather than unſheath the ſword, ſubmit. 
Truth fairly muſt record, and, pleas'd to live 
In league wich Mercy, Juſtice may forgive 


| Kingdoms betray'd, and worlds refigned to Spain, 
| | But 1 never can forgive a Raleigh flain. 


At length (with white let Freedom mk that year ;, 
Not fear'd by thoſe, whom moſt he with'd to fear, 


Not lov'd by thoſe, whom moſt he withed to love, 
| He went to anſwer fo: F is faults above 
To anſwer to that God, from whom alone 


He claim'd to hold, and to abuſe the throne; 
Leaving behind a curſe to all his line, 


The bloody legacy of Right Divine. 


With many virtues which a radience fling 
with few which grace a Kings | 
And ſpeak the monarch ; at the time of life 
When Paſſion holds with Reaton doubt: ul ſtrife, 
Succeeded Charles, by a mean fire undone, 
Who envied virtue even in a ſon. 
His youth was froward, turbulen', and wild 3 
He took the man up, ere he left the child ; | 


| | His foul was eager for imperial ſway, 


Ere he had learn'd the leon to obey. 
Surrounded by a fawning, flattering throng, = 
Judg zment each day grew weak, and humour "EE 


| Wiſdom was treated as a noiſfome weed, 
And all his follies let to run to ſeed. 


| What ills from ſuch beginnings needs muſt n 
What ills to ſuch a land from ſuch a King ! 


What could ſhe hope what had ſhe not to feur! 


Baſe Buckingham poſſes d his youtliful ear; 


IsStrafford and Laud, when mounted on the throne, 


Engroſs'd his love, and made him all their on; 
Straffurd and Laud, who boldly dar'd avow w 


The trait'rous doctrines taught by Tories now : 


Each ſtrove t* undo him, in his turn and hour, | 
| The firſt with pleaſure, and the laſt with pow'r. 


Thinking (vain thought, difgraceful to the throne ') 


| That all mankind were made for Kings alone, 


That ſubjects were but ſlaves, and what was whim 
Or worſe in common men, was law in him: 

Drunk with prerogative, which fate decreed 

To guard good Kings, and tyrants to miſlead z 
Which ina fair proportion, to deny 

Allegiance dares not; which to hold too high 

No good can wiſh, no coward King can dare, 
And held too high, no Engliſi ſubject bear; 


| |Befieg'd by men of deep and fubtile arts, 


Men void of principle, and damn'd with parts, 
Who ſaw his weakneſs, made their King their tools, 
Then moſt a ſlave, when moſt he ſeem's to rule; 


Taking all public ſteps for private ends, 


Deceiv'd by favourites, whom he called friends, 
He had not ſtrength enough of ſoul to find 

That monarchs, meant as bleſſings to mankind, 
Sink their great ſtate, and ſtamp their fame undone, 
[When what was meant for all they give to one 3 5 
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Liſ'niag uxorious, whillt a woman's prate 
Modell'd the Church, and parcell'd out the State, 
Whilſt (inthe State not more than women read) 
High-churchmen preach'd, and turn'd his pious 
ne:d 3 
Tutor'd to ſee with miniſterial eyes; 
F-1bid to hear a loyal nation's cries 3 
Mde to believe {what can't a frv'rite do) 
He heard a nation hearing one or two; 
_ "Taught by Stite-Quacks himſelf ſecure to think, 
And out of danger een on danger's brink 3 ; 
 Whil# pow'r was daily crumbling om his hand, 
Whilſt murmurs ran thro? an infulted land, 
As if to ſanction tyrants Heav'n was bound, 
He proudly fought the ruin which he found. 
Twelve years, twelve tedious and inglorious years, 
Di England, cruth'd by pow'r and aw'd by fears, 
Wiulſt proud Oppreſſion ſtruck at Freedom's root, 
Lament her Senates loſt, her Hampden mute. 
Illegal taxes and oppreſſive loans, 
In fpite of all her pride, call'd forth her groans; 
Patience was heard her griefs aloud to tell, 
Ard Loyalty was tempted to rebel. | 
Lach day new acts of outrage ſhook the State, 
New Courts were rais'd to give new doctrines weight; 
State -Inquiſitions kept the realm in awe, | 
And curs'd Star-Chambers made, or rul'd the law; 
Juries were pack'd, and Judges were unſound; 
Thro' the whole kingdom not one Pratt was found. 
From the firſt moments of his giddy youth 
He hated Senates, for they told him truth, 
At length againſt his will compell'd to treat, 
Thoſe whom he could not fright, he ſtrove to cheat, 
With baſe diſſembling ev'ry grievance heard, 
And, often giving, often broke his word. 
O where ſhall helpleſs Truth for refuge fly, 
If Kings, who ſhould protect her, dare to lie? 
Thoſe who, the gen ral guod their real aim, 
Sought in their Country's good their Monarch's 
Thoſe who were anxious for his ſafety ; thoſe 
V ho were induc'd by duty to oppoſe ; | 
Their truth ſuſpected, and their worth 
Ie held as foes, and traitors to his throne 3 
Nor found his fatal error till the hour | 
Of ſaving him was gone and paſt ; till pow'r 
Had ſhifted hands, to blaſt his hapleſs reign, 
Making their faith and his repentance vain. 
Hence (be the curſe confin'd to Gutham's 
War, dread to mention, Civil War aroſe 3 z 
All acts of outrage, and all acts of ſhame, _ 
Stalk's forth at large, diſguis'd with Honour 
Rebellion, raifing high her bloody hand, 
FP pread univerſal havock thro” the land 
With zeal for party, and with paſſion drunk, 
In public rage all private love was ſunk ; | 
Friend againft friend, brother gainſt brother ſtood, 
And the ſon's weapon drank the father's blood; 
Nature, aghaſt, and fearful leſt her reign 
Should lait no longer, bled in ev'ry vein. 
Unhappy Stuart! harſhly tho? that name 
Grates on my ear, I ſhould have died with ſhame, 
To ſee my King before his ſubjects ſtand, 
And at their bar hold up his royal hand z; 
At their commands to hear the monarch plead, 
By their decrees to ſee that monarch bleed, 
VOI. VIII. e þ 


foes) 
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Wat tho' they ſhook the baſis or the State, 


| 8 
n nobly cruſti d: 


ö 


And was, ſo cloſe do evil habits cling, 
Till c 
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What tho” thy faults were many, and were great, 


In royalty ſecure thy perſon ſtood, 

And ſacred was the fountain of thy blood. 

Vile Miniſters, who dar'd abuſe their truſt, 

Who dar'd ſeduce a King to be un;juit, Re 

Vengeance, with Juttice leagu'd, with pow'r made 

ſtrong, | 

T:e King cculil di ns curong. 

Yet grieve not, Charles, nor thy hard fortunes 
blame; | 


| They took thy life, bit they ſecur'd thy fime. 
| Their gzenter crimes made thine like ſpecks appear, 


From which the ſun in glory is not clear. 

Hal'ſt thou in peace and years refign'd thy breath 
At Nature's call; had'ſt thou laid down in death 
As ina fleep ; thy nime, by Juſtice borne _ 

On the four winds, had becn in pirces torn. 

Pity the virtue of a gen'rous foul, _ 
Sometimes the vice. hath made thy mem'ry whole, 


| Misfortunes gave wiat Virtue could not give, 


And bade, the Tyrant lain, the Martvr live. 

Ye Princes of the earth, ye mighty few, 
Who, worlds ſubduing, can't yourſelves ſubdue ; 
Who, goodneſs ſcorn'd, wiſh only to be great, 
Whoſe breath is blaſting, and whoſe voice is fate; 
Who own no law, no reaſon but your will, 
And ſcorn reſtraint, tho? *tis from doing ill; 
Who of all paſſions groan beneath the worſt, 
Then only bleſs'd when they make others curſt; 


| Think not for wrongs like theſe unſcourg's to live; 


Long may ye fin, and long may Heav'n forgive: 
But, when ye leaſt expect, in Sorrow's day, 
| Vengeance thall fall more heavy for delay ; 


Nor think that vengeance heap'd on you alone 

shall (poor amends} for injur'd worlds atone : 
| No; like ſome bue diſtemper, which remains, 
| Tranſmitted from the tainted father's veins, _ 


In the ſon's blood, ſuch broad and gen'ral crimes 
Shall call down vengeance e'en to lateſt times, 
Call vengeance down on all who bear your name, 


__ | And make their portion bitterneſs and thame. 
unknown, | 


| From land to land for years compell'd to roam, 
Whilſt Uſurpation lorded it at home, 

Of Majeity unmindfal, forc'd to fly. | 
Not daring, like 2 King, to reign or die, 
Recall'd to repoſſeſs his lawful throne = 


| More at his people's ſeeking than his own, 


Another Charles ſucceeded. Inu the ſchool f 


| Of Travel he had learn'd to play the fool, 
| And, like pert pupils with dull tutors ſent 


To ſhame their Country on the Continent, 
From love of England by long abſence wean'd, 
From ev'ry Court he ev'ry folly glean'd, 
rown'd, a Beggar; and when crown 
Thoſe grand and gen'ral pow'rs which Heav'n de- 
| fign'd C 
An inſt ince of his mercy to mankind, 


1 no 


Were loſt, in ſtorms of diſſipation hurl'd, 


Nor would he give one hour to bleſs 2 world; 
Lighter than levity which ſtrides the blaſt, 
And of the preſent fond, forgets the paſt, 
He chang'd and chang'd, but ev'ry hope to 


curſe, 


3 Chang'd only from one folly to a warſe 3 
| M 


| 
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State he ref and to thoſe an ſtate could pleaſe, 
Carcleſs of mejeſty, his with was eale 3 
Pleaſure, and ple [ſure only ws his aim; 
Kings of lefs wit might hunt the bubble fame z 

| Dig ty, thro” his reign, was mide a ſport, 
Nor d:ir'd Dec cum thew her face at Court; 
Morality was held a ſtandiig joft, | 
And Faith a neceſſiry fraud at bot ; 
Courtiers, their monarch ever in hate view, 
Poffeſs'd great talents, and abus'd them too: 
Whate'er ww light, impert:.newt, and vain, 
Whate'er was looſe, indecent, and profane, 
| (So ripe was Folly, Folly to acquit ) 
Stood all abſolv'd in that poor bauble, Wit. 
In gratitude, al :s! but little read, 

He let his father's ſervants beg their bre d, 
His father's faithful ſerviats, "and his ov ny 
To place the foes of both around his throne. 
Bad counſels he embrac'd thro' indolence, 

Thro' love of caſe, and not thro' want of ſenſe ; 
He ſy them wrong, but rather let them go 

As right, thun ike the pains to make them fo. 

Women rule u, and Miniſters of State 
Were for commands at toilettes forc'd to wait; 
Women, who have, as monarchs grac'd the land, 
But never govern'd well at ſecond-hand. 
To make all other errors ſlight appear, 

In mem'ry fix'd ſtand Dunkirk and Tangier 
In mem'ry ax'd ſo deep, that time in vain 
Shall ſtrive to wipe thoſe records from the brain, 
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Amboyna ſt nds ods, that a King ſhould hold 


In ſuch high eſtimate vile p-ltry gold, 
And of his duty be ſo careleſs found, 


That, waen the blood of ſubjects from the out 


For vengeance call'd, he ſhould reject their cry, 
And, brib'd from honour, lay Eis thunders by, 


| Give Holland peace, whilt Engliff. victims — 


And butcher q ſubjects wander 'd unatun'd ! 
O, dear, deyp injury to England's fame, 
To them, to us, to all! to him deep ſhame! 
Of all the paſſions which from frailty ſpring, 
 Av'rice is that which leaſt becomes a King. 


Tocrown the whole, ſcorning the public good, 1 


Which thro? his reign he little underſtood, | 

Or little heeded, with too narrow aim 
He reaſſum'd a bigot brother's claim; 

And, having made time-ſerving Senates bow, 
Suddenly died, that brother beſt knew /-2r. 
No matter /52v—he ſlept amongſt the dead, 
And James his brother reigned in his ſtead. 
But ſuch areign—ſo glaring an offence 

In ev'ry ſtep gainſt Freedom, Law, and Senſe, 
»Gainſt all the rights of Nature's gen'ral plan, 
Gainſt all which conſtitutes an Engliſhman, 
That the relation would mere fiction ſeem, 
The mock creation of a poet's dream, 
And the poor bard's would, in this ſceptic be, 
Appear as falfe as their hiſtorĩan's page. ; 

— Ambitious Folly ſeiz'd the ſeat of Wit, 
Chriſtians were forc'd by bigots to ſubmit ; 
Pride without ſenſe, without religion zeal, 

Made daring inroads on the common-weal 3 
Stern Perſecution rais'd her iron rod, 


And call'd the pride of Kings, the power of God; j 


Conſcience and Fame were ſacrific'd to Rome, 
And England wept at Freedom's ſacred tomb. 
Her laws deſpis'd, her conſtitution wrench'd 
From it. due nat'ral frame, her rights retrench'd 
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Heyopd a cownd's ſuſf rance, conſcience fort d, 
and healing juſtice from the Crown divorc'd, 
| Each moment pregnant with vile ct of pow'ry 
Her patriot Bithop: ſentenc'd to the To ry 
Her Oxford (vho vet loves the Stuart name) 
Branded with arbitra! y marks of ſhame, 
She wept but wept not long; to arms ſhe fle, 
At Honour's call tht wv enging ſword ſhe drew, 
| Curn'd all her terrors on tle tyrant”, hend, 
And ſent him in deſp a ür to beg ius bread; 
Whilſt ſhe (may ev'ry State in ſuch diſtief; 
I Dare with ſuch zeal, and meet with ſuch ſucceſ;; 
| Whilft ſhe (may Gotham, ſhould my abject mund 
Chuſe to enſlave rather thn free mwnk: nd. 
Purſue her ſteps, tear the proud tyrant down, | 
Nor lot me wear if I abufe the crown) 
| Whilit ſhe thro! ev'ry age, in er land, 
Written in gold i.t Revolution & in) 
Whilſt ſhe, ſecur'd in 1. forty an Law 
Found what ſhe fought, a ſaviour in Nati 11 


END OF THE SECOND BNOF. 
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AN the fond mother from herfeif depart, 
Can ſhe forget the darling of her heart, 
The little darling whom ſhe bore and bred, 
Nurs'd on her knees, and at her boſom fed? 
To whom ſhe ſeem'd her ev'ry thonght to give, 
And in whoſe life alone ſhe ſecm'4 to live? 
Ves, from herſelf the mother may depart, 
| She may forget the darling of her licht, 
_ | The little darling whom ſhe bore and bref, 
_ I'Nurs'd on her knees, and at her boſom fd, 
To hom ſhe ſeem'd her cv'ry thougi to give, 
And in whoſe life alone ſhe ſeem'd to live; 1 
But I cannot forget, Whilſt Life remains, 
| And pours her current chro' theſe ſro!ling vcin,, 
| Whilſt Mem'ry offer; up at Reaſon' : ſhrine, 
But I cannot forget that Gettum's min”. 
Can the ſtern mother, than: 
From her diſnatur'd breaſt tear ner young child; 
Fleſh of her fleſl, and of her bone the bone, 
And daſn the ſmiling babe ag:inf a ſtone ? 
Ves, the ftern motner, thin the brutes more wild, 
From her diſnacur'd breaſt may tear her child; 
Fleſh of her ficth, and of her bone the bone, 
| And damn the imiling babe againſt a ſtune; 
| But I, (forbid it Heav'n) but I can ne'cr 
The love of Gotham from this boſom tur; 
_ | Can neer ſo far true Royilty pervert | 

| From its fair courſe, to do my people hurt. 


|] As if, ſuperior to each groſſer ſenſe, _ 

| Reaſon had only, in full pow'r array d, 

Io manifeſt her will, and be obey dj, 

Men make reſolves, and paſs into decrees | 
The motions of the mind! With how much 2 

In ſuch reſolves doth Paſſion make a flaw, 
And bring to nothing what was raiz'd to law | 
In empire young, ſcarce warm on Gotham's throne, 

The dangers and the ſweets of pow'r unknown, 

Pleas'd, tho? I ſcarce know why, like ſome young child, 

Whoſe little ſenſes each new toy turns wild, 

How do I hold ſweet dalliance with my eon, 

| And v;anton with . ! how 25 doen, 


_—_— 


: brutes more wild, 


With how much eaſe, with how much enges | 


CHURCHIL 


Without the lanction ot a precedent, 
Pies of moſt large and abſolute extent; 
il, which from ſenſe of public virtue ſpring, 
And il at once commence a Patriot King. 
But, for the J:y of trial is at hand, 
And the whole fortune of a mighty land 
Are ſt i'd on me, aud all their ve i or woe 
lu fm my good or cvil conduct flow, 
Will 1, or cine 1, on a tur review, 
As I aiTame that nar, deſerve it too? 
Have I well we: h? ie great, the noble part 
I'm now to pliv ? Have I exhlor d my heut, 
't hat laby rinth of frau, thas deep darx cell, 
here, unſaſpected cen by me, may dwell 
Len thoufand foilics ? Have I found out there 
What I am fic to do, and what to bear? 
_ Have I trac'd ev'ry paſſion to its rife, 
No. ſpar' d one lurking feed of treach' rous vice ? 
Have 1 camiliar with iny nature grown, 
Aud am I fairly to mytelt made known ? 
A Pitriot Kinz— Why, tis a name which hears 
The more immediate itamp of Heay'n 3 which wears 
The ne :rett, beſt reſembl ince we can ſhew 
Or Cod above thro? all his works below. 
Io till the voice of diſcord in che land, 
To make weak Faction's diſcontented band, 
Detected, weak, and crumbling to decay, 
With hunger piach'd, on their own vitals prey; 
Like brethren in the ſclt-ſame int' reſts warm'd, 
Like di'rent bodies with one foul inform” d, 
To make a nation, nobly rais'd above 
All meancr thought, grow up in common love ; 
To ive the laws dug vigour, and to hold 
That facred balance, temperate, yet bold, 
With ſuch an equal hand, that thoſe who fear 
*I y yet approve, and own my juſtice clear; 
J be 4 common father, to ſecure 
The weak from violence, from pride the poor; - 
Vice and her ſons to banith in diſgrace, 
To make Corruption dread to thew her face; 
Io bid amllicted Virtue take new ſtate, 
And be at Lift acquainted with the great; 
Or all religions to elect the beſt, 
Nor let her prieſts be made a ſtanding jeſt; | 
| Rewards for worth with Ib'ral hand to carve, 
To love the arti, nur let the artiits ſtarve ; | 
To make fiir plenty through the realm increaſe, 
Give fame in war, and h. ppineſs in peace; 
To ſee my people virtuoua, great and ee, 
And know that all thoie bleſfings flow from me; 
O tis a joy too exquiſite, a thought _ 
Which flatters Nature more than flatt” ry ought 3 
Dis a great, glorious taſk, for man tov hard, 
| But not leſs great, leſ. glorious the re ard, 
1 he beſt reward which here to man is giv'u, 
is more than earth, and little ſhort of hear nz 
A taſk (if ſuch compariſoa may be) 
The fame in nature, diff ring in degree, 
Like that which Cod, on whom far aid I call, 
Performs with cate, and yet performs to all. 
How much do they mſtake, how little know 
1 kings, of kingdums, and the pains which flow = 
From royalty, wha Fancy that a crown, | 
Bec uſe it gliftens, mult be lin d with down ! 
Wich outfide ſhow and vain appear nde caught, 
They look no farther, and, by Fully tauglit. 
Prize high the toys of thrones, but never nd 
One of the many cares which lurk behind 


| His boſom labours, and admits not ret. 


ca 
oY 
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The gem they worlkip, which a crown adorne, 
Nor once faſpett thit ern i; lin'd with thorns. 
0 might Reflection Fully*: plce ſupply, 

Would we one moment = luer piercing eye, 
Then ſhould we know what woe trom ar ndeu 
foringss 

And learn to pity, not ta envy Kings. 

The villager, born hum! 17 and bre! hard, 
Content n wellth, and Cor 25 Zuard, 
in ach imp iy Juit, in conſciehce clear, 


1919 


| 2 Zulit um ainted, unditurh'd by feu, 
| 7-15 Weans but feanty, and his wints but few, 
I. abour his batinef;, 2nd is ple ſure tony 


Enjoys raore comforts! in a fingle nour, 
Than ages give the wretch C nden. d to pou * 
Cue up by health he r XY 3 the day, 
And goes to War! * i he went to Pla; ars 
vv hin 112 off 011 „ ORC 1 ur of V nich! might make 
| The fowutolt Atl ic TY ple Gil 423 
Cain ra and cold, witch moles us cur rds 
N Fai; it's | 
{Jarden'd by cunſtant uſe, Wit out e 
Fe bears wiat we ſhould thin: denne bear 3 
1 ort are his meal:, and homely is hi, fare; 
Iis thirit he flakes at ſ me pure n nei hb'ring brooks 
Nor aſks tor ſ.uce where ;ppecite tands cook. 
Waen tle dews fill, and when the ſun retires. 
Behind the mountains, ehen the village firess | 
lich, Walcer dall at once, ſpeak ſupper nigh, 
| At diſtancę c teh and Rx his longing eye, | 
Home ward lie ile 33 aud wich his Ma mly brood | 
Of raw-bon i cubs en; ys that clean, coarſe food, 
| Which, ſraſon'd with g e-humcur, his fond blue 
Gunſt his return is happy 0 prov: 3 
| Chen, five from c care, and tree from thou, he, he 
n | 
into R's {tr *, 27 ad ill the m marning flueps. 
Nut fo the FingVith anxivus cares oppreſ. d, 


A zlorious wretch, he ſweats beneath the weight 
[Or Majeit,, and * up eaſe for Fate. 

Een when his fails; which, by the fouls of pride, 
Are trraſur'd 4:4 pretery d trom fide to fie, 

Fly round the court, een when c. ampell'd by form, 
He ſeerns molt calcr „ his ioul is in a ſtorm! 

Care, like a lpeckre, fren by I'm alone, 

Vit ail WC 3 er v. pers, round his throne 


By diy crawls hall in view 3 when Nignt bids Slerp 
Sweet nurſe of N ture Ger the ſenfes ercep, 


— 


When Niſery herſelf no more complains, 


[And fav es, i paſtiole, forget their chains, 
Tho“ his ſenſe weakens, tho' his eyes grow dim, 
That reſt which c:;mes to all, ces not to him. 
Een at that hour, Care, tyrant Care, forbids 
Tt ie dew of ſleep to fall upon his Ed; 

rom night to night ſhe watches at his * 4 


| Now, one mop'd, fits brooding o'er his . 
Anon the ſtarts, and, borne on re ven's wings, 


Croaks forth aloud——** Sleep was not made f Tr 
| Xing. 

Thrice hh the Moon, who governs this vaſt bal:; 
Who rules 3 mot ubſolute wer me. and all ; 
To wm bv full c. W I 07m gh robow, 


At new, at full, Ip e dach r 
Tree hun the Be ber u n. 


ve puriu'd, 
Pirice hath the joit her form, and t! rice rene d. 


Since [dtefled be that 1 om, for het: 
1 vias a mere, mere wht, and no — * 
' 


"4 » | 
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One of the herd, alump of common cl Wy 
Inform'd with life to die and paf; away ) 

Since I became a King, and Gotham's throne, 
With full and ample pow'r became my own; 
Thrice hath the Moon her wonted courſe purſu'd, 
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And make the laws, warp'd from their tair intent, 
To ſpeak a language which they never meant; 

Are there ſuch men, and can the fools depend 

On holding out in ſafety to their end? 

Can they ſo much, from thoughts of danger tree. 


Thrice hath the lot her form, and thrice re- | Deceive cheers, ſo much miſdeem of me, 


new'd, 
Since Sleep, kind Sleep, who like a friend ſupplies 
New vigour for new toil, hath clos'd theſe eyes. 
Nor, if my toils are anſwer'd with ſucceſs, 


And I am made an inftrument to bleſs 


The people whom I love, ſhall I repine 3 
Theirs be the benefit, the labour mine. 
Mindful of that high rank in which I ſtand, 


Of rillions Lord, ſole ruler in the land, 


Let me, and Reaſon ſhall her aid afford, 

Rule my own ſpirit, of myſelf be lord. = 
Wich an ill grace thit Monarch wears his crown, 
Who, ſtern and hard of nature, wears a frown - 


*Gaiaft Hults in other ;ren, yet all the while 
Meets lis own vices with a p-rti2l ſmile. 


How can a King (yet on record we find 


Such Kings have been, ſuchi curſes of mankind) 


_ Enforce that law gainſt ſome poor ſubject elf, 


Which Conicience tells him ke hath — himſelf? > 


Can he ſome petty rogue to juſtice call 


— 


Which takes not ſolid virtue for its ground; 
All envy pow'r in others, and complan 
Of that which they would perith to obtain. 
Nor can thoſe ſpirits, turbulent and bold, 
Not to be aw'd by threats, nor 
Ze huſh'd to peace, but when fair legal ſway 


When Kings, and none but fools can then rebel, 
Not leſs in virtue than in pow'r excel. 


If one muſt die, t' other's not ft to live. 


For robbing vie. when he himſelf robs all ? 
Muſt not, unleſs extinguiſh'd, Conſcience fly 
Into his cheek, and blait his fading eve, 


To ſcourge th  oppreſſor, when the State, diſtreſs'd 
And ſunk to ruin, is by him oppreſs'd ? 


Againit himſelf doth he not ſentence give? 


Weak is that throne, and in itſelf r 


bought with gold, 


Makes it their real int'ꝰreſt to obey; 


Be that my object, that my conſtant care, 


| And may my ſoul's beſt wiſhes center there. 


Pe it my taſk to ſeck, nor ſeek in vain, 
Not only how to live, but how to reign; 


And, to thoſe virtues which from Reaſon foring, 


And grace the man, join thoſe which grace the — 


Firſt (for ſtrict duty bids my care extend 


And reach to all, who on that care depend, 


Bids me with ſervants keep a ſteady hand, 


Fiſt (and that method Reaſon ſhall ſupport) 
Before I look into, and purge my Court, 
Before I cleanſe the table of the State, 


And watch o'er all my proxies in the land) 


Let me fix things which to myſelf relate. 5 


That done, and all accounts well ſettled here, 


In reſolution firm, in honour clear, 


Tremble, ye ſlaves, who dare abuſe your truſt, 


Who dare be villains, when your King is juſt. 


Are there, amongſt thoſe officers of State 


To whom our ſacred pow'r we delegate, 


Who hold our place and office in the realm, 


W ho, in our name commilſiion'd, guide the helm; 


Are there, who, traiting to our love of eaſe, 


Cppretz our ſubjects, wreit our juſt decrees, 


: Where Truth, unwelcome 


To think that I will prove a Stateſman's tool, 

| And live a ſtranger where I ought to rule? 
What, to myſelf, and to my State unjuſt, 

Shall I from Minifters take things on truſt, 

And, finking low the credit of my throne, 
Depend upon dependants of my own ? 

Shall I, moſt certain ſource of future cares, 

Not uſe my judgment, but depend ontheir's ? 
Shall I, true puppet-like, be mock'd with ſtate, 


| Have nothing but the name of being great; 


Attend at councils which I muſt not weigh; 
Do what they bid: and what they dictate fay 3 
Enrob'd, and hoifted up into my chair, | 
Only to be a royal cypher there ? | | 
periſh the thought—'tis treaſon to my throne— 


1. ſults me more, than he, who leagu'd with Hell, 


„ Shall riſe in arms, and gainſt my crown rebel. 


The wicked Stateſman, whoſe falſe heart purſues 
A train of guilt ; who acts with double views, 

| And wears 2 double face 3 whoſe baſe defigns 
Strike at his monarch's throne 3 who undermines 
 E'en whilſt he ſeems his withes to ſupport ; 

Who ſeizes all departments, packs 4 court, 
Maintains an agent on the judgment-ſeat 


pleat; 


4 W armie*, and ums the throne - 


Will fuffer mine but creatures of his nm; 


| | Conſcious of ſuch his baſeneſs well may try, 
| | Againſt the light to ſhut his maſter's eye, 


To keep him coop'd, and far remov'd from th. 
| Who, brave and honeſt, dare his crimes diſcloſe, 
Nor ever let him in one place appear, 


ear. 


| Attempts like theſe, well weigh d, themſelves 


1 roclaim, 

And, whilſt they publiſh, baullc their author” 5 am. 
Kings muſt be blind, into ſuch ſnares to run; 
Or worſe, with open eyes muſt be undone. 

The Miniſter of honeſty and worth 

Demands the day to bring his actions forth; 
Calls on the tun to ſhine with fiercer rays, 
And braves that trial which muſt end in praiſe. 


| None fly the day, and ſeck the ſhades of night, 


Ent thoſe whoſe actions cannot bear the light; 


None wiſh their King in ignorance to hold, 
| But thoſe who feel that knowledge muſt unfold 


Their hidden guilt, and that dark miſt diſpell'd 
By which their places and their lives are held; 


| Confuſion wait them, and by Juſtice led, 


In vengeance fall on ev'ry traitor's head. 
Aware of this, and caution'd gainſt the pit 


| Where Kings have oft been loſt, frat I ſubmit, 


And ruſt in chains like theſe ? Shall I give way, 
And whilſt my helpleſs ſubjects fall a prey 

To pow'r abus'd, in ignorance fit down, 

Nor dare aſſert the honour of my crown ? 

When itern rebellion (if that odious name 


| Juſtly belorgs to theſe, whoſe only aim 


And who but thinks it, could his thoughts be known, 
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To fcreen his crimes, and make his frauds com | 


Truth, may wound his | 


a F ney none on © _ Sd - aA 


Hence Ignorance—hence to that depth of night 
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t: to preſerve their Country; who oppoſe, 

In honour lergu'd, none but their Country's bes; 

Who only ſeek their own, and found their cauie 

In due regard for violated laws) 

When ſtern Rebellion, who no longer feels 

Nor fears cebuke, a Nation at her heels, 

A Nation up in arms, tho' ſtrong not proud, 

Knocks at the palace-gate, and, calling 1-ud 

For due redreſs, preſents, frm Truth's fair pen, 

A lift of wrongs, not to be borne by men; 

How mult that King be humbled, how diſgrace 

All thatis roval in his name and place, 

Who, thus call'd forth to anſwer, can advance 

No other plea but that of Ignor.ince ! 

A vile deterce, which was his All at ſtike, - 

The meaneſt ſubject well might bluth to mage; 

A filthy fource, from whence ſhame ever ſprings ; 

A ſtain to all, but moſt a ſtain to Kin 

The ſoul, with great and manly feelings warm'd, 

Panting for knowledge, reſts not tiil intorm'd: 

And ſhall not I, fir d with the glorious zeal, 

Feel thoſe brave poſſions xhieh my ſubjects feel? 

Or can a juſt excuſe from ignorance flow 

To me, whoſe firſt, great duty is—To Know ? 
Hence Igaorance—thy ſettled, dull, blank eye 

 Wou'd hurt me, tho? I knew no reaſon why 

Hence Ignorance—thy flaviſh ſhackles bind 

The free-born ſoul, and lethargy the mind 

Of chee, begot by Pride, who look d with ſcorn 

On ev'ry meaner match, of thee was born 

That grave inflexibility of ſoul, 

| Which Reaſon can't convince, nor Fear controul ? ? 

Which neither arguments nor pray'rs can reach, 

And nothing leſs than utter ruin tench | 


Where thou waſt born, where not one gleam of light 
May wound thine eye hence to ſome dreary cell, 
Where Monks with Superſtition love to dwell ; 

Or in ſome College ſoothe thy lazy pride, 
And with the Heads of Colleges retide ; 

Fit mate for Royalty thou can'ſt not be; 

And if no mate tor Kings, no mate for me. | 
Come Study, like a torrent ſwell'd with rains, 
Which, ruſhing down the mountains, o'er the plains | 
Spreads horror wide, and yet, in horror kind, 
Leaves ſeeds of future fruitfulneſs behind; 
Come Study—painful tho* thy courſe and flow, 
Thy real worth by thy effects we know 
Parent of Knowledze, come! Not thee I call, 
Who, grave and dull, in College or in Hall 
Doſt ſit, all ſolemn ſad, and moping weigh | 
Things, which when found, thy labours can't repay— 
Nox, in one hand, fit emblem of thy trades. 

A red; in t other gaudily array d | 
A hornbosk, gilt and letter'd ; call I Thee, 
Who doſt in form preſide o'er AB C—: 
Nor (ſiren tho' thou art, and thy ſtrange charms, 
As 'twere by magic lure men to thy arms) 
Dol call Thee, who thro' a winding maze, 

A labyrinth of puzzling, pleafing ways, 
Doſt lead us at the laſt to thoſe rich plains, 
Where, in full glory, real Science reigns : 

Fair tho thou art, and lovely to mine eye, 

Tho! full rewards in thy poſſeſſion lie 

To crown man's wiſh, and do thy fay'rites grace, 
Tho? (was I ftation'd in an humbler place) 

] could be ever happy in thy fight, 
— with thee all the day, and * the pight 


| 


— 


oil on from watch to atch, b. di. g my 
Fatt rivetted on Sc! ence, ep dery __ 

Yet {ſuch the hardfhips which from emp're flow) 
Mutt 1 thy ſweet ſocicty rego, 

And to forme happy rival's ums reſign 


I hoſe charms. which cn, als ! ho more be mine. 


No mere, trom hour © Hur, trom day to day, 


Shali 4 purtue thy tops, and urge my way 
| Where «1ger love of Science calls ; no more 
Attemft thoſe paths which man ne'er trod before. 


No more the mountain ſcal'd, tne defirt croſt, 


| Loſing my ſelf, nor knowing I was loſt, 
Travel thro” woods, thro' w.1ds, from morn to night, 


From night to morn, yet travel with delight, 
And having found thee, h me down content, 

Own all my toil well pid, my time well ſpent. 
Farewell ye Muſes too for ſuch mean things 


| Mutt not preſuine to dwell with mighty Kings— 


Farewell ye Muſes - tho' it cuts my heart 


Len to the quick, we muſt forever part. 


When the freſh morn bade luſty Nature wake ; 
When the birds, ſweetly twitt ring thro? the braice, 


Tun'd their ſoft pipes; when front the neigho ring 


bloom, 


| Sipping the dew, each Zephyr ſtole perfume; 


Waen all things with new vigour were inlpir'd, 


And ſeem' d to {ay they never could be tir d; 
Ho often have we ſtray d, whiltt ſportive rime 


Deceiv'd the way, and clipp'd the wings of Time, 
Cer hill, o'er dale! how often laugh'd to ſee, 


Vourſelves made viſible to none but me, 


The clown, his work ſuſpended, gape and ſtare, | 


And ſeem'd to think that I convers'd with air ! 


When the Sun, beating on the parched foil, 


_ ]Seem'd to proclaim an interval of toil ; 
| When a faint languor crept thro* ev'ry breaſt, 
And things moſt us d to labour, wiſh'd for reſt; 
| Bow often, underneath a rev rend oak, 


Where ſate, and fearleſs of the impious ſtroke, 
Some facred Dryad liv'd, or in ſome grove, 

Where with capricious fingers Fancy wove 

Her fairy bow'r, whilſt Nature all the while 
Look'd on, and view'd her mock'ries with a ſmile, 
Have we held converſe fxeet ! how often laid, 
Faſt by the Thames, in Ham's inſpiring ſhade, 


Amongſt thoſe Poets which make up your train, | 


And, after death, pour torth the ſacred ſtrain, 
Have I, at your command, in verſe grown grey, 


I nut not impair' d, heard Dryden tune that 11y, 


Which might have drawn an angel from his 5 
And kept him from his office liſt' ning here. 


When dreary Night, with Mon in her | 


train, 


I Led on by Silence to reſume her reign, 
I With darkneſs covcring, as with a robe, 


This ſcene of levity, blank'd half the globe ; 


| How oft, enchanted with your heav'nly itrains, 


Which ſtole me from myſelf, which in ſoft chain: 
Of Muſic bound my foul, how oft? have I, 

Sounds more than human floating thro* the ſky,. 
Attentive ſat, whilſt Night, againſt her will, 

T ranfported with the harmony, ſtood ſtill! 

How oft” in raptures, which man ſcarce could bear, 
Have I, when gone, till thought the Muſes there; 
Still heard their muſic, and, as mute as death, 

Sat all attention, drew in ev'ry breath, 

Left, breathing all too rudely, I ſhould wound, 
* mar that magic excellence of found; 
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Then, Senſe returning with return of day, 
Have chid the Night, which fled fo fat away. 
Such my purſuits, and ſuch my jovs of yore. 
duch were my mates, but now my mates no more. 
eld our of Envy's walk, (for Envy ſure 
Would never haunt the coct ige of the poor, 
Would never ſtoop to woun id 2 my homeſpua lays) 


With ſome few friends, and lome ſmall flare of | 


praiſe, 
Beneath oppreſſion, undiſturb'd by ſtrifes 
In peace I trod the humble vile of life. | 
Farewell theſe ſcenes of eaſe, this tranquil Kate 3 3 
Welcome the troubles which on empire wait. 
Light toys from this day forth I difivow, 
They pleas'd me once, but cannot tuit me now; 
To common men all common things are fic e, 
What honours them might fix diſgrace on me. 
Call'd to a throne, and o'er a mighty land | 
Ordain'd to rule, my head, my heart, my hand 
Are all engroſs d, each private view withſlood, 
And taik'd to labour for the public good; | 
He this my ſtudy, to this one great end 
 Mayev'ry thy#ht, may ev'ry action tend. 
let me the} page of Hiſtory turn oer, 
Tb inſtructive pige, and heedfully explore 
What faithrul pens of former times have wrote 
Of former Kings; what they did worthy note, 
What worthy blame ; and from the ſacred tomb 
Where righteous Monarchs ſleep, where laurels 
bloom 
Vnhurt by Time, let me a garland twine, | 
Which, robbing not their tame, may add to mine. 
Nor let me with a vain and idle eye | 
_ Glance o' er theſe ſcenes, and in 4 hurry fly 
Quick as a Poſt which travels day and night; 
Nor let me dwell there, lur'd by falſe delight, 
And, into barren theory betray d, 
Forget that Monarchs are for action made. 
When am' rous Spring, repairing all his charms, 
Calls Nature forth from hoary Winter's arms, 


| Where, like a virgin to ſome letcher fold, 


Three wretched months the lay benumb'd, and cold; 
When the weak flower, which, thrinking from the 
| breath 
Of the rude North, and timorous of death, 
To its kind mother Earth for thelter fled, 
And on her boſom hid its tender head, 
Peeps forth afreſh, and, chear'd by n. ilder ſkier, 
Bids in rull ſplendor all her beauties 1ite 3 
The hive is up in arm. —expeit to teach, 
Nor proudly, to be taught unwilling, each 
Seems from her fellow a new zeal to catch: 
Strength in her limbs, and on her wings diſpatch, 
The Bee goes forth; ſrom herb to herb ſhe flies, 
From fiow'r to ſflow'r, and loads her lab'ring thighs 
Wich 8 ſweets; robbing thoſe flow'rs, which 
left, | 
Find not themſelves made poorer by the theft, 

Their ſcents as lively, and their looks as fair, 
As if the pillager had not been there. 

Ne'er doth ſhe flit on Pleaſure's filken wing, 
kre'er doth ſhe, loit' ring, let the bloom of Spring 
Unrifled paſs, and onthe downy breaſt 
Cf ſome fair flow'r indulge untimely reft. 

Ne'er doth ſhe, drinking deep of thoſe rich dews 
Which Chymiit Night prepar'd, that faith abuſe 
Due to the hive, and ſelfiſh in her toils, 

| 70 her own Private uſe convert the ſpoils. 
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Love of the ftock firſt call'd her forth to roamy 
And to the ſtock ſhe brings Fer booty home. 
Be this my pattern—As becomes a King, 

Let me ſiy all abroad on Reaſon's wing; 
Ler mine eve, like the lightning, thro' the earth 
Run to and (to, vor let ohe feed of worth, 
- nv place and time, nor let one man 
nate actions may enrich dominion's plan, 

Lic! pe my note: be all, from the firit day 
4 07 Nature to this hour, be all ry prey. 
From thoſe, whom Time at the defire of Fame 
| Math ſpor'd, let Virtue catch an equal flame; 
From ute, who nat in mercy, but in rage, 
Time ha:!1 repriev'd to damn from age to ages 
Let n. e: the wart tings leſſon'd to diſtill, 
Ard, imitating Heay'n, draw good from ill. 
Nor let theſe great reſe ches in my breaſt 
| A monument . f uſeleis labour reſt; 
 No—let them ipread—th' eff cts c: Gotham "IRA 
And reap the harveſt of their {on:rch's care: 
Be other times and other countries known, 
Only to give freſh bleſſings to my own. 
Leet me, (end may that God to wrom I fly, 
On whom for needtul ſuccour 1 rely 
In this great hour, that glorious Gol of truth ! 
Thro whom 1 reign, in mercy to my youth _ 
Aſſiſt my weakneſs, and direct me right; 
From ev'ry ſpeck which hangs upon the Gzht 
Purge my mind's eye, nor let one cloud remain 
| To ſprend the ſhates of error o'er my brain) 


| 


* i MT 


| 
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| Let me, impartial, with unwearied thought 


Try men and things; let me, as Mona rchs ought, 
Examine well on what my pow'r depends; 


f What are the gen'ral principles and ends 
> Or Government; how empire firſt began; 3 
| And wherefore man w25 rais'd to reign o'er man. 


Let me conſider, as from one great ſource 

We ſee a thouſand rivers take their courſe, 

D pers'd, and into diff rent channels led, 

et by their parent ſtill ſupply'd and fed, | 

| Chat Covernmen: (tho? branch'd out far and wide, 
In various modes to various lands apply'd), 

Mowe'er it differs in its qu ward frame, 


In the main ground} work's ev'ry where the ſame; 


he ſame her view, tho different her plan, 
Her grand and gen' ral view the good of man. 
Let me ſind out, by Reaſon's ſacred beams, 
| What ſyſtem in itſelf moſt perfect ſeems, 


| Moſt worthy man, moſt likely to conduce 


To all the purpoſes of gen'ral uſe : 


Let me nid, too, where, by fair Reaſon try a, 8 


Ic Fails when to particulars apply d; 


| Why i in that mode all nations do not join, . 5 


And, chiefly, why it cannot ſuit with mine. 

j Let me the gradual riſe of empires trace, 

Till they ſerm founded on Perfection's baſe ; 

Then (for when human things have made thaw =o. 
To excellence they haſten to decay) 


Let me, whilſt Obſervation lends her clue, 


Step by ſtep to their quick decline purſue, 
Enabled by a chain of facts to tell, | 


| Not only how they roſe, but how they fell. 


Let me not only the diſtempers know 


| Which in all States from common cauſes grow, 


| | But likewiſe thoſe which, by che will of Fate, 
I On eich peculiar mode of crnpi:e walt; 


Which in its very conſtitution lurk, 
| Too ſure at laſt to do its deſtin d work: 
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Let me, forewarn'd, each ſign, each ſyſtem, learn, | 
That I my people's danger may di ferrn, 
Ere tis too late wiſh'd health to re-aſſure, 
And, if it cn be found. fd gut act: 
Let me, (cho' great grave brethren of the gown 
Preach all Faith up, and preach dl νοn downs 
Making thoſe jar whori Ren mcant to juin, 
And veſting in themſelves a right divine) 
Let me thro' Reaſon”: glaſs, with ſcarclüng eye, 
Into the depth of that religion pry 
Which law hath ſanRtion'd ; ; let me find out there 
What's form, what's cſience 3 what, like vagrant air, 

We well may change; and what, without a crime, 
Cannot be chang's to tne laſt hour of c' me; 

Nor let me ſuffer tliat outrageous - a] 

Which without knowledge furious bits feel, 
Fur in pretence, tho? at the heut . . 
Theſe ſep' rate points at random to conf und. 

The times have been when prieſts have dar'd to 
tread, 

Proud and inſulting, on their monarch's head; 
When whilſt they made religion a pretence, 

Out of the world they banith'd common ſenſe 3 
When ſome ſoft King, too open to deceit, 

Eaſy and unſuſpecticg join'd the cheat, 

Dup' 4 by mock pirty, an! g:ve his nama 

To terve the vileſt purpoſes cf ſhame. 

Fear not, my people ! where no cauſe of fear 
Can juſtly riſe—your King ſecures you here 
Your King, who ſcorns the haughey prelate's nod, 
Nor deems the voice of priefts the voice of God. 

Let me, (tho' lawyers may perhaps forbid 
Their monarch to behold what they with hid, 
And for the purpoſes of knaviſh gun, | 
Would have their trade a myſtery remain} 

Let me, difdaining all ſuch ſlaviſh awe, 
Dire to the very bottom of the law; 

Let me (the weak dead letter left behind) 
Search out the principles, the ſpirit find, 
Till from the parts made maſter of the whole, 
1 ſee the Conſtitution's very ſoul. 

Let me, (tho' ſtateſmen will no doubt reſiſt, 

And to my eyes preſent a feartul liſt | | 
Of men whoſe wills are oppoſite to mine, 
Oft men, great men! determin'd to reſign) 
Let me (with firmneſs, which becomes a King, 
| Conſcious from what a ſource my actions ſpring, 
| Determin'd not by worlds to be withſtood, 
When my grand object is my Country's good) 


. Unravel all low miniſterial ſcenes, 


Deſtroy their jobs, lay bare their ways and means, 
And trap them ſtep by ſtep ; let me well know 
How places, penſions, and preferments, go; 
Why Guilt's provided for when Worth is not, 
And why one man of merit is forgot; 
| Let me in peace, in war, ſupreme preſide, 

And dare to know my way without a guide. 
Let me, (tho Dignity, by nature proud, 
Retires from view, and ſwells behind a cloud, 
As if the ſun ſhone with leſs pow'rful ray, 

IL. eſs grace, leſs glory, ſhining ev'ry day, 
Tho? when ſhe comes forth into public tight, 

Unbending as a ghoſt ſhe ſtalks upright, 
With ſuch an air as we have often ſeen, 
And often laugh'd at in a tragic queen, 

Nor at her preſence, tho' baſe myriads crook 
The ſupple knee, vouchſafes a fingle look) 


| Coric ous of gil, retreat helund his thirone. 


Ihe courſe of Juſtice from her fiir intent, 
In vain my neareſt deareſt friend ſhill plead, | =_ 
In vain my mother kneel—my fou! may bleed, „ | 


"tho? it is doom'd to pierce Il 


- 1 know it Duty, and I feet | it Fame. 


In juſtice to themſelves, allaw'd 


With ſuch, beyond all pardon is thy crime, 


To quit the ſtage ; but men of real ſenſe, 
Who ncither lightly give nor take offence, 
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Let me (all vain parade, all empty pride, 

Al terror; of dominion laid ande, 

All ornament, aud needlef; helps of art, 

All the big! ob which ſpeak a little heart) 
Ine (which fe, Kings, alu! have ever known) 
tow aff ity becomes a throne, 

Dettroys all fear, bids love with rev rence lire. 
Aude _ thoſe graces pride can never give. 

Let Uno fern tvrant keep a dition ſtate, 

And, a ain; men, fear return of hate, 


Secure from all upbraidings but his own : 

Let all my ſabjects hive acceſs to me, 

Pe my cars open as my heart is free; 4 

In full tur tide let information flow ; 5 | 1 

That evil i, hut cur'd whoſe cauſe we know. — 
And how, wherc'er thou art, thou wre cched thing! 

Who art afraid to look up to a King, 

Liz by thy fearz—rake but thy grievance plain, 

And, ir I not redreſs thee, : may mv rein | 

Cl.fe up that very momen t—Yo prevent g 


Put muſt not change - hen Juatice draws the dart, 


eomrite' 'S heart, 8 | A 
"I is mine to give 1d * do rive it aim | | 


END OF GOTHAM. 


. 


[CANDIDATE 


\NOUGH of AF:ri—!ct them play the play'r, 
And, free from N frets. ſweat, trut. 
and ſtare. 
Garrick abroad, what motives can engage 


{To waſte one couplet ona barren tage ? 


Ungrateful Garrick! when theſe tail; days, 


thee praiſe ; 
When, at thy bidding, Senſe, for twenty years, 


{| Indulg'd in laughter, or diſſolv'd in tears 


When, in return for 1ibour, time, and health, 


The Town had giv'n ſome little ſhare of wealth, 

|] Could '& thou repine at being ſtil] a ſlave ? 

| Dar'ſt thou preſume t' enjoy that wealth ſhe gave? 
Could'ſt thou repine at laws ordain'd by thefe, 

| Whom nothing but thy merit made thy foes 3 


Whom, too refin'd for honeſty and trade, 

By Need made tradeſmen, Pride had bankrupts made; 

Whom Fear made drunlcards, and by modern rules, 

Whom Drink made wits, tho' Nature made them 
fools ; 


In ſuch a manner, and at ſuch a time, 
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Shall own thee cle, or paſs an act of grace, 
Since thou haſt left a Powell in thy place. 

Enough of Author. Why, when ſcribblers fail, 
Mut ther tcribblers ſpread the hateful tile? 
Way mutt they pity, wiy contempt 5 
And why inſult a brother in diſtrefs? 
Let thoſe who boaſt th* uncommon gift of brains, 
The laurel pluck, and wear it for tlieir pains 3 
Freſh on their brows for ages let it bl»om, 
And, ages paſt, fill flouriſh round their tomb. 
Let thoſe, who without genius write, and write, 
Verſemen er Proferren, all in Nature's ſpite, 
"Che pen leid down, their chu ſe of Folly run 
In prace, unread, unmention'd, be un! ne, 
Why ſhould I tell, to croſ the will of t ite 
hi Francis * once endet wour d to tranſlate ? 
Why, ſweet oblivi n wing round his head, 
Should 1 rec! poor Murphy from the dead? 
Why may not Langhorne, ſimple in his liv 
I uſiuu on Effeſ n pour away P; 
With Frier 5 an 4 with Farey triſie here, 
Or ſleep in Peſlorul it BOvedere ? 
Sleep let them n, wid Dullneſ, on her throne, 
Secure from ay malice but their own), 

Enough of Cut let them if they plenſe, 

Fond of ne pony, each month p- ſy new decrces; 
Wide and ex-en we be their inf int & rt la. | 
Their futjcits many, and thoſe ſubiect: great, 
Whil:t all their mudates as ſound l' ſucceed, 
With foo!s who write, and greater foals who rea. 
What tho? they 1:y the realms of Genius wan, 
Fetter the fancy, and debauch the taſte 3 
Tho? they, like doctor, to approve their Kill, | 
Conſult not how to cure, but how to kill; 
Tho' by whim, envy, or reſentment led, 
hey damn thoſe authors whom they never real ; 
Tho', other rules unknown, one rule h 1 hold, 
ro deal out ſo much praiſe fur io much gold 3 
"Tho" Scat with at, in damned cloſe nn, 
Azax'nft the Commonwealth of Letters lcague: 
Uncenſur'a let them pilot at the helm, 
And rule in letters, as they rul'd the realm. | 
Durs be the curſe, the mean tame coward's curle, 
Nor could ingenious Malice make a worſe, 
To do our Senſe and Honour deep deſpite) 
To credit what they ſay, read what they write. 

Enough of Sc:7/and—let her reſt in peace, 
The cauſe remov'd, effects of courſe ſhould ceaſe. 

Why ſhould I tel], how Tweed, too mighty grown, 
And proudly twell'd with waters not his own, _ 
| Burſt o'er his banks, and by deſtruction led, 
Oer our faint England deſolation ſpread, 
Whilſt riding on his waves, Ambition plum'd 
la tenfold pride, the port of Bute aſſum' d, 
| Now that the River God, convinc'd, tho late, 
And yielding, tho? reluctantly, to fate, 


In tribute to the ſea, as uſual, glides. 
Enough of States, and ſuch like trifling things ; 
Enough of Kinglings, and enough * * 3 


+ Dr Philip Francis, the tranſlator of Horace ard 
Demoſthenes. 
dee the Effuſions of Friendſhip and Fancy, by 
Dr. Langhorne, 2 vols. 12mo. 1763. 
1 See the Enlargement of the Mind, Langhorne's 
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Henceforth, ſecure, let ambuſh'd ſtateſmen lic, 
Spread the Court web, and catch the patriot fly; 
Henceforth, unwhipt of Juſtice, urcontroul'd 
By fear or ſhame, let Vice, ſecure and bold, 

Lord it with all her ſons, whilſt Virtue's groan 
Meets with compaſſion only from the throne. 
Enough of Patrist—all I aſk of man, 

Is only to be honeſt as he can. 

Some have deceiv'd, and ſome may ſtill deceive 3 
"Tis the fool's curſe at random to believe. 


| Would thoſe, who, by opinion plac'd on high, 


Stand fair and perfect in their Country's eye, 

Mi dia that honour, let me in their ear 

Hint this eſſential doftrine—Per;er re. 

Should they (which Heav'n forbid) to win the grace 
Or ſome proud courtier, or to gain a place, | 
Their King and Country fell, with endleſs ſhame = 


| {Tv avenging Muſe ſhall mak euch traitorous name; 


9 1 | | 
And, proudly honeſt, hold ant to the end, 


But if, to Honour true, they ſcorn ta bend, 


heir grateful Country ſhall their fame record, 
And I rw Ir * ſcend to priſe Lord. 
Enou 1 7 eu 15 wad und honeſt men 
7118 ai 3 den much. ſtronger than my pen, 
And tune e fhall his name adore, 
When he can act, and I can write no more. 


England may prove ungtaeful, and unjuſt, 


But fol®ring France ſhall acer betray her truſt; 


| Tis a brave debt which gods on men impoſe, 
Io pay with praiſe the merit e'en of foes. 


When the great warrior of Amilcar's race 
J Made Rome's wide empire tremble to her baſe, 
| To prove her virtue, tho” it gall'd her pride, 


| Rome gave that fame which Carthage had deny” d. 


Enough of S. that darling luſcious theme, 
Oer which philoſophers in rapture; dream; 
Of which with ſeeming diſregard they write, 


ben prizing moit, when moit they ſeem to Night ; ; 
Vain proof of folly tinctur'd frong with * 


What man can from himſelf divide? 


For me, (nor dare 1 lie) my leading aim 


(Contcience firſt ſatisfied) is love of fime, 
Some little fame deriv'd from ſome brave few, 


Who prizing Honour, prize her vot'rie; too. 

; = all (nor ſhall reſentment fluſh my cheek) : 
Wano know me well, whit they know, freely ſpeak, 
| ba thoſe {the greateſt curſe I meet below) 


Who know me not, may not pretend to know. 


Let none of thoſe, whom bleſs'd with part; abov* 


My ſceble genius, till I dare to love, 


1 Doing more miſchief than a thouſand foes, 


Paſibumaus nonſenſe to the world expoſe, 
| And call it mine, for mine tho' never known, 
Or which, if mine, I living, bluſh'd ty own. 


| Know all the wirld, no greedy heir ſhall find. 


I Lie when I vill, ore couplet left behind. 
Holds his fair courſe, and with more humble rides, | 


Let none of thoſe, whom 1 deſpiſe tho” great, | 
Pretending friendſhip to give malice weight, 


- | Publiſh my life; let no falſe ſneaking Peer, 


(Some ſuch there are) to win the public ear, 


Hand me to ſhame with ſome vile anecdote, 


Nor ſoul-gall'd Biſhop damn me with a note. 

Let one poor ſprig of bay around my head 

loom whilſt I live, and point me out when dead; 
Let it (may Heav'n indulgent grant that pray'r) 

Be planted on my grave, nor wither there ; 

And when, on travel bound, ſome riming gueſt 


| Roams thro” the n whilſt his dinner's dreſs” d, 


. als. AS: end es a eica 


U 
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Let it hold up this comment to his eyes ; 

*« Life to the lift enjuy'd, Acre Churchill lies 3” 
Whiltt (O, what joy that pleafing fltt*ry gives) 

Reading my Works, he 4 Here Churchill! 

lives.” -* 4 

Enough of Satirc—in lefs harden'd times 

Urent was her force, and mighty were her rimes. 

| I've read of men, beyond man's daring brave, 

Who yet hwetrembled at the ſtrokes the gave, 

Whoſe ſouls have felt more terrible al.rms 

From her one line, thin from a world in arms. 

When, in her thithiul and immortal paye, 

hey faw tranſmitted down from age to aye. 

Recorded villains, and euch ſpotted name 

Branded with marks of everliſting ſhame, 

| Succeeding villains ſought her as a fricud, 

And, if not really mended, foign'd to mend. 

But in an age, when actions are ”allow'd 

Which trike all honour dend, and crimes avow d, 
Teo terrible to ſuffer the report, 

Avoyx'd and prais'd by men who ſtain x Court; 
Propp'd by the armof Pow'r, when Vice, high-born, 
High- bred, high-ftation'd, holds rebulce in ſcorn; 

When ſhe is loſt to ev'ry thought of fume, 

And, to all virtue dead, is dead to ſhime ; - 

When Prudence a much eafier taſk muſt hold 

To make a new world, than reform the old; 

Satire throws by her arrows on the ground, 

And if ſhe cannot cure, ſhe will not wound. 

Come, Panegyrick—tho' the Muſe diſdains, 

Founded on truth, to proſtitute her ſtrains 

At the baſe inſtance of thoſe men, who hold 
No argument but pw] r, no God but gold; 

Yet, mindful that from heav'n the drew her birth, 
She ſcorns the narrow maxims of this earth, 

 Virtuous herſelt, bring; Virtue forth to view, 
And loves to , wire praiſe is juſtly duc. 

Come, Panegyrick—in a former hour, 

My ſoul with pleaſure vicluing to thy pow'r, 

Thy ſhrine I ſought, I pray'd—but wanton ar, 

Before it reach'd thy ears, diſpers'd my pray'r ; 
F'en at thy altars whilit I took my ſtand, | 

The pen of Truth and Honour in my hand, 

Fate, meditating wrath *ginſt me and mine, 

Chid my fond zeal, and thwarted my defign, 

Whilſt, Hayter * brought too quickly to his — 8 
{ loſt a ſubject, and mankind a friend. | 

Come, Punegyrick—bending at thy throne, 

Thee and thy pow'r my ſoul is proud th own. 

Be thou my kind protector, thou my guide, 

Aud lead me ſafe thro” paſſes yet untry d. 

Broad is the road, nor difficult to find, 
Which to the houſe: of Setire leads mankind ; 
Narrow and unfrequented are the ways, 

Scarce found out in an age, which lead to — 

What tho' no theme | chuſe of vulgar note, 

Nor wiſh to write as brother-Bards have wrotey 

do mild, ſo meek in praifing, that they ſeem 


Afraid to wake their patrons from a dream; 


What tho” a theme Ichuſe, which might demand 
The nice touche of a maſter's hand; 

Vet, if the inward workings of my foul 

Deceive me not, I ſhall atrain the goal X 

And Envy ſhall behold, in triumph rais'd, 

I he Poet praiſing, and the Patron prais'd, 


Pr. Thomas Hayter, Biihop oe London, Fc 


died January 9, 1762. 
VOL. VIII. 


One moment ther: 


In Dom dar bwk by ! 


In the beſt fe 


I And Stueſmen are 


Each diſh at Wildmwn's of #-Aition ſmacks ; 5 
| Bl:ſphemy may be goſpel at Almack's. 


| Duit thou one Parſon know fo void of grace 
{ To pay his court to patrons out of pl ce ? 


| Search eth my alter > be wt, and try niy reins 3 


A convert made by 8 e to the Court. 


Nor bluſh to own that change, which Reaſon wrought. 
| For ſuch a ch inge as this, muſt Juſtice ſpe:k ; 
[My heart was hone i, bat my hend waz weak. 


| Without one flash view, 1 do: | 
: — y Country aſk'd, or ſcem'd to 1% my aid, 


TA tide I choſ:, and on thut fide was ſtrong, 
| Till time hath fly prov'd me in the w:ong . 


And have nt greater patriots chang'd before: * 

IChang d, I at once (can any man do leſ.? 

I Wichdout a ſingle bluſh, that chang conſeſs; 
Conteſs it with a manly kind of Pric2, 
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Shall public voice 


What Patron ſhall I chuſe ? 
Or private knowle:ige i] nene my choice? 


Sh ll prefer the gr m retreat of Stowe, | 
Or, f:rkin Patriots, * "1 fend * "_ * 9 v + g 1 ö 
To Wiliman's! cry'd Difcretion. "who had heard | 


Cloſe-t m iiag at my elbow, e' ry w 2rd) 3 
To Wild nens! Ari tau mad: © 4 tho be ſure | 
have thy hend ſecure ? | | 
Are they not all (let fer nticn tell) i 
All mark'd in c! haraCters 3 black as hell, 

?,;imifters let down | 
Who ſtile their ; ri le the e. nour of.. Crown? 
Make no reply—1-- Reaſon tand aluofo— | 
Preſuraptions here muſt p1fs as fole nin prof. 

That ſettled füth, that love whick ever ſprings 
dcn for the } it of Kings, 

Nuten be meafur? now, by |. t nv think, 
Or lay, or do—by win they eat, av] drink 
Where ard with _— th queſtion”s to be wy 'd, 
e the: to decide | 
No juries call'd, or, it call 4, kept in Id, - 
They, fects cenfeſt, in themſelves veit the law. 


Peace, good Diſcretion, peace—thy ſears are vain az 
Ne'er will I herd with Wildman's factious train, 
Never the vengeance of the great incur, 
Nor, without might, againſt the mighty ſtir. 
If, from long proof, my temper you diſtruſt, 
Weigh my profeſſion, to my gown be Juſt 3 


It ſtiil you doubt (tho' ſcarce a doubt remains) 


I here, ſearching, 


find, no deem ge n in 3 


Let madmen follow error to the end, 
I, of mittakes convinc'd, and proud to mend, 
Strive to act better, being better taught, 


Bigot to ro one man, Or It 0 or men, | 
mp pen; 


bedient to that call, I lett off trade; 


e, change e (can any man do more ? 


And quit the lofing for the wi inning ſide; 
Gr. ning, Whit virtuov; Sandwich holds therein, 


| What Bute for ages miglit have ſonght in vain. 


Aa, Sa: Win or ih. os 


VV likes reſentmen: 
they, n 


Hearing the pr iſes of ſo brave 1 foe Nb 

| Hal, Sundwich—nor, thro? pride, ſhalt thou refule 
The gratetal tribute of ſo mean a Muſe — 
Sandwich, all kail=—vchr n Bute with forcign hand, 
Gruen wanton with ambition, ſcourg'd: he land, 


W hen oY" vfsS, or fl; tes To Seothmery ter” d the helm, : 
When peace, inglorivus peace » Uiſpgrac'd the realm, 


+ Matter of the Tavern where the then Oppoſere 


of Admaiutration uſed to racer. 
N 
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Diſtruit, and gen ral diſcontent prevail'd ; 
But when (he beſt knows why) his ſpirits fail'd ; 
When, with a ſudden panic ftruck, he fled, 


Sneak'd out of pow'r, and hid his recreant head; 


When like a Mars (fear order'd to retreat) 

We ſaw thee nimbly vault jnto his ſeat, 

Into the ſeat of pow'r, at one bold leap, 
fect connoiſſeur in Stateſmanſhip ; 

| ET like another Machiavel, we ſaw 

Thy — twiſting and untwiſting law, 


Straining, where godlike Reaſon bade, and where 


She warranted thy mercy, pleas d to ſpare; 
Saw thee reſoly'd, and 


All felt thy virtues, and all knew their uſe, 

What virtues ſuch as thine muſt needs produce. 
Thy foes (for Honour ever meets with foes) 

Too mean to praiſe, too fearful to oppoſe, 


I! ſullen ſilence ſi it ; thy friends (ſome few, 


Who friends to thee, are friends to Honour too) 


Plaud thy brave bearing, and the Common-weal 


Expects her ſafety from thy tubborn zeal. 

A place amongſt the reſt the Muſes claim, 
And bring this free-will off ring to thy fame, 
To prove their virtue, make thy virtues known, 
And, holding up thy fame, ſecure their own. 
From his youth upwards, to the preſent day, 


When vices more than years have mark'd him grey, 


When riotous exceſs with waſteful hand 


Shakes Life's frail glaſs, and haſtes each ebbing ſand, 


nmindful from + ſtock he drew his 3 
Vntaĩnted with one deed of real worth, > 
Lothario, holding Honour at no price, 

Folly to folly added, vice to vice, 


Wrought fin with greedineſs, and ſought for "IO 


With greater zeal than good men ſeek for fame. 
Where (Reaſon left without the leaſt defence) 
Laughter was Mirth, Obſcenity was Senſe, 
Where Impudence made Decency ſubmit, 


| Lothario, on that ſtock which Nature gives, 
Without a rival ſtands, tho' March“ yet lives. 
When Folly, (at that name, in duty bound, 
Let ſubject myriads kneel, and kiſs the ground, 
Whilf they who, in the preſence, upright ſtand, 
Are held as rebels thro' the loyal land) 
Queen ev'ry where, but moſt a Queen in Courts, 
Sent forth her heralds, and proclaim'd her ſports, 
Bade fool with fool on her behalf engage, 
And prove her right toreign from age to age; 
Lothario, great above the common ſize, | 
With all engag'd, and won from all the prize; 


and fix'd (come what, come might) | Her cap he wears, which from his youth he wore, 
To do thy God, thy King, thy Country right; 
All things were chang'd, fuſpence remain'd no more, | 
Certainty reign'd where doubt had reign'd before. 


And ev ry day deſerves it more and more. 

Nor in ſuch limits reſts his foul conſinꝰd; 
Folly may ſhare, but can't engroſs his mind; 
Vice, bold ſubſtantial Vice, puts in her claim, 
And ſtamps him perfect in the books of ſhame. 
| Obſerve his follies well, and you would ſwear 
| Folly had been his firſt, his only care; 
Obſerve his vices, you'll that oath diſfown, 
And ſwear that he was born for vice alone. 
ls the ſoft nature of ſome hapleſs maid 
Fond, eaſy, full of faith, to be betray d; 
Muſt ſhe, to virtue loſt, be ioft to fame, 

And he who wrought her guilt, declare her ſhame ? 


[Hs ſame brave friend, who, men but little known, 


Deems ev'ry heart as honeſt as his own, | 
And, free himſelf, in others fears no guile, 
To be enſnar d, and ruin'd with a ſmile? 
Is Law to be perverted from her courſe ? 

Is ahject fraud to league with brutal force? 

Is Freedom to be cruſh' d, and ev'ry fon, 
Who dares maintain her cauſe, to be undone ? 
Is baſe Corruption, creeping thro' the land, 
To plan, and work her ruin, under hand, 
With regular approaches, ſure tho? ſlow ? 

Or muſt ſhe periſh by a ſingle blow ? 


Are Kings, (who truſt to ſervants, and depend 


| In ſervants (fond, vain thought) to finda friend; 
Tobe abus'd, and made to draw their breath 


Where Noiſe was Humour, and where Whim was In darkneſs thicker than the ſhades of death 


Wit. 
Where rude, untemper'd Licence had the merit 
Of Liberty, and Lunacy was Spirit, 


Where the beſt things were ever held the wa, 5 


Lothario was, with juſtice, always firſt. 
To whip a top, to knuckle down at tw, 
To ſwing upon a gate, to ride aftraw, 
Jo play at puſh-pin with dull brother Peers, 
To belch out catches in a porter's ears, 
To reign the monarch of a midnight cell, 
To be the gaping Chairman's oracle, 


Whilſt, in moſt bleſſed union, rogue and whore + 


Clap hands, huzza, and hiccup out Encore, 
Wit 82 Authority, who ſlumbers there 
In robes 
With midnight howl to bay th* affrighted moon, 
To walk with torches thro' the ftreets at noon, 
To force plain Nature from her uſual way, 
Each night a vigil, and a blank each day; 
To match for ſpecd one feather *gainſt another, 
To make one leg run races with his brother; 
*Gainſt all the reſt to take the northern wind, 
ute to ride firſt, and he to ride behind; 
_ To coin new-fangled wagers, and to lay em, 
| Laying wk, Rs ah em; 


watehman's fur, gives up his chair; 


Is God's moſt holy name to be profan'd, 

His word rejected, and his laws arraign'd, 
His ſervants ſcorn'd, as men who idly dream'd, 
His ſervice laugh'd at, and his Son blaſphem d: * 


Are debauchecs in morals to preſide? 


Is Faith to take an Atheiſt for her guide? 


| [ts Science by a blockhead to be led; 
[Are States to totter on a drunkard's head ? 


| To anſwer all theſe purpoſes, and more, 
More black than ever villain plann'd before, 


 ]Search earth, ſearch hell, the Devil — 5 


An agent, like Lothario, to his mind. I 
Is this Nobility, which, ſprung from Kings, 
Was meant to ſwell the pow'r from whence it? {pring3s | 


Ils this the glorious » this the fruit, 
Which Nature hop'd for from ſo rich a root? 


i” Were there but two (ſearch all the world around) 
Were there but two ſuch Nobles to be found, 


The very name would ſink into a term 


If ſcorn, and man would rather be a worm 


Than be a Lord ; but Nature, full of 


| | Nor meaning birth and titles to be baſe, = 


1 _ * Afterwards Duke of Queenſbury. 
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Made only one; and, having made him, ſwore, 

In mercy to mankind, to make no more. 

Nor ftopp'd ſhe there, but like a gen'rous friend, 

The ills which error c1s'd, the ſtrove to mend; 

And, having brought Lothario forth to view, 

To fave her credit brought forth Sandwich too. 
Gods ! with what joy, what honeſt joy of heart, 

Blunt as I am, and void of ev'ry art, 

Of ev'ry art which great ones in the State 

Practiſe on knaves they fe ir, and fools they — 

Io titles with reluctance taught to bend, 

Nor prone to think that virtues can deſcend, 

Do I behold ( a fight, alas! more rare 

Than Honeſty could wiſh) the Noble wear 

His father's honours, when his life makes known 

They're his by virtue, not by birth alone, 

When he rec:lls his father from the grave, 

And pays with intreſt back that fame he gave. 

Cur'd of her ſplenetic and ſullen fits, | 

To ſuch a Peer my willing ſoul ſubmits, 

And to ſuch virtue is more proud to yield, 

Than *gainſt ten titled rogues to rep the field. 

Such (for that truth e en Envy ſhall aliow-) 

Such Wyndham * was, and ſuch is Sandwich now. 
O gentle Montague, in bleſſed hour 


91 
Of tyrants dream'd, who wore a thorny crown, 

And with State - blood hounda hvnted Freedom down; 
When others, ſtruck with tancie* not leſs vain, 

Saw mighty Kings by their own {.vjects ſlain, 

And in each friend of Liberty and Law, 

With horror big, a future Cromwell ſaw ; 

Thy manly zeal ſtepp'd forth, bade diſcord ceaſe, 
And ſung each jarring atom into peace; 

Liberty, chear'd by thy all-chexring eye, | 
Shall, waking from her trance, live and not die ; ; 
And, patroniz'd by thee, Prerogative 

Shall, ſtriding forth at large, not die, but live; 


| Whil& Privilege, hung betwixt earth and ſy, 


Shall not well know, whether to live or die. 
When on a rock which overhung the flood, 
And ſeem'd to totter, Commerce ſhiv*ring ſtood ; 


| When Credit, building on a ſandy ſhore, 


Saw the ſea fwell, and heard the tempeſt roar, 

Heard death in ev*ry blaſt, and in each wave 

Or ſaw, or fancied that ſhe ſaw her grave; 

8 Property, transferr'd from hand to hand, 
Weaken'd by change, craw]'d 1ickiy thro' the land 3 

W hen mutual confider ce was at an end, 

And man no longer could un man depend; 

Oppreſo'd with debts of more than common weight, 


| Did thou fart up, and climb the ſtairs of Pow'r r; | When all men fear'd a bankruptcy of State; 


England of all her fears at once was eas d, 
Nor, *mongi her many toes, was once diſpleas'd. 
France heard the news, and told it Couſin Spain; 
Spain heard, and told it Coufir France again; 
The Hollander relinquifh'd his deſign | 
Of adding ſpice to ſpice, and mine to mine, 
Of Indian villainies he thought no more, 
Content to rob us on our native ſhore ; | 5 
 Aw'd by thy fame, (which winds with EN 
Shall blow Gem Eaſt to Weſt, from North to South) | 
The Weſtern World ſnall yield us her increaſe, 
And her wild ſons be ſoſten d into peace; 
Rich Eaſtern Monarchs ſhall exhauſt their ſtores, 
And pour unbounded wealth, on Albion's ſhores ; 
| Unbounded wealth, which from thoſe golden _—_ 
And all acquir'd by honourable means, | 
Some honourable Chief ſhall hither ſteer, | 
To pay our debts, and ſet the nation clear, 
| Nabubs themſelves, allur d by thy renown, 
Shall pay due homage to the Engliſh crown, | 
| Shall freely as their King our King receive 
Provided the Direct̃urs giue them leave. 
_ Union at home ſhall mark each riſing year, 
Nor taxes be complain'd of, tho” ſevere; 
Envy her own deitroyer ſhall become, 
And Faction with her thouſand mouths be und; 3 
Wich the meek man thy meelcneſs ſhull — 
Nor with the ſpirited thy ſpirit fail: | 
Some to thy force of reaſon ſhall ſubmit, 
And ſome be converts to thy princely wit; 
| Rev'rence for thee ſhall ſtill a Nation's cries, 
A grand concurrence crown a grand exciſe ; 
And unbelievers of the firſt degree, | | 
Who have no faith in God, have faith 8 | 
Wben a ſtrange jumble, whimſical and vain, 
Poſſeſs d the region Af each heated brain; 
When ſome were fools to cenſure, ſome to praiſe, 
And all were mad, but mad in diff rent ways 
When Commonwealth's-men, farting at the ſhade 
Which in their own wild fancy had been made, 


» Ea of Egremont. He died Auguſi 176;. 


When, certain death to honour, and to trade, 
A ſponge was talk'd of as our only aid, 


| That to be ſav'd we muit be more undone, 


And pay off all our debts, by paying none 
Like England's better Genius, born to bleſs, 


And fnatch his ſinking Country from diftreſs, 


Did'ſ thou ſtep forth, and w'thout ſail or oar 


Pilot the — veſſel ſafe to ſnore; 


Nor ſhalt thou quit, till anchor'd firm and fiſt, OP 
She rides ſecure, and mucks the threat*ning blaſt | 
Born in thy houſe, and in thy ſervice bred, | 

Nurs'd in thy arms, and at thy table fed, 


: By thy ſage counſels to reflection brought. 


Yet more by pattern than by precept tau sht, 
Oeconomy her needful aid ſhall join 

To forward and compleat thy grand deſign, 
And, warm to ſave, but yet with ſpirit warm, 
Shall her own conduct from thy conduct form. 


Let friends of prodigals ſay what they will, 


Spendthrifts at home, abroad are ſpendthrifts — 
In vain have ſiy and ſubtle Sophiſts tried 


| Private from public juſtice to divide; 


For credit on each other they rely, 
They live together, and together die. 


|*Gainſt all experience tis a rank offence, : 


High- treaſon in the eye of Common Senſe, 
To think a Stateſman ever can be known n 


I To pay our debts, who will not pay his own. 
I But now, tho” late, now may we hope to ſee 
Our debts diſcharg'd, our credit fair and free 's 


Since rigid Honeſty, fair fall that hour, 
Sits at the helm, and Sandwich is in pow'r. 


{ With what delight I view thee, wond'rous man, 


With what delight ſurvey thy ſterling plan, 
That plan which all with wonder mutt behold, 


And ſtamp thy age the only age of gold. 


Nor reſt thy triumphs here That Diſcord fled, 
And ſought with grief the hell where ſhe was bred ; 


That Faction, *gainſt her nature forc'd to yield, 


Saw her rude rabble ſcatter'd o'er the field, 
Saw her beſt friends a ſtanding jet become, 


| Her foo!s turn 'd . and her wits ſtruck dur : : 
2 
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That our moſt bitter foes {ſo much depends 


Un men ot name) ar turn'd to cordial friends 


That our offended ;ciends {ſuch terror fiows 

From men of name) dare not appear our foes 3 
That Credit, 8 g ſping in the Jaws of death, 

Ar“ r-29y to expire with ex "ry breath, 

Grow itronge r frcm diſeaſe © that thou haſt ſzv'd 
Thy droping Country; that thy name engrav'd 
On plates of b-w, defies the rage of time ; 

Than pls e* of !, »f5 more firm, that ſacred rime 
Embal:.1. tl. 7 :mem'rys. bids thy glories live, 

And give: ther what the viufe alone can give; 


— Theſe heights ©. Vi-tuc, theſe rewards of Fame, 
Wich thee in 


commen other patriots claim. 

Lut that poor fick!y Science, who had id 

And — for year; be:eath Neglect's cold ſhade, 
By thoſe wh knew her purpoſcly forget, 

And made the j of thoſe who knew her not. 
Whilit Ignora: Ace in peer, and pamper'd Pride, 
Clad like a prieſt, pais'd by on t' other fide, 
Recover'sd from her wretched ſtate, at length 


Tuts on new health, and cloat{s herfe lf with ſtrength, | 


To thee we owe, and to thy friendly hand, 

Which rais'd, and gave her to pofſcſs the land. 

This praiſe, tho? ir. a Court, and near a throne, 

Thi; 5riife is thine, and thine, alas ! alcne. 
Wien what fond rapture did the Goddei, ſmile, 

What bleſſiags did ſhe promiſe to this iſle, 

What honour to herieit, and length of reign ! 


Soon as the eard, that thou did*ſt not diſdain 


To be her ſteward ; but what grief, what ſhame, 
What rage, what Gfappointment ſhook her frame, 


When: her > aud children dard her wil! diſpute, 


When yourh „ inſolent, and age was mute. 


That young man ſhould be fools, = * wild 


eue, 
To wum deaf, be deaf to intꝰ'reſt two, 


| Mcov*'&d not her wonder; 3 but chat men grown grey 


That they ſhould be ſo abject and unwiſe, 


In ſearch of wiſdom, men who own'd the ſway 


Of Reaſon, men who ſtubbornly kept down 
Each rifing paſhon, men who wore the gown, 


That they ſhould croſs her will, that they fronts 


dare 
Agiinft the cauſe of int'reſt to decline, 


Having no fear of loſs before their eyes, 
Nor hopes of gain, ſcorning the ready means 
Of being Vicars, Rectors, Canons, Deans, 


With all thoſe honours which on Mitres wait, 


hat they ſhould dare a Haurdu icke to ſupport, 
And talk within the hearing of a Court, | 

Of that vile he: zur Conſcience, who undone, | 

And ftarv'd heats If, Horves ev'ry wretched ſon; 

This turn'u her blond to gall, this made her ſwear 

No more to throw away her time and care 

On wayward ſons who ſcorn'd her love, no more 


| Her royalty of nature, birth, and place, 
Tho' Dullneſs there unrivall'd ſtate det keep, 


And mark the virtuous favourites of State; 


To hold her courts on Cam's ungriteful ſhore. 
Rather than bear ſuch inſults, which diſgrace 


Would the at Wincheſter with Burton“ ſleep ; 


Or, to exchange the mortifying ſcene 


For ſometning ſtill more dull, and ſtill more mean, 
Rather than bear ſuch inſults, ſhe would fly 


Far, far beyond the ſearch of Exgliſi eye, 


* Dr. John Burton, Maſter of Wincheſter School. 
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And reign amongſt the Scots: to be a Queen 
As werth ambition, tho' in Aberdeen. 

O, fav thy flight, fair Science! What tho" ſome, 
Some baſe-bora children rebels are become, 

All are not rebels; ſome are duteous ſtill, 

| Attend thy precepts, and obey thy will ; 

Thy int'reſt is oppos'd by thole alone, 

W ho either know not, or oppoſe their own. 
Or ſtubborn virtue, marching to thy aid, 


] Behold in black, the liv'ry of their trade, 
| Mar?:a!l'd by Form, and by Diſcretion led, 


A grave, grave troop, and Smith is at their head, 

Black + Smith of Trinity; on Chriſtian — 

For faith in myſteries nore more renown'd. | 
Next (for the beſt of cauſes now and then 

| Muft beg 2fiftance from the worſt of men) 

Next (if old Rory lies not) ſprung from Greece, 

Comes Pandarus, but comes without his niece. 

Her, wretched maid ! committed to his truſt, 


| To rank letcher's corſe and bloated luſt, 


The arch, old, hoary hypocrite had fold, 

And thought himſelf and her well damn'd for gold. 

But (to wipe off ſuch traces from the mind, 

And make: us in good humour with mankind) 

Le:ding on men, who, ina College bred, | 

No woman knew but thoſe which made their bed, 

Who, planted Virgins on Cam's virtuous ſhore, 

Co:rinuced ſtill Male Virgins at threeſcore, 

Comes Sumner 1, wiſe, and chaſte as chaſte can be. 

Wich Long S, as wiſe, and not leſs chaſte than he. 
Are there not friends, too, enter'd in thy cauſe, 

Who, for thy ſake, defying penal laws, 


Were, to ſupport thy honourable plan, 


Smuggled from Jerſey and the Iſle of Man? 

Are there not Philomaths of high degree _ 

Who, always dumb before, ſhall ſpeak for thee * > 

Are there not Pructors, faithful to thy will, 

One of full growth, others in embryo ſtill, 

Who may, perhaps, in ſome ten years, or more, 

Be afcertain'd that two and two make four, 

Or may a ſtill more happy method find, 

And, raking one from two, leave none behind ? 
With ſuch a mighty pow'r on foot, to yield 


a 


Were death to manhood ; better in the neld 
1 1 leave our carcales, 4 die with fame, 


Than fly, and purchaſe lite on terms of ſhame. 


"4 tSackvilles alone anticĩpate defeat, 


And, ere they dare the battle, ſound retreat. 
But if perfuaſions ineffectual prove, 
If arguments are vain, nor pray'rs can move, 


| Yet in thy bitterneſs of frantic woe, 


Why talk of Burton? Why to Scotland go! > 


oo Is there not Oxford? She with open arms | | 
Shan meet thy with, and yield up all her charms; 8 


Shall for thy love her former loves reſign, 


And jilt the baniſh'd Stuarts, to be thine. 


Bow'd to the yoke, and ſoon as the could read, 


I Trtor'd to get by heart the deſpot's creed, 


She, of ſubjection proud, ſhall knee thy throne, 


2 And have no 3 alone 3 þ 


4 Dr. Robert Smith, | Maſter of Trinity-College, 
Cambridge. | 


4 Dr. John Sumner, Provoſt of King's College, 


| Cambridge. 


* Dr. Roger Long, Maſter of Pembroke 3 


At Miednam le. 
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= ſhall thy will implicitly receive, 

or act, nor ſpeak, nor think, without thy leave. 
Where is the glory of imperial ſway, 
If ſubjects nume but juſt commands obey ? 
Then, ud then only is obedience ſren, 
When, b. commaral, thev d-re do all that's mean. 
Hither then wing thy flight, here fix thy Rand, 
| Nor fail to bring thin Sandwich in tu hu. d. 

Gods, with what joy (fer Fancy now ſupplies, 
And Jays the future open co ray © ves) 
Gods, with what jy I fee the worthies meet, 
And brothe: Litci:c1d * brother Sandwich greet ! 
_ Le your greccnge, bleſt cash de ic emoraces 
Bled yourte IVES) 4 and tothe human rice. 
nig at virtue, witch ſhe cannot reach, 
Which ſeem her biftr nature u impeach, 
Let Lay, in a whhivwind's bulom url'd, 
Outragrousy fe ch the corners of tlie walk; > 
Ranfſ:ice the 11. * mes, lone back to paſty 
Rip vp the furu. e, and confel: at laſt, _ 
No ti e, paſt, pirtent, or toc'me, could e' er 
| 3 and ble fs the world with ſuch a pair 

Phillips +, the good old Philips, out of breath, 
Eſcap'd jrom Mon: mouth, aide ſcap” d from death, 
Shall hail his Sandwich, with that virtuous zeal, 
That glorious ardour for he COMmon=- We: tl, 

Wich wirm'd his loyal heart, and 8 4 his 

7 tor zue, 
When on his lips the cauſe of rebels l ; 
WII Womanhood, in habit of a nun, 
by backward monk undone 3 
A nation's reck' ing, like an alehouſe ſcore, _ 
Whilf Paul :e ay-a chalks behind a door, 
3 — d to hire a fue to caſt it up 3 
Daſhv*7,-.4 t ſhall pour, from a communion cups 
| Libations to the goddeſs without eyes, 
And 4h or 1:5 in Cyder and Exciſe. 

From ſe deep thades, where Vanity, dai 
Doch pen nice for her pride, and pines alone; 
Curs'd in herielf, by her own thoughts undone, 
Where the ſce all, but can be ſeen by none; 
Where ſk no longer, miſtre-\; of the Schult, 
Hears praiſe loud pealing from the mouth: of tools, 
Or hears it at: diſtance ; in detpair | 
To join re croud, and put in tor 1 ſhare, 
Twiſting each thought x thoulmd diff rent ways, 
For his gew fr.. nes ins. x ting old praiſe, 
Where frugel ſenſe fo very fin, is ſpun, | 
It ſecve-, rwelve | nours, tho' not enough for one, 
King he ariſe, and burſting ms Ws dead, 
Shall hurt his girbait Lauma thy. | 

Burton (wh; lift auk ward Ak- dn s hung 
In quaint end Iabour'd :ccents on i; ; tongue, | 
Who g imt their will, makes Janes blockhead: 

1. denk, 

; Jan Laict of botn, new Latin, and new Cad. 
Not ſucl. +, was in Greece and Eatium ina, 
5 N of a modern cut, and all his . 


| 1 rhe Earl of Litchfield, then High Steward of 
| — 


F din 
unpopulz 
| * — 

Sir Francis Daſhwood, Lord Le Deſpenſcr. 


john Phillip. At this unfture he was ſo 
+: tOcxcite the rage of a mob at Vlonmout i 


ford. 


Who threads, like beads, looſe thoughts on ſuch a 
They're pra: &, and cenſure ; nts, ev'ry thing; 
They even make a Me. "ry Andrew lick ; 

They're verſe, tey' re proſe, they're neither, and 


| Sh in (rho? by Nature ever loth to praiſe) 


IWhilſt, beating out his feutures to a ſmile, 


Prefting for audience, u 
Brown come — behold how cautiouſſy he creep — 
How flow he walks, and yet how faſt he ſleep | 


And plumb the bottom of that vaſt profound, 
Few grave ones with ſuch gravity can think, 


With ſubtleties on ſubtleties refin'd, 


] Keeping the forwardnels of youth in awe, 


In her rigat-hand a New Court Kalendar 


| ven all her pack, to hymn thee in the gates. 


4555 :nger long, 
Shall! pitch her eie and with eves 


Shall with much pleaſure and more wonder view 
Men great at Court and great at Oxford too. 


And ſoothe their pathons to betray their fame : 
For prais'd br thofe, to hoe proud nature clings 
| Contempt of Government, and hate ot Kings; 


Dr. King, Principal of St. Mary Hall, Or- 


L's POEMS. 93 


ſtring, 
Hanf im me thoughts, and {tile fo full of trick, 


Thoughts all ſo dull, fo pliant in their growth” 
and thev*re both 


1 curious worth ſet forth in curious phraſe 3 
Obſcu, ely ftift, thall cruſh poor Senſe to death, 
Or in long periods run her out of breath ; 

Shall make a babe, for which, with all 15 fame, 
Adam could not have found a proper name 


He hugs tlie baſtard brat, and calls it Stile. 

Huth'd be all Nature as the land of death; | 
Let each #-eam ſleep, and each wind hold his breath; 
N the bell muffled, nor one ſound of care, 

-ake the ſlumb' ring air; 


Put to thy praiſe in ſlerp he ſhall agree; 

He cannot wakes, but he hall dream of thee. 
Phyſick, her head with opiate poppies crown d, 

Her lin by the chaſte matrun Camphire bound, 

Phyſick, ob! wining ſuechur from the pen 


Ot her ſoft ſon, her gentle Heberden. .. _ 
If there are men who can thy virtue know, | 
Vet ſpite of virtue treat thee as a foe, | | 0 


Shall, like a Kar, ſtop their rebel bre ch, 


And in each Recipe ſend Claſſic death. 


So deep in knowledge, that few lines can ſound 3 


Gr fol low half ſo faſt as he can ſinle, 


With nice diſtinctions gloſſing o'er the text, | | 


Obſ-ure with meaning, and in words perplexts 


Me2r.t to divide, and ſubdivide the mind, 


The ſcowling Blackftone || bears the train of Law. 
Divinity, enrob 4 in College fur, 


Bound like a bock of pray'r, thy coming waits 


-alty,, 5x'd on Ifis* alter'd ſhore, 
but ſtranger now no more, 


Brim- full of rapture, view her new allies, 


0 facred Loyalty! accurs'd be thoſe 
Who ſeeming friends, turn ont thy deadlieſt foes ; 
Who proftitute to Kings thy nonour'd name, 


Who, Willing to be free, not knowing how, : 
A ſtrange intemperance of zeal avow, | 
And ſtart at Loyilty, as ata word 
Which without d- inger Freedom never heard. 

Vain errors of vain men—wild both extremes, 
And to the State not — liks the no | 


Sir William Blackfioae, afterwards one of the | 
| Judges o the Commun Pleas. - 


; Io do it in a diff rent place, and way. 


Voice choalcs up ev' 
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Which, Reaſon ded, ſeize and turn n the head. 

Loyalty without Freedom is a chain 

Which men of lib'ral notice can't ſuſtain 3 

And Freedom without Loyalty, a name 

Which nothing means, or means licentious ſhame. 
Thine be the art, my Sandwich, thine the toil, 

In Oxford's ſtubborn and untoward ſoil 

To rear this plant of union, till at length, 

|  Rooted by time, and foſter'd into ſtrength, 

Shooting aloft, all danger it defies, 

And ly lifts its branches to the ſkies ; 

 Whil, Wiſdom's happy ſon, but not her ſlave, 

Say with the gay, and with the grave ones grave, 

Free from the dull impertinence of thought, 

| Beneath that ſhade which thy own labours wrought 

And faſhion'd into ſtrength, ſhalt thou repoſe, 

| Secure of lib'ral praiſe, fince Iſis flows, 

True to her Tame, as duty hath decreed, 

Nor longer, like a harlot, luſt for Tweed, | 

And thoſe old wreaths, which Oxford once 1 
To grace a Stuart . ſte r plants an thine. 


END OF THE CANDIDATE, 


4 


S Tus 


FA * E W E L L 


R. FPAREWELL e Earp and at once fare- 
| 0 
To all che follies which in Europe dwell! 
To Eaſtern India now, a richer elime, 
Richer, alas! in ev'ry thing but rime, SONS 
The Muſes ſteer their courſe, and fond of change, 
At large, in other worlds, deſire to range; 
EKeſolv d ac leaſt, ſince they the fool muſt play, 


F. What whim is this, what error of lhe brain, 
What madneſs worſe than in the dog- ſtar's reign ? 

Why into foreign countries would you roam, 7 
Are there not knaves and fools enough at home ? p. 
Tr Satire be thy object, and thy lass 
As yet have thewn ro talents fit fur 8 | 

If Satire be thy object: ſearch all — 

Nor to thy purpoſe can one ſpot be found 
Like England, where to rampant vigour grown 
ry virtue ; where, ſelf-ſown, 
The ſeeds of Folly ſhoot forth rank and bold, 

And every ſeed brings forth a hundred fold. 


P. No more of this tho Truth (the more our | 


| ſhame 

The more our guilt) tho* Truth perhaps may claim 
And juſtify her part in this, yet here, g 
Par the firſt time, een Truth offends my ear. 
Declaim from morn tonight, from night to morn, 
Take up the theme anew, when day's new-born, 
1 hear, and hate—be England what ſhe will, 

With all her hape the is wy Sum 
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F. Thy Country, and what then ? Is that mere 
word 
Againſt the voice of Reaſon to be heard? 
Are prcjudices, deep imbib'd in youth, 


4 To counter- act, and make thee hate the truth? ; 


Tie the ſare ſympiom of a nariow ful, 

16 draw its grand attachment fro: n tlie wiiole, 
And take up with a part men not confin'd 

| Within ſuch paltry limits, men defign1'd 

Their nat) exalt; where'cr they 30, 
Wherever ue can roll, and winds can blow, 
Wher-”er the bieſſed Sun, plac'd in the ſry 

To warch this ſui: world, can dart his 5 8 
Are?! {ll the ſame, ind, prejudice out- grown, 
Conſider every cuuntry as their own. 

At one grand view they take in Nature's plans 

| Not r. re at home in Englan ! +. Japan. 

P. Ay good, grave Sir of i ae::y, whoſe wit, 


| Graſping at ſnadows) ne'er ug fil c vace * 


Tis mighty eaty cer a glaſs of wine 

On vain refinements vainly to refine, 

Jo laugh at poverty i=: plenty's reign 

To boaſt of 2pathy when out of pain, 
And in each ſentence, worthy of the Schools, 


| Varniſh'd with ſophiſtry, to deal out rules 


Mott fit for practice but for one poor fault, 


| That into practice they can ne er be brought. 


At home, ard ſitting in your elbou- chair, 
You praiſe Japan, tho' you was never there. 
But was the ſhip this moment under fail, 


| Would not your mind be chang'd, your ſpirits fail, 
| | Would you not caſt one longing eye to ſhore, 
And vow to deal in ſuch wild ſchemes no more ? 


Howe er our pride may tempt us to conceal | 

Thoſe paſſions which we cannot chuſe but feel, 
There's a ſtrange ſomething, which without a braia 
Fools feel, and which e'en wiſe men can't explain, 
Planted in man, to bind him to that earth, 


In deareſt ties, from whence he drew his birth. 


If Honour calls, where'er ſhe points the way, : | 


The ſons of Honour follow, and obey ; 
: — need compels, wherever we are ſent, 


"Tis want of courage not to be content; 


| But, if we have the liberty of choice, 


And all depends on our own fingle voice, 


| To deem of ev'ry country as the fame, 


Is rank rebellion gainſt the lawful claim 
Of Nature: and ſuch dull indifference 
May be Philoſophy, but can't be Senſe. : 
F. Weak: and unjuſt diſtinction, ſtrange deſign, = 
Moſt pecviſh, moſt perverſe, to undermine 
Philoſophy, and throw her empire down 


. Ey means of Senſe, w__ whom ſhe holds her 


crown. 


Divine Philoſophy, to thee we owe 


All tit ia worth poficing here below 3 
Virtue and Wiſdom: conſecrate thy reigns 


| Doublet each joy, and pxin 15 longer pain. 


When, like a garden, where for want of toil, | 
And wholeſome «: ſcipline, the rich, rank ſoil 
Veems with incumi>-2nces 5 where, all around 
Herbs noxious in their nature make the ground, 
Like the good mother of a th alkleſs ſon, | 
Curſe her own womb, by fruitfulneſs undone 3 
Like ſuch a garden, vhen the human ſoul, 
Uncultur'd, wild, impacient of controul, 
Bring: £:rth thoſe paſſions of luxuriant race, 


| Which ſpcead, and ſlifle ev'ry herb of grace, 
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Whilſt Virtue, check'd by the cold hand ot Scorn, 
Seems with' ring on the bed where ſhe was born, 
Philoſophy ſteps in; with ſteady hand 
She brings her aid, the clears th' encumber'd land: 
Too virtuous to ſpare Vice one ftroke, too wiſe 
One moment to attend to Pity's cries, 
See with what godlike, what relentleſs pow'r 
She roots up ev'ry weed 
P. and ev'ry flow'r. 
Philoſophy, a name of meek degree, 
Embrac'd, in token of humility, | 85 
Ey the proud ſage, who, whilſt he * to hide, 
In that vain artifice, reveal'd his pride: | 
Philoſophy, whom Nature had deſign d 
To purge all errors from the human mind, 
Herſelf miſled by the philoſopher, 
At once her Prieſt and Maſter, made us err; 
Pride, pride, like leaven in a maſs of flour, 
Tainted her laws, and e'en made Virtue four. 
Had ſhe, content within her proper ſphere, 
Taught leſſons ſuited to the human ear, | 
Which might fair Virtue's genuine fruits produce, 
Made not for ornament, but real uſe, 
The heart of man unrivall'd ſhe had ſway'd, 
| Prais'd by the good, and by the bad obey d. 
But when ſhe, overturning Reaſon's throne, 
Strove proudly in its place to plant her own ; 
When ſhe with apathy the breaſt would ſteel. 
And teach us, deeply feeling, not to feel ; 
When ſhe would wildly all her force employ, 
Not to correct our paſſions, but deſtroy; _ 
When, not content our nature to reſtore, | 
As made by God, ſhe made it all new oer; 
When, with a ſtrange and criminal exceſs, 
_ To make us more than men, ſhe made us leſs ; 
The good her dwindled pow'r with pity ſaw, 
The bad with joy, and none but fools with awe, 
Truth with a ſimple and unvarniih'd tale 
Lien from the mouth of N might prevail, 
Could ſhe get there; but Falſchood's s ſugar'd ſtrain 
Should pour her Fatal blandiſhments in vain, 
Nor make one convert, tho” the firen hung, 
Where ſhe too often hangs, on M tongue. 
Should all the Sophs, whom in his courſe the ſun. 
Hath ſeen, or paſt or preſent, riſe in one ; | 


Should he, whilſt pleaſure in each ſentence flows, | 


Like Plato, give us poetry in proſe ; 
Should he, full orator at 4 = | 
Th' Athenian's genius with the Roman's art, 
Genius and Art ſhould in this inſtance fail, 
Nor Rome tho? join'd with Athens here prevail: 
Tris not in man, 'tis not in more than man, 
To make me find one fault in Nature's plan. 
Plac'd low ourſelves, we cenſure thoſe above, 
And, wanting judgment, think that ſhe wants love; 
Blame where we ought in reaſon tocommend, 
And think her moit a foe, when moſt a friend. 
Buch be Philoſophers their ſpecious art, 
Tho? Friendſhip pleads, ſhall never warp my heart; 
Ne er make me from this breaſt one paſſion tear, 
Which Nature, my beſt friend, hath planted there. 
F. Forgiving, as a friend, what, whilſt I live, 
As a Philoſopher I can't forgive, | 
In this one point at laſt I join with you; 
To Nature pay all that is Nature's due ; 
But let not clouded Reaſon ſink ſo low, 
Io fancy debts the does not, cannot Owe. 


Bear, to full manhood grown, thoſe ſhackles bear, 
Which Nature meant us for a time to wear 

As we wear leading-ſtrings, which, uſeleſs grown, 
Are laid aſide, when we can walk alone. 

But on thyſelf, by peeviſh humour ſway'd, 

Wilt thou lay burdens Nature never laid ? 


| | Wilt thou make faults, whilſt 2 


And then defend, miſtaking them for her's ? 

Dar'ſt thou to ſay, in our enlighten'd age, 

That this grand maſter paſſion, this brave rage, 

Which flames out for thy Country, was imprett 

And fix'd by Nature in the human breaſt? 
If you prefer the place where you was born, 

And hold all others in contempt and ſcorn 

On fair comparifon ; if on that land 

With lib'ral and a more than equal hand 

Her gifts as in profuſion Plenty ſends : 


| | If Virtue meets with more and better friends ; 
| If Science finds a patron mongſt the great: 


If Honeſty is Miniſter of State; 
If Pow'r, the guardian of our rights deſign” a, 


Is to that great, that only end confin'd 3 


If riches are employ d to bleſs the poor; 
If Law is ſacred, Liberty ſecure ; 
Let but theſe facts depend on proofs of weight, 
Reaſon declares, thy love can't be too great; 
And in this lizht could he our Country view, 
A very Hottentot muſt love it too. | 

But if, by Fate's decrees, you owe your birth 
To ſome moſt barren and penurious earth, 


| Where, ev'ry comfort of this Lite denied, 


Her real wants are ſcantily ſupplied, 
Where Pow'r is Reaſon, Liberty a joke, 


| Laws never made, or made but to be broke ; 


To fix thy love on ſuch a wretched ſpot, 
Becauſe in Luſt's wild fever there begot, 
Becauſe, thy weight no longer fit to bear, 


By chance, not choice, thy mother dropt the: 
1 there, 
Is, Folly, which admits not of defence ; ; 


It can't be Nature, for it is not Senſe. 

By the ſame argument which here you hold. 

(When Falſehood's inſolent let Truth be bold) 

If propagation can in tormemts dwell, | 

A Devil muſt, if born there, love his hell. ag 
P. Had Fate, to whoſe decrees I lowly bene, 

And e en in puniſhment confeſs a friend, N 


| Ordain'd my birth in ſome place yet untry d, 


On purpoſe made to mortify my pride, 
Where the Sun nevæ gave one glimpſe of 1 
Where Science never yet could dart one ray; 


| Had I been born on ſome bleak, blaſted plain 
Of barren Scotland, in a Stuart's reign ; | 


Or in ſome kingdoms where men, weak or worſe, 
Turn'd Nature's ev'ry bleſſing to a curſe, 
| Where crowns of Freedom by the fathers won, 
Dropp's leaf by leaf from each degen'rate ſon ; 
In ſpite of all the wiſdom you diſplay, 
All you have ſaid, and yet may have toſay, 
My weakneſs here, if weakneſs, I confeſs, 
I, as my Country, had not lov'd her leſs. 
Whether ſtrict Reaſon bears me out in this, 
Let thoſe wao, always ſecking, always miſs 


| The ways of Reaſon, doubt with precious zeal ; 


'Their's be the praiſe to argue, mine to feel. 
Wiſh we to trace this paſſion to the root, 


| dung m may know it by its fruit, | 
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From its nich Rem ten thouſand virtues ſpring, 
Ten thouſand bleſſings on its branches cling ; 
Vet inthe circle of revolving years, 

Not one misfortune, not one vice appears. 
Hence then, and what you Reaſon call adore ; 
This, if not Reaſon, muſt be ſomething more. 
But, (for 1 wiſh not others to confine, 
Be their opinions unreſtrain'd as mine) 
Whether this love's of good or evil growth, 
A viee, a virtue, or a ſpice of both, 
Let men ot nicer argument decide: 
It it is virtuous, ſnoche an honeſt pride 
With lib' ral praiſe, if vicious, be content; 
It is a vice I never can repen nt; | 
A vioe which, weigh'd in heav” n, ſhall more avail 
Than ten cold virtues in the other ſcale. 


F. This wild, untemper'd zeal (which after all 


We, Cmdour unimveach” d, mi: ihe madneſs call) 
Is it a virtue? That vou ſe uce pretend: 
Or can it be a vice, like Virtue's friend, 


Which draws us off from and diſſ . lves the furce 


Uf private ties, nay ſtops us in our cuurſe 

To that grand object of the human ſoul, 

That nobler love which comprehends the whole? 

Caop'd in the limits of this petty iſle, | 

"This nook, which ſcarce deſerves a trown or file, 

Weigh'd with Creation, you, by whim undone, 

Give all | your thoughts to what is ſcarce worth one. 

The gen'rous Soul, by Nature taught to foar, _ 

Her ſtrength confirm'd in philoſophic lore, 

At one grand view takes in a world with eaſe, 
And, ſeeing all mankind, loves all the ſexs. 


A vagrant from your Country? 


P. Was it moſt ſure, which yet a doubt endures, | 


Nat found in Reaſon's creed, tho? found in yours, 
That theſe two ſervices, like what we're told 
And know of God's and Mammon's, cannot hold 
Ani draw together; that however loth, 

| We neither ſerve, attempting to ſerve both; 

I could not doubt a moment which to chuſe, 

And which in common reaſon to refuſe. 

Invented oft for purpoſes of art, | 

Born of the head, tho? father'd on the heart, 
This grand love of the world mult be confeſt 

A barren ſpeculation at the beſt. | 
Not one man in a thouſand, ſhould he live 
Beyond the uſual term of life, could give, 

So rare occaſion comes, and to ſo few, 
Proof whether his regards are feign'd or true. 

I bhe love we bear our Country, is a root 
Which never fails to bring torth golden fruit $ 

"Tis in the mind an everlaſting ſpring | 

Of glorious actions, which become a King, 

Nor leſs become a ſubject ; tis a debt | 
Which bad men, tho they pay not, can't foie? 45 

A duty, which the good delight to pay, ENS 

And ev'ry man can practiſe ev'ry day. 
Nor, for my life (ſo very dim my eye, 

Or dull your argument), can I deſcry 

What you with faith aſſert, how that dear love 
Which binds me to my Country can — 

And make me of neceſſity forego, 6 

That gen'ral love which to the world I owe. 

Thaſe ties of private nature, ſmall extent, 

In which the mind of narrow caſt is pent, 

Are only ſteps on which the gen rous ſoul 

Mounts by degrees till ſhe includes the whole. 

That ſpring of love, which in the human _ 

Founded on ſclf, flows narrow and * 


1 
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Entirges as it ro!ls, and comprehends 
Th. Gcial charities of blood, and friends, 


[Tin ſmaller fiream: included, not o'erpaſt, 
| It riſes to our Count y's love at laſt; 
And he, with F'b'ral and enlarged mind, 


Who loves his Country, cannot hate mankind. 

F. Friend as you would appear to Common Senſe, 
Tell me, or think no more of a defence, 
Is it a proof of love by choice to run 


P. Cin the ſon, 
(Shame, ſhame, on all ſuch fins) with ruthleſ⸗ 


| eye, 
And bert more patient than the flint, ſtand by, 


And ome rufſin, from all ſhame divorc'd, 

Il virtue, ſee his honour'd mother forc'd ! 

Then, no, by Him that made me, not c'en then, 
| Could I with patience, by the wort of men, 
Behold my Country plunder'd, beggar'd. loſt 


Beyond | redempri ion, all her glories erf d 


E'en when occafion made them ripe, her me 
Fled lilze a dream, while ſhe awakes to ſhame. 
F. Is it not more the office of a friend, 
The office of apatron, to defend 

Her finking Rate, than bately ty d-cline, 


| So great a cauſe, and jn deſpair refign ? 


P. Beyond my reach, alas! the grievance lies, 
And, whilit more able patriots doubt, ſhe dies. 
From a foul ſource, more deep than we ſuppoſe, 
Fataliy deep and dark, this grievance flows. 

"Tis not that Peace our glorious hopes defeats, 

Tis not the voice of Faclion in the ſtreets, 

is not a groſs attack on Freedom made, 

Tis not the arm of Privilege diſplay d 
Aga t the ſubject, whilſt ſhe wears no ſting 


| To diſappoint the purpoſe of a King; 


Theſe are no ills, or trifles, if compar'd 


| With thoſe, which are contriv'd, tho not declar d, 


Tell me, Philoſopher, is it a crime, 
To pry into the ſecret womb of Time; 


_ | Or, born in ignorance, muſt we deſpair 


To reach events, and read the future there? 


| Why, be it ſo—ſtill 'tis the right of mans 


Imparted by his Maker, where he can, 


| To former times and men his eye to caſt, 


And judge of what's to come, by what is paſt. 


Should there be found in ſome not diſtant yu | 


(O how I wiſh to beno prophet here), 


| Amongſt our Britiſh Lords ſhould there be found 


Some great in pow'r, in principles unſound, 


I Who look on Freedom with an evil-cye, 
In whom the ſprings of loyalty are dry; 


Who with to ſoar on wild Anibition's wings, 1 
Who hate the Commons, and who love not Kings; 
Who would divide the People and the Throne 


| Tofet up ſep' rate int'reſts of their own ; 


Who hate whatever aids their wholeſume growth, 


| And only join with, to deftroy them both; 


Should there be found ſuch men in after-times, 
May Heav'n in mercy to our grievous crimes 
Allot ſome milder vengeance, nor to them 
| And to their rage this wretched land condemn. 
Thou God above, on whom all States depend 
| Who knoweſt from the firſt their riſe and end, 
If there's a day matk'd in the Book of Fate 
When ruin muſt involve our equal State; 

When law, alas ! muſt beno more, ard we, 


To Freedom born, muſt be no longer free; 
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| Let not a mob of tyrants ſeize the helm, 
Not titled upitarts league to rob the realm: 
Let not, whatever other i115 aſſail, 
A damned Ariſtocracy prevail. 
It, al! too ſhort, our courſe of Freedom run, 
"Tis thy good pleaſure we ſhould be undone, 
I. et us, ſome comfort in our griefs to bring, 
Be ſlaves to one, and be that one a King. 
F. Poets, accuſtom's by their trade to feign, 
Ott ſubſtitute creations of the brain | 
For real ſubſtance, and, themſelves deceiv'd, 
Would have the fiction by mankind believ'd. 
Such is your caſe. But grant, to ſoothe your pride, 
That you know more than all the world beſide, 
Why de in hints, why make a moment's doubt? 
Reſolv'd, and like a man, at once ſpeak — 
Shew us our danger, tell us where it lies, 
And, to enſure our ſafety, make us wiſe. 
P. Rather than bear the pain of thought, fools 
ſtray; % 
The proud will rather loſe than aſk their way; 
To men of tenſe what needs it to unfold : 
And tell a tale which they muſt know untold ? 
In the Bad, int'rett warps the canker'd heart, 
The Good are hood-wink'd by the tricks of art; 
And whilſt arch, ſubtle hypocrites contrive 
Ta keep the flames of diſcontent alive, | 
Whilſt they, with arts to honeſt men unknown, 
Breed doubts between the People and the Throne, 
Making us tear, where Reaſon never yet 


 Allow'd one fear, or could one doubt admit, | 
As any politk'd Prince of Chriitian race. 


F. Could youy ataſk more hard than you foppſe 


hemſelves pats unſuſpected in diſguiſe, 
And 'giinſt our real _ ſeal our eyes. | 
. Mark them, and let their names recorded 
8 On Shame's black roll, and ſtink thro' all the land. 
P. That might lume cour ige, but no prudence bez 5 
No hurt to them, and jeopardy to me. 
F. Leave out their names. 


P. Forchat kind tion hake | 


7 rut may not Judges ſometimes fill up blanks ? 

F. Your Country's laws in doubt chen you reject ? 
P. The laws I love, the Lawyers I ſuſp ect: 
Amongſt twelve Judges may noc one be found, 

{On bare, bare poſſibility 1 ground | 

| "Chis whol-ſome doubt) who may enlarge, retrench, 
Create and uncreate, and from the bench, | 

Wich winks, ſmiles, nods, and ſuch like paltry * 

May work and worm into a Jury's hearts; | 
Or, battled there, may, turbulent of ſoul, | 
_ Cramp their high office, and their rights controul; 
Who may, tho“ Judge, turn Advocate at large, 

Aud deal replies out by the way of * N 
Making interpretation all the way, 

In ſpite of facts, his wicked will obey, 
And, leaving law without the leaſt . | 

May damn his conſciance to approve his ſenſe ? 

F. Whilſt, the true guardians of this charter'd 

land, 

ln full and perfect vigour, juries Rand, | 

A Judge in vain th.ll awe, cyole, perplex. 

F. Suppoſe I ſhould be tried in Middleſex ? 

F, To pack a Jury they will never dare. 

P. There's no occaſion to pack Juries there. 

F. Guinſt prejudice all arguments are weak, 
Reuion herſelf without effect muſt ſpeak. 

Fly then thy Country, like a coward fly, 
Renounce her int 0G and her law: def. 
| vol. VIII. 8 
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But why, bewitch'l, to India turn thy eyes? 

Cannot our T arope thy vaſt wrath ſuttice ? 

Cannot thy miſbegotten Muſe lay bare 

Her brawry arm, and play the butcher there ? | 
P. Thy counſel taken, what ſhuuld Satire do? 

Where could ſhe find an object that is new ? 

[hoſe travell'd youths, whom tender mothers wean, 

And ſend abroad to ſce and to be ſeen, 

With whom, left they ſhould fornicate, or — 

A Tutor's ſent, by way of a dry nurſe, 


| | Each of whom juſt enough of ſpirit bears, 


To ſhewour follies, and to bring home their e 
Have made all Europe's vices ſo well known, 
They ſeem almoſt as nat ral as our own. | 
F. Will India for thy purpoſe better do? 
P. In one reſpect at leaſt—there's ſomething new. 
F. A harmleſs people, in whom Nature ſpeaks 
Free and untinted 3 *mongſt whom Satire ſceks, 
But vainly ſeeks, ſo fimply plain their hearts, 
One boſom where to lodge her poiſon'd darts. 


Weigh'd and reſolv'd. hath Reaſon found it out? 
knowledge, nor by Reaſon taught, 
You have faith ev'ry where but where you ought. 


| india or Europe—What's there in a name ? 


Propenſity to vice in both the fame, 
Nature alike in both works for man's good, 
Alike in both by man himſelf wichitood. 
Nabobs, as well as thoſe who hunt them down, 
Deſerve a cord much better than a crown, 

And a Mogul can thron g as much vcbaſe 


Cou'd you, in ridicule whilſt Satire glows, _ 
Make all their follies to the life appear, | 


| "Tis ten to one you gain no cre.!*t here. 


| Howe'er w ell-drawn, the picture after all, 


1 


1 


In the lutt fleet, afford an ample field, 


Bec auie we know not the original, 


I Would not find favcur in the public eye. 
P. That, having your good leave, I mean to try, ; 


And if your obſervations +: Ii: g hold, 
If the piece ſhould be heavy, ene „ and cold, 
To makeit to the fide of Nature lean, 


| And, meaning nothing, ſomething ſeem to mean, 


To make the whole in lively culuurs glow, 


| Ta bring before us ſomethin; that we know, 


And from all honeſt men pp; 55 0 win, 
I'll groupe the Company, an! bu. chem in. 


b F. Be chat ungen rous Pad by mome ſappreſs „ 
Add not diſtreſs to thoſe too much diſt. .d. 

| Have they not, by blind zeal, miſled, laid bare 

| Thoſe force; which never might endure the air? 

| Have they not brought their mytteries ſo low, 
That what the viſe ſuſpeRr] not, fools know ? 

| From their firit riſe e en to the preſent hour, 


Have they not prov'd their own abuſe of pow'r 3 
Made ic impoſhble, it furly view'd, 

Ever to have that dang*cous pow'r reaew'd 3 
Whilit unſcdur'd by Minificrs, the Throne 


I Regard; our jaw; MA and knows its own ? 


P. Should ev'ry other ſubject chance to full, 
Thoſe who have ſail'd, and thoſe who wiſh to (al 


| wu muſt beyond my hopes a harveſt yield. 
- On ſuch vile toad Satire can never thrive. | 


| Þ She cannot ſtarve, If there was only Clive. 


FND OP TuT FAREWELL. 


P. From knov-ledge ſpeak you this, or doubt on doubt | 


-o- 


Lo keep expiring Honeſty alive) | 
Made rogues, all other hopes of fame deny'd, 


1 1 


time hath been, a boyiſh, bluſhing une, 
When modeſty was ſcarcely held a crime; 


EY the moſt wicked had ſome touch of grace, 


And trembled to meet Virtue face to face; 
When thoſe, who, in the cauſe of Sin grown grey, 


Had ſerv'd her without grudging day by = 


Were yet ſo weak an aukward ſhame to feel 


And ſtrove that glorious ſervice to conceal 3; 
We, better bred, and than our fires more wiſe, 

Such paltry narrowneſs of ſoul deſpiſe, | 
Io virtue ev 'ry mean pretence diſclaim, 

Lay bare ourcrimes, and glory in our ſhame. 

Time wa, ere Temperance had fled the realm; 5 
Fre luxury ſat guttling at the helm 


From meal to meal, without one moment's ſpace 
Reſerv'd for buſineſs, or allow'd for grace; 

Ere Vanity had ſo far conquer d Senſe 

To make us all wild rivals in expence, 
To make one fool ſtrive to outvie another, 
And every coxcomb dreſs againſt his brother ; 
Ere banith'4 Induttry had left our ſhores, 

And Labour was by Pride kick'd out of doors; 
Ere Idleneſs prevail'd ſole Queen in Courts, | 
Or only yielded to a rage for ſports ; | 


Ere each weak mind was with extern:ls c. mght, | 
And diſſipation held the place of thought; 
Tre gambling Lords in vice ſo far were gone 


To cog tlie die, and bid the fun Jook on; 


Fre a great nation not lets juſt thar tree, 


Was made a beggar bv economy 3 | 
Fre rugged honeſty was out of vogue, 


Ere F. uhion ſtampꝰ' d her ſanction on the rogue; 
Time was, that men had conſcience, that ny 


made 
Sc ruples to owe, what never als be paid. 
Was one then found, however high his name, 
So far above his fellows damn'd to ſhame, 
Who dar'd abuſe and falfify his truſt, 
Who, being great, yet dar'd to be unjuſt 3 


Shunn'd like a plague, or but at diſtance view d, 255 


He walk'd the crouded ſtreets in ſolitude, 


Vor could his rank, and ſtation in the land, 


Bribe one mean knave to take him by the hand. 
Juch rigid maxims O, might ſuch revive 


Not juſt thro? principle, but juſt thro' pride. 
Our times, more poluh'd, wear a diff rent face 3 


i>.bts are an honour; pay ment a difgrace. 
Alen of weak winds, high-plac'd on Folly's liſt, 


May gravely tell us trade cannot ſubſiſt, 
Nor all thaſe thouſands who' re in trade employ'd, 
If faich *twixt man and man is once deſtroy'd. 


_ Why—be it lo—Wem that point accord ; 
But what is trade and tradeſmen to a Lord? 


Faber, from day to day, from year to year 
Hath had the cries of tradeſmen in his ear, 
Of tradeſmen by his villainy betray'd, 


And 13 vainly ſee irg juſtice, bankrupts made. 
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What ie't to Faber? Lordly as before, 
He ſits at eaſe, and lives to ruin more. 
Fix'd at his door, as motionleſs as ſtone, 


| Begging, but only begging for their own, 


Unheard they ſand, or only heard by thoſe, 
Thoſe ſlaves in livery, who only mock their woc 
What is't to Faber? He continues great, 

Lives on in grandeur, and runs out in ſtate. 


The helpleſs widow, wrung with deep deſpair 


In bitterneſs of ſoul, pours forth her pray'r, 
Hugging her ſtarving babes with ſtreaming eyes, 


And calls down vengeance, vengeance from 
ſkies. 


What is't to Faber? He ſtands ſafe and clear, 
Heav'n can commence no legal action here, 
And on his breaſt a mighty plate he wears, 


IA plate more firm than triple braſs, which bears 


The name of Privilege gainit vulgar awe ; 
He feels no Conſcience, and he fears no Law. 

Nor think, acquainted with ſmall knaves alone, 
| Who have not ſhame oucliv'd, and grace outgrown, 
The great world hidden from thy reptile view, 

That on ſuch men, to whom contempt is due, 
| Contempt ſhall fall, and their vile author's name 
Recorded ſtand thro” all the Land of Shame. 
No—to his porch, like Perſians to the ſun, 
Behold contending crowds of courtiers run 
See, to his aid what noble troops advance, 


| All ſworn to keep his crimes in countenance. 


Nor wonder at it. They partake the charge, | 
| As ſmall their CT and their debts as large 

Propp'd by ſuch clients, and without controul | 
From all that's honeſt in the human ſoul, _ 


In grandeur mean, with inſolence unjuſt, 


5 Whiltt none but knares Can praiſe, and fols wil. | 


truſt, 
Careſs'd and courted, Faber ſeems to ſtand 
A mighty pillar in a guilty land, 
And (a fad truth to which luccceding times 
Will ſcarce give credit, when tis told in rime>} 
Did not ſtrict Honour with a jealous eye 
Watch round the Throne, did not true Piety 


_ | (Who, link'd with Honour, for ch. nobleſt endes 
| Ranks none but honeſt men amongſt her friends 


| Forbids us to be cruſh'd with ſuch a weight, 
He might in time be Minifter of State. | 
| But why enlarge I on ſuch petty crimes? 


: They might have thock's the faith of former time: · 


But now are held as nothing. We begin | 
Where our fires ended, and improve in fin, 


| Rack our invention, and leave nothing new 


In vice and folly for our ſons to do. 
Nor deem this cenſure hard; there's not a place 


| Moft conſecrate to purpoſes of grace, 


| Which Vice hath not polluted ; none fo high, | 


| But with bold pinion the hath dard to fly, 


And build there for her pleaſure ; none ſo low, 
| But the hath crept into it; made it know, _ 


| | And feel her puw'r ; in courts, in camps ſhe reg: 


Oer ſober citizens, and ſimple fwains ; | 
E'en in our temples ſhe hath fix'd her thrane, 
wind *bove God's holy altars plac'd her own. 

| More to increaſe the horror of our State, 


| To make her empire laſting as tis great, 


To make us in full - grown perfection feel 
Curſes which ncither Art nor Time can heal, 
All ſhame diſcarded, all remains of pride, 


A — its < crown' as and eee by lah ide > ; 
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— who gleans out of the human mind 
Thoſe few good feeds which Vice had left behind, 
'Choſe ſeeds which might in time to virtue tend, 
And leaves the ſoul without a pow 'r to mend; 
Meannefs, at fight of whom, with brave diſdain 
The breaſt of Manhood ſwells, but ſwells in vain, 
Before whom Honour makes a forc'd retreat, 
And Freedom is compell'd to quit her feat 3 
Meanneſs which, like that mark by bloody Cain 
Borne in his forehead for a brother ſlain, Ds 
God, in his great and all-ſubduing rage, 
Ordains the ſtanding mark of this vile age. 
'The venal hero trucks his fame for gold, 
The patriot's virtue for a place is fold, 
The ſtateſman bargains for his Country's ſhame, 
And for preferment prieſts their God diſclaim. _ 
Worn out with luſt, her day of l:t:h'ry o'er, 
The mother trains the daughter which the bore 
In her own paths; the father aids the plan, 
And, when the innocent is ripe for man, 
| Sells her to ſome old letcher for a wife, 
And makes her an adultereſs for life, 
Or in the Papers bids his name 5 
And advertiſes for a L 
Huſband and wife (whom Av' rice muſt applaud) 
Agree to fave the charge of pimp and bad; 
Theſe parts they play themſelves, a frugal pair, 
And ſhare the infamy, the gain to ſhare ; 
Well-pleas'd to find, when they the profits tell, 
That they have play d the whore and rogue fo well. 
Nor are theſe things (which might imply a — 
Of ſhame ſtill left) tranſacted in the dark. | 
Noto the public they are open laid, 
And carried on like any other trade. 
| Scorning to mince damnation, and too proud 
Lo work the works of darkneſs in a cloud, 
In fulleſt vigour Vice maintains her ſway ; 
Free are her marts, and open at noon-day. 
Meanneſs, now wed to „ no more 
In darkneſs fkulks, and trembles, as of yore, 
When the light breales upon her coward eye; 
| Boldly ſhe falls on earth, and tothe ſry — 
Lifts her proud head, nor fears left time abate, 
And turn her huſband's love to canker'd hate, 
Since Fate, to make them more ſincerely one, 


Hath crown'd their loves with Montague their ſon; 


A fon ſo like his dam, fo like his fire, 
With all the mother's craft, the father $ fie, | 
An image ſo expreſs in every part, | 
So like in all bad qualities of heart, 
"That, had they fifty children, he alone 
Would ftand as heir apparent to the throne. 
With our own ifland vices not content, 
We rob our neighbours on the continent, 
Dance Europe round, and viſit ev'ry Court, 
Jo ape their follies and their crimes import. 
To diff rent lands for diff rent fins we roam, 
5 And, richly freighted, bring our Cargo home, 
Nobly induſtrious to make vice appear 
In her full tate, and perfect only here. 
To Holland, where Politeneſs ever reigns, 
Where primitive Sincerity remains, 
And makes a ſtand, where Freedom in her cal \ 
Flath left her name, tho? ſhe hath loft her force 
In that, as other lands, where ſimple Trade 
Was never in the garb of Fraud array dl, 
Where Av' rice never dar'd to ſhew his head, 
Where, like a ſmiling cherub, Mercy, led 


- th 


4 
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By Rea ſon, bleſſes the iueet- bloo. led race, 

And Cruelty could never find a ploce, 

To Holland for that Charity we rom, 

Which happily begins and ends at home. 

France, in return for peace and pow'r reſtor'd, 
For all thoſe countries, which the hero's ſword 


| Unprofitably purchas'd, idly thrown 


Into her lap, and made once more her on; 
France hath afforded large and rich ſupplies 


Of vanities full-trimm'd, of paliſh'd lies, 


Or ſoothing flatteries, which thro” the cars 


| Steal to and melt the heart of laviſh fears 
| Which break the ſpirit, and of abject fraud — 


| For which, alas ! we need not ſend abroad. 
Spain gives us pride—which Spain to all the earth | 
May largely give, nor fear herſelf a dearth— 
Gives us that jealouſy, which, born of fear 
And mean diſtruſt, grows not by nature here— 
Gives us that ſuperſtition, which pretends 
By the worſt means to ſorve the bet of ende— 
hat eruclty, which, ſtranger to the brave, 
Dwells only with the coward, and the ſlave; 
That cruelty, which led her chriſtian band 
| With more than ſavage rage o'er ſav age lande, 
Bade her without remorſe whole countries thin, 
| And hold of nought but mercy as a fin. 
India, nurſe of ev'ry ſofter art, 
Who, feigning to refine, unmans the N 


I Who lay« the realms of Senſe and Virtuc v. 


| Who mar: whilſt ſhe pretends to mend our — 
Italia, to compleat and crown our ſname. 
Sends us a fiend, and Legion is his name. 
{The farce of greatneis without being great, 


pride without pow'r, titles without eſtate, 
| Souls without vigour, bodies without torct, 
_ | Hate without cauſe, revenge without remori:, 


Dark mean revenge, murder without defence, 
2 without love, ſound without ſenſe, 
Mirth without humour, without wit grimace, 
Faith without reaſon, goſpel without grace, 
Zeal without knowledge, without nature art, 
Men without manheod, women without — 
Half- men, who, dry and pithlefs, arc t bart'd 


a 


From man's beſt joy no ſooner made than mar 4 


Hal- men, whom many a rich and nabe dame, 

To ſerve her luſt, and yet ſecure her fan: r, 

Keeps on high diet, as we capons feedg 

To glut our appetites at laſt decreed, 

Wimen, who dance in poſtures ſo obſcene, 

They might awaken ſhame in Aretine ; 

Who, when retir'd from the day's piercing i'ght, 
They celebrate the myſteries of night, 

Might make the Muſes, in a corner plac'd. 

To view their monſtrous haits, deem. Sappho chaſte 5 
Theſe, and a thouſand follies rank as theſe, | 
A thouſand faults, ten thouſand fools, who ple ite | 


Our pall'd and fick!y taſte, ten thouſand knave-, 


| Who ſerve our foes as ſpies, and us as ſlaves, 

Who by degrees, and unperceiv'd, prepare 

Our necks for chains which they already wear, 

Madly we entertain, at the expence 

Of Fame, of Virtue, Taſte, and Common Sende. 
Nor ſtop we here — the ſott luxurious Eat, 

Where man, his ſoul degraded „from the "HP 

In nothing diff rent but in ſhape we view, 

They walk on four legs, and he walks on two. 

| Attracts out eye; and flowing from that ſource, 

oe of he blackeſt character, fin» worſe | 


2. 
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Than all her plague*, which truly to unfold 
Would make the beit blood in — veins run cold, 
And ftrik- all manhood dead, which but to name 
Would call ut u my cheeks the marks of ſhame ; 
Sins, if ſucl. cm be, which ſhut out grace, 
Which for the gut!: !rave no hope, no place 
E' en in God's mercy, ſius gainſt Nature's plan 
Poffef:, the land at large, ard man for man 

Burn in ti: fires, which He] alone could raiſe 


To make him more than d.:mn'd, which, in the 


days 
or puniſhment, when guilt becomes her prey, 
With all her tortures ſhe can ſcarce repay. 


Be grace mut ou be mercy deaf, let God 
With anfold terru. arm that dreadful nod : 
Which ſpeaks them loſt, and ſentenc'd to deſparr 3 
Diſtending wide her jaws, let Hell prepare 

For thoſe who thus offend amongſt mankind, 

A fire more fierce, and tortures more refin'd ; 


On earth, which groans beneath their monſtrous | 


weight, 
On earth, alas! they meet a diff rent fate 
And whillt the law:, falſe grace, falſe mercy ſhewn, 
Are taught to wear a ſoftneſs not theirown, | 
_ + Men, — the beaſts would ſpurn, ſhould they ap- 


Amongſt the honeſt herd, find refuge here. 
No longer by vain fear or ſhame controul d, 
From long, too long ſecurity grown bold, 
- Mocking rebuke, they brave it invur ſtreets, 
And Lumley e en at noon his miſtreſs meets: 
So public in their crimes, ſo daring ;;uwn, 
They almoſt take a pride to have them known ; 
And each unnat'ral villain ſcarce endures 
To make a ſecret of his vile amours. 
Go where we will, at ev'ry time and place, 
Sodom confronts, and ſtares us in the face; 
They ply in public at cur very doors, gs 
And take the bread irom niuch more honeſt whores. 
Thoſe who are mean high paramours ſecure, _ 
And the rich guilty { we. a the guilty poor; 
The fin too proud to cel from reafon awe, 
Ani thoſe whs : >raCtiſe it too great for law. 
Mieman, tile pic and happineſs of Man, 
W i:hout whoie fofi endearments Nature's plan 


Had been a blank, and Life not worth a thought; 


 Weiman, by all the Loves and Graces taught, 
With ſofteſt arts, and ſure, tho” hidden ſkill, 
To humanize, and mould us to her will; 
 H:man, with more than common grace form 'd here, 
With the perſuaſive language of a tear 
To melt the rugged temper ot our iſle, 
Or win us to her purpaſe with a ſmile ; 
 Wiman, by fate the quickeſt ſpur decreed, 
The faireſt, beſt reward of ev ry deed FO 
Which bears the ſtamp of honour ; at whoſe name 
Our ancient heroes caught a quicker flame, 
And dar'd beyond belief, whilſt o'er the plain, 
Spurning the carcaſes of Princes (lain, 
Confuſion proudly ſtrade, whilſt Horror blew _ 
The fatal trump, and Death ſtalk d full in view 
Woman is out of date, a thing thrown by 
As having loſt its uſe ; no more the eys = 
With female beauty caught, in wild amaze, 
Gazes entranc d, and could for ever gaze; 
No more the heart, that ſeat where love reſides, 
Ech hycath drawn quick and ſhort, in fuller tides 


" — 


Life poſting o tic veins, each pulſe on fire, 
And the whole body tingling with deſire, 
Pants tor thoſe charms, which Virtuc might eng :ge 
To break bis vow, and thawte froſt of Age, 
| 2idviag each tren bling nerve, each muſcle ſtrain, 
And giving pleaſure which is almoſt pain. 
Women are kept for nothing but the breed; 
For ple-i:-c we muſt have a Ganymede 3 
3 dne, ireſh Hylas, a delicious boy, Es 
27 ve our purpoſes of beaſtly j _ 
Faireſt of nymphs where ev'ry nymph is fairy 


| Whom Nature form'd with more than aca, : 


With more than common care whom Art improv'd, 
And both declar'd moſt worthy to be lov'd, 


neglected wanders, whilit a croud | 
Purſue, and conſecrate the ſteps 


She, hapleſs maid, bornin a wretched 3 Iv 
Waſtes Life's gay prime in vain, like ſome be. 
| flow'r, | 


Sweet in its RY and lively in its hue, 
Which withers on the ſtalk from whence it grew, 
And dies uncropp d; 3 whilſt he, admir d, careſs d, 
| Belov'd, and ev'ry where a welcome gueſt, 5 
With brutes of rank and fortune plays the whore, 
For th's unnat' ral luſt a common ſewer. | 

Dine with Apicius—at his ſumptuous board 
Find All the world of dainties can afford 
And yet (fo much diftemper'd ſpirits pall 
The ſickly appetite (amidſt them all 
| Apicius finds no joy, but, whilſt he carves 


| For ev'ry gueſt, the landlord fits and ſtarves. 


The foreſt haunch, fine fat, in flavour high, ; 


Kept toa moment, ſmokes before his eye, 
| But ſmokes in vain ; his heedleſs eye runs o'er 
| And loaths what he had deified before; 

| The turtle, of a great and glorious ſize, 


Worth its own weight in gold, a mighty prize 

For which a man of taſte all riſques would run, | 

Itſelf a feaſt, and ev'ry diſh in one; 

The turtle in luxurious pomp comes in, 

Kept, kill'd, cut up, prepar WS: and dreſs d by 
| Quin: 

In vain it comes, in vain lies full in view y 

| As Quin hath dreſs'd it, he may eat it too, 
Apicius cannot.——W hen the glaſs goes round, 
Wuick-circling, and the roof with mirth reſound, 

r he fits, and ſilent—All alone | 


| Tho' in a croud, and to himſelf ſcarce known, | 
| On grief he feeds, nor friends can cure, nor wins 


Suſpend his cares, and make him ceaſe to pine. 
Why mourns Apicius thus? Why runs his eye, 
Heedleſs, o'er deli cates, which from the ſky 


= Might call down Jove ? where now his Fes 


wün, bi 

That, to invent a new and better diſh, | 

The world might burn, and all mankind 2 
So he might roaſt a Phenix at the fire ? 

Why ſwims that eye in tears, which, thro' ae 

Of fixty years, never ſhew d one ſign of | 

Why feels that heart, which never felt before > 
Why doth that pamper'd glutton eat no more, 

Who only liv'd to eat, his ſtomach pall'd, 

And drown'd in floods of ſorrow ? Hath Fate call'd 

His father from the grave to ſecond life ? 

Hath Clodius on his hands return'd his wife ; 

Or hath the law, by ſtricteſt juſtice taught, 

pm him to reſtore the dower the brought? 


= 3 aa 
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Hath ſome bold i cred] tor againſt his will 
Brought i in, and forc d him to diſcharge a bill, 
Where eating had no ſhare ? Hath ſome vain wench 
Run out his wealth, and forc'd him to retrench ? 
Hath any rival glutton got the ftart, 
And beat him in his own luxurious art; 
\ Bought cates for which Apicius could not pay, 
Or dreſt old dainties in a newer way P 
Hath his cook, worthy to be flain with rods, 
Fpail'd a diſh fit to entert un the gods; 
Or hath ſome varlet, croſs'd by cruel fate, 
Thr:-wn down the price of empires in a plate? 
None, none of theſe—his ſervants all are try'd, 

So ſure they walk on ice, and never ſſide; 
His cook, an acquiſition made in France, 
Might put a Chlo- out of countenance, 
Nor, tho' old Helles ſtill maintains his ſtand, 
Hath he one rival glutum in the land; . 
Women are all the objects of his hate, 
His debts »rc all unpaid, and yet his ſtate 

In full ſecurity and triumph held, 
| Ualeſ* for once a knave iliould be expell'd 3 

His wife is ſtill a whore, and in his pow'r, 
The wor en gone, he uns the dow'r; 
Sound in the grave (thanks 7, his as Cre 
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5 een to thyſelf the horrors of arge, 


Molt ſtrongly paint, and, whilſt thou em'ſty 
eſcape 3 | 

Mind not his promiſes—they're made in ſport— 

Made to be broke Was he nut bred at Court? 

Truſt nat his honour, he's a man of birth; 

| Art-nd not o his oath they re made on earth, 

Not regiſter'd in He2w'n-—he mocks at grace, 

| An in his creed God never found a place— 

Loo not for Conſcience—for he knows her nat. 

| Su long a ſtranger, ſhe is quite forgot. 

Nor think thy ſelf in law ſecure and firm 

Thy maſter is a Lord, and thou a worm, 

A poor mean rentile, never meant to think, 

| Who, being well ſuppiied with meat and drink, 

And ſuffer'd juſt to crawl from place to place, 

Mutt ſerve his lufts, and think he docs thee grace. 
Fly, then, whilit yet * in thy pow'r to ly : 

Rut whither can'ſt thou go? on whom rely 

For wiſh'd protection? V:rtuc's ſure to meet 

Anarm'd hoit of fors in ev'ry ſtreet. 

What boots it, of Apicius (*arful grown, 

Henwlong to fly into the ums of Stone? 

Or why take refuge in the houſe of pray'r, 

If ſure to meet with an Apicins there ? 


Which mix'd the draught, and kindly ſent him rſt not old age, which will thy faith dnn 


there) 


His father 3 and, till the 1iſt trump ſhake 
The corners of the earth, nall not awake. 


Whence flows this ſorrow then ? Behind the chile | 


Did'ſt thou not ſec, deck'd with a fol. ure, 


Which on his bare breaſt gli” ring play d, and grac d}*C zainſt common: place H 


With nicett ornaments, a ſtripling plac d, 
A ſmoath, ſmug, *tripling, 1. life's i uireſt prime ? 
| Did'ſt chou not n. ind o, how from time to time 


All other dainties, thithcr urn'd Vis eyes ? 
How he ſeem'd inly to r-pro. a ev. il, 

Who ſtrove his fix'd attr . + to recall, 25 
And how he wiſh'd, een at the tim- of grace, 
Like nus, to have had a double face ? | 
Eis cauſe of grief behold in tha: fair boy 3 . 

Avicius dotes, and Corydon is coy. 


Vain and unthinking ſtripling i When che glaſs 


| Meets thy too curious eye, and, as you paſs, 
 Flatt'ring, preſents in ſmiles thy image there, 


Blame their large bounties, and with reaſon blame; 
_ Curſe, curſe thy beauty, for it leads to ſhame. 
When thy hot Lord, to work thee to his end, 
Bids ſhow'rs of gold into thy breaſt deſcend, 
Suſpect his gifts, nor the vile giver truſt; 


They're baits for virtue, and ſmell firong of luft i 


On thoſe gay, gaudy trappings which adorn 
The temple of thy body, loolc with ſcorn, 
View them with horror; they pollution mean, 

And deepett ruin + thou haſt often ſeen, | 

From mongſt the herd, the faireſt and the beſt 

Carefully fingled out, and richly dreſt, 
Wich grandeur mock*d, for ſacrifice decreed, 
Only in greater pomp at laſt to bleed. 

Be warn'd in time, the threaten'd danger ſhun, 
To ſtay a moment is to be undone. 

What tho', temptation proof, thy virtue ſhine, 
Nor bribes can move, nor arts can undermine, 
All other methods failing, one reſource 

II till behind, and thou muſt vicld to force. 


Ne »t Socrates is (till a goat tho” gray; 

1 ruſt not green youth 5 Florio will ſcarce go down 
And, at cighteen, hath ſurfeited the town; 
tuſt nat to r * de. las! "tis all pretence 
i hey take up- vf only as a fence | | 
in thywews 
ie keeps one whore as Barrowby kept two; 

Truſt not to marriage 1 —— took a wife, 
| Who chaſte as Dian might have paſs'd her lifes 


| Had ſhe rot, fir more prudent in her aim, 


| A propayite the honours of his name, 

And fave expiring titles) taken care Y 
Without his 2m. 'viedge to provide an heir; 

Pruſt not to marriage, in mankind unrcad; 

S——" a married man, and S——ncw wed. ; 

Would ' ſt thou be fate ? Society forſwear, 

Fly to the deſart, and ſeek ſhelter there, | 
Herd with the brutes—they follow Nature's plan— 

| There's not one brute ſo dangerous as man Ne 


In Afric's wilds—"'mongſt them that refuge end, 
Why doſt thou bleſs the gods, who made thee fair? 


| Which luſt denies thee here among mankind ;_ 

| Renounce thy name, thy nature, and no more 

Pique thy vain pride on manhood ; on all four 

Wall, as you ſce thoſe honeſt creatures do, 

And quite: forget that once yon walk'd on twa, 
| But if the thoughts of ſolitude alarm, 

And fociul life hath one remaining charm, 

If ſtill thou art to jeopardy decreed 

| Amongit the monſters of Auguſta's breed, 

Lay by thy ſex, thy ſafety to procure 3 

Put off the man, from men to live ſecure 

Go forth a woman to the public view, 


I And with their garb aſſume their manners tao. 


Had the light-facted Greek of Chiron's ſchoct 
Been wiſe enough to keep this fingle rule, 

The maudlin hero, Ike a puling boy 

| Robb'd of his play- thing on the plains of Troy 
Had never blubber'd at Patroclus' tomb, 

And plac'd his minion in his miſtreſs* room, 
Be not in this than catamĩte more nice, 

Do that fer virtue, which they do for vice. 


| | Andev'ry one of them may die a nun, | 


When a man- child is born; thinks ev'ry pray'r 
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Thus ſhalt thou paſs untainted life's gay bloom, 

Thus ftand uncourted in the drawing-room, 

At midnight thus, untempted, walk the ſtreet, 

And run no danger but of being beat. 
Where is the mother, whoſe officious zeal 

Diſcreetly judging what her daughters feel 

By what ſhe felt herſelf in days of yore, 

Againſt that letcher Man makes faſt the door? 

Who nut permits, een for the ſake of pray'r, 

A prieſt, uncaſtrated, to enter there, 

Nor (could her wiſhes and her care prevail) 

Would ſuffer in the houſe a fly that's male ? 

Let her diſcharge her cares, throw wide her doors, 

Her daughters cannot, if they would, be whores ; 

Nor can a man be found, as times now go, 

Who thinks it worth his while to make them ſo. 
Tho? they more freſh, more lively than the morn, 

And brighter than the noon-day fun, adorn | 

The works of Nature; tho” the mother's grace 

Revives, improv'd, in every daughter's face; 

ndiſciplin'd in dull Diſcretion's rules, 
Untaught, and undebauch'd by boarding-ſchools, 

Free and unguarded, let them range the town, 

Go torth at random, and run Pleaſure down, 

Start where ſhe will, diſcard all taint of fear, 

Nor think of danger, when no danger's near. 
Watch not their ſteps—They're ſafe without "Op 

| care, 

Unleſs, like j jennets, they conceive by air, 


YO 


_ Tntefs they breed, like Carrion, in the ſun. 

| Men, dead to pleaſure, as they*re dead to grace, 

Ag ünſt the law of Nature ſet their fice, 

The grand primæval law, and ſeem combind 

Jo ſtup the propagation of mankind ; 

Vile Pathicks read the Marriage ac with kde, 

And fancy that the Law is on their fide. = 
Broke down, and ſtrength a ſtranger to his bed, | 

Old — tho? yet alive, is dead; Ny 


No longer bleſt with a — ſmile 

— is at P diſgrac'd, 

And M grown gray, perforce grows chaſte 3 3 
Nor, to the credit of our modeſt race, c 
Riſes one ſtallion to ſupply their place. 

A maidenhead, which, twenty years ago, 
ln mid December the rank fly would blow . 
Tho" cloſely kept, now, when the Dog-Star's heat 

_ Enflames the marrow in the very fireer, 

 Maylie untouch'd, left tor the worms, by thoſe 
Who daintily paſs by, and hold their noſe. 
Poor, plain Concupiſcence is in diſgrace, 

And ſimple Letch'ry dares not ſhew her face, 
l. eit ſhe be ſent to Bridewell : bankrupts made, 
Lo fave their fortunes, bawds leave off that trade, 


Which firſt had left off them; to Wellcloſe Square 

Fine, _— young trumpets (for Err 
there) 

Throng for ſubfiſtence; pimps no longer thrive, | 


And penſions only keep L—— alive. 
Where is the mother, who thinks all her pain, 
And all her jeopardy of travail, gain, 


Paid to the full, and i in an heir? 

Short - ſighted woman ! little doth the know 

What ſtreams of ſorrow from that ſource may flow 3 ; 
Little ſuſpect, while ſhe ſurveys her boy, 

Her young Narciſſus, with an eya of joy 
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| Too full for continence, that Fate could give 
Her darling as a curſe ; that ſhe may live, 
Ere ſixteen winters their ſhort courſe have runs 
In — of ſoul, to curſe that ſon. 
Pray then for daughters, ye wiſe mothers, pray 3 $ 
They ſhall reward your love, not make you gray 


| Before your time with ſorrow they ſhall give 


Ages of peace and comfort, whilR ye live 

Make life moſt truly worth your care, and ſave, 

In ſpite of death, your mem'ries from the grave. 

T9008 with more than manly vigour 

u ght, 

That fortitude of ſoul, that ſtretch of thought, 

That genius, great beyond the narrow bound 

Of earth's low walk, that judgment perfect ſound 

When wanted moſt, that purity of taſte 

Which Critics mention by the name of Chaſte 

Adorn'd with elegance, that eaſy flow 

Of ready wit which never made a foe, 

That face, that form, that dignity, that eaſe, 


| Thoſe pow'rs of pleaſing, with that will to pleaſe, 


By which Lepel, when in her youthful days, 
E'en from the currriſh Pope extorted praiſe, 
We ſee, tranſmitted, in her daughter ſhine, 


| And view a new Lepet in Caroline. 
| Ts a fon born into this world of woe? 


In never - ceaſing ſtreams let ſorrow flow; 

Pe from that hour the houſe with ſables dung 
Let lamentations dwell upon thy tongue, 

Een from the moment that he firſt began 

To wail and whine ; let him not fee a man; 
Lock, lock him up, far from the public eye, 
Give him no to buy, 

Or to be bought: , tho” rich, was fold, 


| And gave his body up to ſhame for gold. 


Let it be bruited all about the town, 
That he is coarſe, indelicate and brown, 
An antidote to luſt, his face deep ſcarr'd 5 


With the ſmall - por, his body maim'd and marr d, 


I Eat up with the King's-evil, and his blood, 


Tainted throughout, a thick and putrid flood, | 
Where dwells Corruption, making him all o'er, 
From head to font, a rank and running fore. 
Should'ſt thou report him as by Nature made, 

| Heis undone, and by thy praiſe betray'd ; 


I Give him out fair, letchers in number more, 
| More brutal and more fierce, *** 


or Leet 


door 

in Sodom, ſhall to thine repair, 

And force a paſſage, tho' a God is there. 
E | 

Where Lords are baffled, ſervants oft | 

dome vices they propoſe, to all agree; _ 

was guilty, but was M free? 
Give him no tutor—throw him to a punk, = 

| Rather than truſt his morals to a monk— EEE 

Monks we all know we, who have liv'd at home, 

| From fair report, and travellers, who roam, 


| More feelingly—nor truſt him to the gown, 
1 'Tis oft a covering i | 


| For baſe deſigns ; ourſelves have liv'd to ſes 


in this vile town 


More than one parſon in the pillory. 
Should he have brothers, (image to thy view 
A ſcene, which, tho' not public made, is true) 


Let not one brother be to t other known, 


Nor let his father ſit with him alone. | 
Be all his ſervants female, young, and fair ; 


1 And if the = of Nature ſpur thy heir 
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To deeds of venery, if, hot and wid, 
He chance to get ſome ſcore of maids with child, 
Chide, but forgive him; whoredom is a crime, 
Which, more at this than any other time, 
Calls for indulgence, and, mongſt ſuch a race, 
To have a baſtard is ſome ſign of grace. 

Born in ſuch times, ſhould I fit tamely down, 
Suppreſs my rage, and ſ unter thro the town 


As one who knew not, or who ſhar'd theſe crimes? | 


Should I at leſſer evils point my rimes, 

And let this giant ſin, in the full eye 

Ot obſervation, paſs unwounded by? 
Tho' our meek wives, paſſive * taught, 
Patiently bear thoſe wrongs for which they ought, 
With the brave ſpirit of their dams poſſeſs d, 

To plant a dagger in each huſband's breaſt, 
To cut off male increaſe from this fair iſle, 
And turn our Thames into another Nile; 

Tho', on his Sunday, the ſmug pulpitaer, 
Loud gainſt all other crimes, is ſilent here, 

And thinks himſelf abſolv's, in the pretence 
Of decency, which meant for the defence 

Ot real Virtue, and to raiſe her price, 
Becomes an agent for the cauſe of Vice; 
Tho' the Law ſleeps, and thro? the care they take 
To drug her well, may never more awake; 
Born in ſuch times, nor with that patience curſt 
Which ſaints may boaſt of, I muit ſpeak, vr burſt. 
But it, too eager in my bold career. 
Faply I wound the nice and chaſter ear, 

If all unguarded, all too rude, I ſpeak, 

And call up bluthes in the maiden's cheek, 
Forgive, ye fair—my real motives view 
And to forgiveneſs add your praiſes too. 

For you I write—nor wiſh a better plan, 
The cauſe of Woman is moſt worthy Man— 
For you I ſtill will write, nor hold my hand, 
Whilſt there's one ſlave of Sodom in the land. 
| Let them fly far, and ſkulk from place to place, 

Not daring to meet manhood face to face, 
Their ſteps I'Il track, nor yield them one retreat 
Where they may hide their heads, or reſt their feet, 
Til God in wrath ſhall let his vengeance fall, 
And make a great example of them all, 
| Bidding in one grand pile this town expire, 
Her tow'rs in duſt, her Thames a lake of ſire; 


Or they ( muſt worth our wiſh) convinc'd, tho le, 


Of their paſt crimes, and dangerous eſtate, 
Pardon of women with repentance buy, 
Ard learn to honour them, as much as I. 


END OF THE TIMES. 


APPY the Bard (tho' few ſuch Burd: we find) 
Who, bove controulment, dares to rea his | 
| mind ; 
Dares unabaſh'd, in ev'ry place appear, 
And nothing fe:rs, but what he ought to fear. 
Him Faſhion cannot tempt, him abject Need 
Cannat compel, him Pride cannot miflzal = 


Tim they, diſdaining Nature's vulgar made, 


* Thantef: he 
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To be the ſlave of 3 to ſtrike ſul. 
When, ſweeping onward wirh her peacock's tail, 
Quality, in full plumage, paſſes by ; 

He views her with a fix'd, contemptuous eye, 
And mocks the puppet, keeps his own duc Nate, 
And is above converling with the great. 

Perith thoſe flivez, thole minions of the quill, 

Who heve conſpir'd to ſeize that ſacred hill | 
Where the Nine Siſters pour a genuine ſtrain, 
And ſunk the mountain level with the plain; 
Who, with mean, private views, and ſervile art, 
No ſpark of virtue living in their heart, 5 
Have baſely turn'd apoſtates, have debas d 
Their dignity of office, have diſgrac d, 
Like Eli's ſons, the altars where they ſt ind, 
And caus'd their names to ſtink thro? all the land, 
Have ſtoop'd to proftitute their venal pen FD 
For the ſupport of great but guilty men, 


| Have made the Bard, of their own vile accord, 
| Interior to that thing we call a Lard. 


What is a Lord ? Doth that plain imple word 
Contain ſome magic ſpell? As ſoon „. heard, 
Like an alarum-bell on Night's dull car, 

Doth it ftrike louder, and more ſtrong appear 
'Than other words ? Whether we will or no, 
Thro' Reaſon's Court doth it unqueſtion'd g 
Een on the mention, and of courſe tranſmit 
Notions of ſomething excellent, of wit 

| Pleafing tho? keen, of humour free tho” chaſte, 
of ſterling genius with ſound judgment grac'd, 
Of virtue far above temptation's reach, 


I And honour which not malice can impeach > 


Y prize | | 
I The bleflings ſhe beftow'd. —She gave them Der | 


1 they could ſer— fle gave them tary! 


Believe it not—'twas Nature's firſt intent, 
| Before their rank became their puniſhment, 
| They ſhould have paſs'd for men, aur Vu 4 t 


bee | 
heard— 
The inſtrument; of ſtirring, and the tiere? 


| | Like us, they were deſign d to eat, to drale, 
To talk, and (ev'ry now and then) to think : 


Till they, by pride corrupted, fur the fake 
Of ſingularity, difclaim'd that mae; 


Flew off, and ſtruck into another road, | 

More fitting Quality, and to our view 

Came forth a 1pecics altogether new, 

Something we had nat known, am could not t Kaos „ 


Like nothing of God's making here below; 


Nuture excluim'd with wonder Landi arc I ing : 


Which, never made by me, were made by King: 


A Load (nor let the honeſt and the brave 


| Th: tr ue, old noble with the fool and kn re 


Here raix hiz fame; curſt be that thought of i 


I Which wich a B— und F— ſhould Grafion j join, 


A Lord (nor kerc let cenſure raſl. !, C1 
My jult contempt or ſome, wbutc of all 


: j And as of late, when Sodom wits my 8 Tm, 


Slander my purpolæ, and my Muſc blaſpl. zn, 
Becaulſe ine {tops not, rapid i in har ſong, 

To m ke exceptions as the goes along, 

Tho? well ſhe hopes to find, another Vers 

A whole Minority exceptions here} 

| A mere, mer: Lird, with nothing but the nate, 
Wealth all his worth, and title all his fame, | 
Lives on another man; himfe!t a blank, 

: Hur, or Nan Sore gragfre thang 


{ 


And could not help it; by chance hitler ſents 
And only deities by accident. 
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For ſmug2ded honours, an ill-gotten pelf ; 


A Bard owes all to Nate and himſelf. 


Gods, how my foul is burnt up with d'ſdain, 
When 1 ſce men, whom Phe:bus in his ruin 
Might view with pride, lacquey the heels >.” hoſe | 
Whom Genius ranks among ſt her grenteſt focs ! 
And what's the cauſe ? Why theſe ſame ous of 

Scorng 


No thanks to them, were to a title born, 


Hard fortune on our getting chanc'd to fine, 


"F 


Play how we will, to turn Lords into Bards. 


And rürly weigh thoſe words; ſee which prevails, 
Which in the balance lightly kicks the beam, _ 
And which by fink 'vg, we the victor deem. 


: Proportion loſt, expreſſion quite forgot, g 
Whether it could be call'd a face or not; 


dome twenty fathom length of chin appear 'd: 
Wich legs, which we might well conceive that Fate 


Meant only to ſupport a ſpider's weight, 


Their birthright honours had been your's or minc. 


*T'was a mere random ſtroke; and ſhould the Throne 


Eye thee with favour, proud and lordly grown, 


Thou, tho? a Bard, might'ſt be their fellow yet, 

But Felix never can be made a Wit. 

No, in good füth— that's one of theſe few things 
Which Fate hath plac'd beyond the reach of Kings. 


Bards may be Lords, but *tis not in the cards, 


A Bard=—2 Lid Wi, let them hand in hand 


Vo forth as friends, and travel thro” the land; 
Obſerve which word the people can digeſt 


Moſt readily. which goes to market beſt, 
Which gets moſt credit; whether men will truſt 


A Bard becauſe they think he may be juſt, 


Or on a Lerd will chuſe to rifk their gains, 


Thoꝰ Priviiege in that point ſtill remains. 1 


A Bard a Lord —let Revſon take her ſcales, 


"Tis dane, and Hermes, by command of Jove, ; 
Summons a ſynod in the ſacred grove. 
Gods throng with gods to take their chairs on high, 
And fit in tate the Senate of the ſy; f 
Whilſt, in a kind of parliament below, 


Men tare at thoſe above, and want to know 
What thex're tranſacting. 


Reaſon talces her ſtand 
Juſt i in the midit, a balance in her hand, 

Which o'er and o'er the tries, and finds it true. 
From either fide, conducted full in view, 

X man comes forth, of vigour ſtrange and queer; 


We now and then fee ſomething like them here. | 


The firſt was meagre, flimſy, void of n. 5 


But Nature kindly had made up in length 
What ſnhe in breadth denied. Erect and proud, 
A he:4 and ſhoulders taller than the croud, 

Ile deem'd them pigmies all 

Oer his bare bones; his face fo ver; thin, 
So very narrow, and ſo much beat "ET 


* 


looſe hung his ſkin 
That Phyſiognomiſts have made a doubt, 


At end of it howe er, undleſs'd with ESP , 


Firmly he ſtrove to tread, and with a ſtride 

Which ſhew'd at once his weakneſs and his pride, 

Shaking himſelf to pieces, ſeem's to cry, 

«© Obſerve, good people, how I ſhake the ſky.” 
In his right-hand a paper did he hold, 

On which, at large, in characters of gold, 

Diſtinct, and plain for thoſe who run to ſee, 


AH 
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This, with an air of ſcorn, he from afar 
Twiri'd into Re ſon's ſcales, and on that bar, 

Which from his {ut he hated, yet admir'd, 

Quick rur! h. 1k, and as he came retir'd. 

The Ju ge to all arvund his name declar'd ; 

uch goddeſs titrer'sd, each god Jaugh'd, Jove ſt ir „ 

And the whole peuple cried, with one accord, 

„Good 'Te. mn bleſs us all, is that a Lora! 


| | Such was the fir fh—the ſerond was a man, 


Whom Nature built on quite a difi rent plan; 

A bear, whom m the moment he wis born, 
His dam deſpis'd, and left anlick'd in feorm 3 
A Babel, which, the pow'r of Art undone, 

Sie could not finiſh when ſhe hd begun; 

An utter Chas, out of which no mignt | 

But that of God could ſtrike on. (part: of I'vht. 
Broad were his ſhouiders, and from blade to blade 
might at full length Ive laid; 

Vaſt were his buaes, his muſcles tw iſted ſtrong 5. 
His face was ſhort, but broader than "twas long ; 


(His features, tho” by Nature they were large, 


Contentment had contriv'd to overcharge, 

And bury meaning, fave that we might ſpy 
Senſe low ring on the penthouſe of his eye; 

His arms were two twin oaks ; his legs fo ſtout | 
That they might bear a manſion-houſe about; 
Nor were they, look but ar his body there, 


 {Defign'd by Fate a much leſs weight to bear. 


O'er a brown Caſſeck, which had once bea 


Which bn) in tatters on his beawny back, 


a fight moſt ſtrange, and aulcward to behold, 


He Go a covering of Vue and gold. 


| Juſt at the time of life, when man by vaſe, 


The fop laid down, takes up the graver fool, 

He ſtarted up a fop, and, fond of ſhow, _ 

Look'd like another Hercules turn'd beau. 

A ſubject, met with only now and then, 

Much fitter for the pencil than the pen; 

Hogarth would draw him (Envy muft allow) 

E'en to the life, was Hogarth living now. 
With ſuch accoutrements, with ſach à form, 

Much like a porpoiſe juſt before a ſtorm, 


| Onward he roll'd : a laugh prevail'd around, 


E'en Jove was ſeen to ſimper.; at the ſound | 
(Nor was the cauſe unknown, fur from his youtl: 

Himſelf he ſtudied by the glaſs of Truth) . 
He join'd their mirth, nor ſhall the gods condemn, 


= If, whilſt they laugh'd at him, he laugh'd at them. 
| Fudge Reaſon view'd him with an eye of grace, 


Look'd through his ſoul, and quite forgot his face, 
And, from his hand receiv'd, with fair regard _ 
Plac'd in her other ſcale the name of Barc. 


2 Then (for the did as Judyes ought to do, 
5 ke nothing of the caſe beforeh and knew; 


Nor with'd to know; 3 ſhe never 1 the Law: 5 


| | Nor, baſely to anticipate a cauſe. 


Compeli'd Sollicitors, no longer free, 


To ſheww thoſe briefs ſhe had no right to ſee) 


Then the with equal hand her ſcales held out, 
Nor did the cauſe one moment hang in doubt; 

She held her ſcales out fair to public view, 

The Lord, as ſparks fly upwards, upwards flew. 
More light than air, deceitful in the weight ; 
The Bard, preponderating, kept his ſtate. 


| Reaſon approv'd, and with a voice whoſe ſound 


Shook earth, ſhook heaven, cn the clexreſt $20 n) 


Nut Archibald had wrote L, O, R, O. 


And malte me think that I am ſomething more. 


With eaſe to all, and in return gain'd fame, 


ERecall ſuch times, and from the grave being back 
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Pronouncing for the Bards a full decree 
Cried—* "Thoſe muit honour en, who honour me; 
«© They from this preſent day, where'er I reign, 
In their own right, precedence ſhall obtain : 
„Merit rules here; be it enough that Hirt 
4 Intoxicates, and "Grays the fools of earth. 

Nor think that here, in hatred to a Lord, 
re forg'd a tale, or alter'd a record; 

Search when you will (I am not now in ſport) 
You'll find it regiſter'd in Reaſon's Court. | 
Nor think that Envy here hath ſtrung my lyre, 

That I depreciate ws I moſt admire ; 

And look on titles with an eye of ſcorn, 
Becauſe I was not to a title born. 

By Him that made me, I am much more proud, 
More inly ſatisfied to have a croud 

Point at me as I paſs, and cry, That's he 
„ A poor, but honeſt Bard, who dares be free 
« Amidſt corruption,” than to have a train 

Of flick' ring levee-ſlaves to make me vain 

Of things Iought to bluſh for; to run, fly, 
And live but in the motion of my eye; 
When I am leſs than man, my faults t' adore, 


Recall paſt times, bring back the days of old, 

When the great Noble bore his honours bold, 
And in the face of peril when he dar d 

Things which his legal baſtard, if declar'd, 
Might well diſcredit ; faithful to his truſt, 

In the extremeſt points of juſtice j 
 Well-knowing all, and lov'd by all he knew, 
True to his King, and to his Country true; 3 
Iloneſt at Court, above the baits of gain, 
Plain in his dreſs, and in his manners plain; Wl 
Mad rate in wealth, gen'rous but not profuſe, 


Well worthyriches, for he knew their uſe ; 


Poſſeſſing much, and yet deſerving more, 
VDeſerving thoſe high honours which he w e 


Which all men paid, becauſe he did not claim 
When the grim war was plac'd in dread array, 
Fierce as the lion roaring for his prey, | 
Or lioneſs of royal whelps foredone, 
In peace, as mild as the departing fun, 
A gen'ra! bleſſing whereſoc er he turn d., 
Patron of learning, nor himſelf — 
Euer awake at Pit. 's tender call, 

A father of the poor, a friend to all; 


A worth like this, my heart ſhall bend, or crack, 
My ſtubborn pride give way, my tongue proclaim, 
And ev'ry Mouſe conſpire to ſwell his fame, 

Till Envy thall to him that praiſe allow, 

Which ſhe cannot deny to Temple now. 
This juſtice claims, nor ſhall the Bard forget, 
5 Delighted with the taſk, to pay that debt, 

Io pay it like a man, and i in his lays, 


Sounding ſuch worth, prove his on right to — 


But let not Pride and Prejudice miſdeem, 
And think that empty titles are my theme; 

| Titles, with me, are vain, and nothing worth, 
I rev'rence Virtue, but I laugh at Birth. | 
_ Give me a Lord that's honeſt, frank, and brave, 
I am his friend, but cannot be his ſlave ; | 
Tho? none indeed but blockheads would pretend 
| To make a ſlave, where they may make a friend. 
I love his virtues, and will make them known, 
Confeſs his rank, but can't forget my own. 

vw VIII. 


| 


| E'en whilſt he envies ev'ry 
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Give me a Lord, who, to a title born, 

Bontts nothing elſe, I'll pay him ſcorn with ſcorn. 
Who, ſhall my pride (and pri le is vitue here) 
Tamely make way, if ſuch a wretch appear? 
Shall I uncover'd ſtand, and bend my knee 

To ſuch a ſhadow of nobility, 


A ſhred, a remnant ? He might rot unknown 


For any real meritof his own, 

And never had come forth to g blie note, | | 
Had he not worn by chance his father's coat. | | | 
To think a M worth my leaſt regards, 


| Is treaſon to the Aaj iy of Bards. 


By Nature form'd <a for her honour's ſake 
She ſomething more than common ſtrove to make, 
When, overlooking each minute defect, | 
And all too eager to be quite correct, 
In her full heat and vigour the impreſt Y 
Her ſtamp moſt ſtrongly on the favour'd breaſt) ; 
The Bard (nor think too lightly that I mean 
Thoſe little, piddling, witlings, who o'erween | 


Oft their ſmall parts, the Murphys of the ſtage, 


1 


The Maſons and the Whitcheads of the age, 
Who all in raptures their own works rehearſe, 
And drawl out meaſur d profe, which they call verſe) 
The real Bard, whom native genius fires, | 
Whom every Maid of Caſtaly inſpires, 
Let him confider wherefore he wis meant, 
Let him but anſwer Nature's great intent, 
And fairly weigh himſelf with other men, 
Would ne'er dehaſe the glories of his pen, 
Would in full tate, like a true Monarch, live, 
Nor *bate one inch of his prerogative. 
Methinks I ſee old Wingate frowning here, | 


(Wing ue may in the ſeaſon be a Peer, 


Tho? now, againft his will, of figures ns 
He's forc'd to diet on Air/ar-ctics | 

av he mect- * a 
Who cries old cloaths to ſell about the ſtreets) 
Methinks (his mind with future honours big, 
His Tyburn bob turn'd to a dreſs'd bag wig) 


: . hear him cry What doth this jargon mean? 


Vas ever ſuch adamn'd dull blockhead ſcen? | | 
Majeſty——Bari—— Pr ogative——Diſdain | E 
Hath got into, and turn'd the fellow's brain; | 
To Heri lem with him—give him whips and ſtraw 
I'm very fentii.le he's mad in law. 5 
A ſaucy groom w..o trades in reaſon, thus 
To ſet himſelf upon a par with us; = 
If this here's ſuffer'd, and if that tiere fool 
May when he pleaſes ſend us all to ſchool, 
2 then our only buſineſs is outright 
To take our caps, and bid the world good night. "3 
I've kept a Bard myſelf this twency years, js 2 
But noc hing of this kind in him appears. | 
He, like athorough true-bred ſp...icl, licks 
The hand which cuffs 2 and the foot whey 
ies; | 
He fetches and he carries, blacks my ſhoes, 
Nor thinks it a diſcredit to his Muſe; 

A creature of the right Cameleon hue, 

He wears my colours, yellow or true- blue, 

aſt as I wear then: ; tis all one to him, 

Whether 1 change "thro' contcience, or thro' 

wWhim. 

Now this is ſomething like ; on ſuch a wh 
«© A Bard may find a friend in a your mn 
£6 Butthis pronicoxcomb—Zounds, 1 thought that all 
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6 of — tribe had been like my Ola — 4 
P 


3 Muſt I go back to the Aug:/an age ? 
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Injurions thought! accurſed be the tongue 
On which the vile infinuation hung, | 
The heart where 'twas engender d! Curſt be thoſe, 
Thoſe Bards, who not themſelves alone expoſe, 
But Me, but Ai!, and make the very name 
By which they're c:ll'd, a ſtanding mark of ſhame. 
Talk not of cuſtom tis the coward's plea, 


Current with fools, bet paſſes not with me; 


An old ſtale trick, which Guilt hath often tried 
By numbers to o erpow r the better fide. 

Why tell me, then, that from the birth of Rime, 
No matter when, downto the preſent time, 


As by th' original decree of Fate, 


Bards have protection ſought amongſt the great; 
Conſcious of weakneſs, have applied to them 
As vines to elms, and twining round their ſtem, 
Flouriſh'd on high; to gain this with'd ſupport, 
E'en Virgil to Mæcenas paid his court; 

As to the cuſtom, tis a point agreed, 


But 'was a fooliſh diffidence, not need, 


From which it roſe : had Bards but truly known 
That ſtrengt h, which is moſt properly their own, 


Without a Lo4, unpropp'd, they might have ſtood, 


And overtopp'd thoſe giants of the wood. ER 
But why, when preſent times my care engage, | 


Why, anxious for the living, am J led 


Into the manſions of the ancient dead? 


* . . 


Can they find patrons no where but at Rome, 


And muſt I ſeek Mzcenas in the tomb? 


Name but a Wingate, twenty fools of note 


Mæcenas quote; 


Under his colours Lords are proud to fight, 
Forgetting that Mzcenas was a Knight ; 


Hence, 


Were men of taſte, and had a fair pretence 


; With neither ſenſe nor taſte, againſt the grain, 


f And dong + Bad juſt as they keep a Whore. 
Mlielcombe (on ſuch occaſion I am loth 
To name the dead) was a rare proof of both. 


Do many other fooliſh things, for ſtate. 


They mention him, as if to uſe his name 
Was in ſome meaſure to partake his fame, 
Tho' Virgil, were he living, in the ſtreet 


Might rot for them, or periſh in the Fleet. 


See how they redden, and the charge diſclaim 
Virgil, and in the Fleet !—Forbid it, Shame. 
ye vain boaſters, to the Fleet repair, 
And aſk, with bluſhes aſk, if LL oV p is there“. 
Patrons, in days of yore, were men of ſenſe, 


To rule in letters. Some of them were heard 
To read off- hand, and never ſpell aword ; 


Some of them too, to ſuch a monſtrous height 


Was learning riſen, for themſelves could write, 
And kept their Secretaries, as the great 


Our patrone are of quite a diff rent ſtrain, 


They patronize for faſhion ſake—no more _ 


Some of them would be puzzled e' en to read, 


Nor could deſerve their Clergy by their Creed ; 


A Wiltes] TRY at our elbow ſtand; 


Others can write, but ſuch a pagan hand, 


* Mr. Lloyd died in the Fleet, Dec. 15, , 1764, 


| ſhortly after the publication of this poem. 


+ George Bubb Dodington, Lerd Melcombe. He 
died July 28, 1762. 
1 3 the State. 


| To which was Miniſter, and 
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Many, if beg d, 2 Clancellar, of right, 

Would order into keeping at firſt fight. 

Thoſe who ſtand faireſt to the public view, 

Take to themſelves the praiſe to others due; 

They rob the very ſpital, and make free | 
With thoſe, alas ! who've leaſt to ſpare.—We ſee, 
—— hath not had a word to ſay, 

Since winds and waves bore Singleſpeech away. 

| Patrons in days of yore, like patrons now, 


1 Expected that the Bard ſhould make his bow | 


At coming in, and ev'ry now and then 

Hint to the world that they were more than men; ; 
But, like the patrons of the preſent day, 
They never bilk'd the poet of his pay. 

Virgil lov'd rural eaſe, and, fir from harm, 
Mzcenas fix d him in a neat, ſnug farm, 


| Where he might, free from trouble, paſs his days 


In his own way, and pay his rent in praiſe. | 
Horace lov'd wine, and thro” his friend at Court, 


| Could buy it off the key in ev'ry port; 


Horace lov'd mirth, Mzcenas lov'd it too, 


| They met, they laugh'd, as Goy || and I may do, | 


Nor in thoſe moments paid the leaſt regard 
and which was Bard. 
Not fo our patrons—grave as grave can be, 


| | They know themſelves, they keep up di ignity 3 ; 


Bards are a forward race, nor is it fit 
That men of fortune rank with men of wit; 
Wit, if familiar made, will find her firength— 


| Tis beſt to keep her weak: and at arms-length. 
| Tis well enough for Bards, if patrons give, 


From hand to mouth, the ſcanty means to live. 
Such is their language, and their practice ſuch, 
They promiſe little, and they give not much. 


Let the weak Bard, with proſtituted train, 


Praiſe that proud Scot, whom all good men diſdain 

What's his reward ? Why, his own fame undone, 

He may obtain a patent for the run | 
Of his Lord's kitchen, and have ample time, 

With offal fed, to court the cook in rime; 

Or (if he ſtrives true patriots to diſgrace) 


| May at the ſecond table get a place, 


With ſomewhat greater ſlaves allow'd to dine, 


E And play at crambo o'er his gill of wine. 


And are there Bards, who on Creation's file 

Stand rank'd as men, who breathe in this fair ile 
The air of Freedom, with ſo little gall, 

So low a ſpirit, proſtrate thus to fall 


| Before theſe idols, and without a groan 
x Bexr wrongs might call oreh murmurs from a fone ? 
= Better, and much more noble, to abjure 8 
The ſight of men, and in ſome cave, ſecure 


From all the outrages of pride, to feaſt 


Ion Nature's ſallads, and be freeat lead. 


Better (thoꝰ that, to ſay the truth, is worſe 


I Thanalmoſt any other modern curſe) 
Diſcard all ſenſe, divorce the thankleſs Muſe, 
Critics commence, and write in the Reviews; 


Write without tremor, Griffiths cannot read ; 


No fool can fail, where Langhorne can ſucceed. 


But (not to make a brave and honeſt Pride 


| Try thoſe means firſt, ſhe mult diſdain when tried) 


There are a thouſand ways, a thouſand arts, 
By which, and fairly, . men of real parts 


] A Frenchman, Secretary wMe. Wilkes. 
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May gain a living, gain what Nature craves; 
Let thoſe, who pine for more, live, and be ſlaves. 
Our real wants in a ſmall compaſs lye, 
But lawleſs Appetite with eager eye, 
Kept in a conſtant fever, more requires, 
And we are burnt up with our own defires. 
Hence our dependence, hence our flav'ry ſprings ; 
Bard, it contented, are as great as Kings. | 
Ourſelves are to ourſelves the cauſe of ill; 
We may be independent, if we will. 
The man who ſuits his ſpirit to his ſt ate, 
Stands on an equal footing with the great; 
Moguls themſelves are not more rich, and he \ 
Who rules the Engliſh nation, not more free. 
Chains were not forg*d more durable and ſtrong 
For Bards than others, but they*ve worn them long, 
And therefore wear them till ; they ve quite forgot 
What Freedom 1s, and therefore prize her not. 
Could they, tho' in their flexp, could they but 
know 
The bleſſings which from Independence flow ; 
Could they but have a ſhort and tranũent g gleam | 
Of Liberty, tho' twas but in a dream; 
They would no more in bondage bend their knee, 
But, once made Freemen, would be always free... 
The Muſe, if ſhe one moment frecdoin gains, 
Can never more ſubmit to fing i in chuns. 
Bred in a cage, far from the f Fe. :ther'd throng, 
The bird repays his keeper wit his ſung, 
But if ſome playful child ſets wine the door, 
Abroad he flies, and thin!:s of h:me no more, 
With love of liberty begins to burn, : 
And rather ſtarves than to his cage return. 
Hail, Independence by true reaſon taught, 
How few have known, and priz'd thee as Ln 
| | ought. | 
SBome give thee up for riot; ſome, 1: ke hays, 
| Reſign thee, in their childiſh moods, for toys; 
Ambition ſome, fome avarice miſleads, 
And in both caſes Independence bleeds : 
\broad, i in queſt of thee, how many roam, 
Nor know they had thee in their reach at home 3 7 
Some, tho” about their paths, their beds about, 
Have never had the ſenſe to find thee out ; 
Others, who know of what they are poſſeſs" , 
Like fearful miſers, lock thee in a cheſt, | 
Nor have the reſolution to produce 
In theſe bad times, and bring thee forch for FY 
Hail, Independence tho thy name's ſcarce known, 
Tho thou, alas ! art out of faſhion grown, 
Tho! all deſpiſe thee, I will not deſpiſe, 
Nor live one. moment longer than I prize 
Thy preſence, and enjoy : by angry Fate 


| late, . 
Re Thou cam'ſt upon me, Ve a find births | 
And made me know what life was truly worth. 
ail, Independence—never may my cot, 
Till I forget thee, be by thee forgot 3 
Thither, O thither, oftentimes repair; 
| Cotes 1 thou lov'ſt too, mall meet thee 
All thoughts, but what ariſe from joy, give o'er ; 
Peace . withins and Low ſhall PIs the door. 


Humphrey Cotes. 


| An! 
Purchaſe a burial- p' waere curee © 
B. e. it not; — 0; 7 
Ax never fleep:, when he ſhould wake to ill; 
— — Cort er miſeluefs by the bye, 

The gr: 
| Webb e and to the ſtricteſt juſtice true, 
Scorns to defraul the hangman of his due. 


| 


When ſeme gr: ind act gain A Las bt TRE 


C'erweering Bard! Law guard thy door, what 
Law ? 
The Le of England WEI. controul, and awe 
Thott ſaucy hopce, to ſtrike that ſpirit dumb, 
| Behold, in tate, Alminitration come. 
Why let her come, m 21! her terrors too; 


Id re to ſuffer all ſhe dares to do. 


I know her malice well, and know her pride, 


| 1 know her ſtrength, but will not change my ſide. 
This mel:irg maſs of fleſh ſhe may coatroul 
With iron rides. ſne cannot chain my ſou). 

Ny—to the laſt :-folv*d her worft to ber, 

I'm till at large, and Ir endet here. 


Where! i Minit ? Where is thaw band 
Of ready ſlaves, who at bis elle Hand © 
To hear, and to perform his , ] wi! 4 
Why, for the firſt time, arc * % £0 3i1 2 


de, 

Doth — 2.5 ; oth blond hound un 

To L—-. .::. 4 rs tric ſmall dc, 

Wien he mii: „r 201008 mu: hier here * | 

Deth- Webb turn du!? 1b beet feta rv 

esu a wee Ne and to cal! them: Fs 

Doth Wein, + Guldford Kice'y, ow Ouiliford | 
5 8 
| Wir! at cold lump of unbek'd dough. his is ſon, 


is more honeſt rival Nh to cheat, 
37 „Metec ? 


% ail the Term in fett le; 


O my poor Country weak and overpower d 


By thise own ſons —ent to the bone - devour'd 

| By viper:, which, in thine own entrails bred, 
Prey on thy life, and with thy blood are fed, 
Wich unzwailing griefs tay wrongs I fee, 

And; for mv{elf not feeling, feel for ther. 

1 grieve, but can't deſpair—for, lo, at _ 
Freedom preſents a choice, bat faithful b. 
Of deal patriots, men who greatly dare 
Ilg ſuch a noble cauſe, men fit to bear 

| The weight of empires 3 Porte e, 


Rant, | 
Senſe , 


Virntue and Kroruledge, leagu' d with Eloquence, 
March in their ranks; Freedom from file to file 
Darts her celighted eye, and with a ſmile 

Approves her honeſt ſons, whilſt down her check, 
As *twerc by ſtealch (her heart too full to ſpeak) | 
One tear in ſilence citeps, one honeſt tear, 


[And ſeems to ſay, Vi hy is not Granby here 
Bow'd down, and almoſt * Thou cam 't, tho” | 


O ye brave few, in whom we ſtill may find 


A love of Virtue, Freedom, and NM. ankind, 1 
Go forth, in majeſty of woe array d, 
See, at your feet your Country kneels for aid, 

And (many of her children traitors grown) 
Kneels to thoſe ſons ſhe ſtill can call her own ; 
Seeming to breathe her laſt in ev'ry breath, 

She kneels for free m, or ſhe begs for de th 
Fly then, each duic us ſon, each Englith chiet, 


And to your erovping parent a ce elief. 
Go forth - nor let been voice ef Ease 


| Tempt ye to fleep), wullit tempe. . iwell the ſeas ; 
| | Go forth—nor les Hypocrity, Whole tongue » 


With roany a fair, fue, fual art is hung, 
Pz 
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4 


% By long experience taught who teaches beſt, 
. The land, allow'dits loſſes to repair, 
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Like Bethel's fawaing prophet croſs your way, 
When your great errand brooks not of delay 
Nor let vꝛin Fear, who cries to all — 
Trembling and pale A lion in t 82 
Damp IS ſpirits ; let not threats affright, 
Nor bribes corrupt, nor flatteries delight. 
Be as one man—Conco:d ſucceſs enfures— 
There's not an Engliſh heart but what is yours. 
Go forth—and Virtues ever in your fight, | 
| Shall be your guide by day, your guard by night— 
Go forth the champions of your native land, 
And may the battle proſper in your hand 
It may, it muſt—Ye cannat be withſtood 

Be your Hearts honeſt, as your Caufe is — 


END OF INDEPENDENCE. | 


1 n YT. 


A OME of my Gd. (for friends nn 
All, who, not daring to appear my foes, 

Feign great good-will, and, not more full of 
Than full of craft, under filſe colours fight) 
Some of my friends (ſi, laviſhly I print) 

As more in ſorrow than in anger, 
{Tho that indeed will ſcarce admit a doubt) 
| That I ſhall run my ftock of genius out, 
My ro great ſtock, and, publiſhing ſo fait, 

Muſt needs become a bankrupt at the laſt. _ 
4 The huſbandman, to ſpare a thankful ſoil, 
Which, rich in diſpoſition, pays his toil 

2 More than a hundred fold, which ſwells his ſtore 
«<< Len to his wiſh, and makes his barns run oer, 


- 0 


egoes his hopes a while, and gives it reſt. 


* Refreſh'd, and full in ſtrength, delights to wear 
A ſecond youth, and tothe farmer's eyes 
4 Bids richer crops and double harveſts riſe. 
«© Nor think this practice to the earth confin'd, 
&«& Je co of the mind. 
4 The mind of man craves reſt, and cannot bear, 
44 Tho? next in pow'r to God's continual care. 
4 Genius himſelf (nor here let Genius frown) 
4 Muſt, to enſure his vigour, be laid down, 
ah <tr Oo CC hows 1 but 
Rs X 
© Which the moſt ſlight obſerver ſcarce could miſs, 
He might he flouriſh'd twenty years or more, 
© Tho' now, alas! poor man! worn out in four.” 
Recover'd from the vanity of youth, 
I *. alas ! this melancholy truth, 
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| Thanks w each cordial, each adviing friend, 


| Apply myſelf once more to books and men, 


| And taints me thro" and thro? : 


| And be 


And am, if not too late, refolv'd to mend, | | 
Reſolv'd to give ſome reſpite to my pen, j 


View what is preſent, what is paſt review, 
And my old ſtock exhauſted, lay in new. 


For twice fix moons (let winds, turn'd porters, | 
bear | 


This oath to Heav'n) for twice fix moons, I ſwear, 
No Muſe ſhall tempt. me with her firen lay, 


Nor draw me from Improvement's thorny way 3 


Verſe I abjure, nor will forgive that friend, 


Who in my hearing ſhall a rime commend. 
t cannot be—Whether I will, or no, 


Such as they are, my thoughts in meaſure flow. 
| Convinc'd, determin d, I in proſe begin, 


But ere I write one ſentence, verſe creep A 
by this good light, 
In verſe I talk by day, I dream by night ; 

If now and then I curſe, my curſes chime, 

Nor can I pray, unleſs I pray in rime, 
E'en now I err, in ſpi common ſenſe, 


And my confeſſion doubles my offence. 


Reſt Oy ſpare your precious 


your ſſumbers not leſs ſound than death 3 
Perturbed ſpirits reſt, nor thus appear 


To waſte your counſels in a ſpendthrift's ear, 


On your grave leſſons I cannot ſubfiſt, 
Nor een in verſe become æecnomiſt; | 
eſt then, my friends, nor, hateful to my eyes, 
Envy in the ſhape of Pity riſe | 


To blaſt me ere my time; with patience wait, 


(Tis no long interval) propitious Fate | 
Shall glut your pride, and ev'ry fon of phlegm 
Find ample room to cenſure and condemn. 


| Read ſome three hundred lines, (no eaſy . 3 


But probably the laſt that I ſhall aſk) 


5 And give me up for ever; wait one hour, . 

r 

— cry, „ Ere Time hath 
A 


turn'd his | 


4 Lo! „ cre 6 pas | 


Let thoſe, who puetry in poems claim, 


4 or not read this, or only read to blame; 


Let thoſe, who are by fictionꝰs charms enſlav d, 
Return me thanks for half- a- crown well ſav'd ; 


| Let thoſe, who love a little gall in rime, HE 
|] Poftpone their purchaſe now, and call next time; 
Let thoſe, who, void of nature, Jook for art: 


Take up their money, and in peace depart; 

Let thoſe, who energy of Gelben prize, * 

For Billingſgate quit Flexney, and be wiſe; 
Here is no lie, no gall, no art, no force; 
Mean are the words, and ſuch as come of courſe, | 
The ſubject not leſs fimple than the lay; | 


A plain, unlabour'd ourney of a day. 


Far from Me now be ev” "ry tuneful Maid, 
I neither aſk, nor can receive their aid. | 
Pegaſus turn'd into a common hack, 

Alone I jog, and keep the beaten track, 
Nor would I have the Siſters of the Hill 
Behold their Bard in ſuch a diſhabille. 

Abſent, but only abſent for atime, 
Let them careſs ſome dearer ſon of rime ; 
Let them, as far as decency 


1 


permits, 
— 8 play the fool whth vin, 


1 Build up a bard to war gainſt Common Senſe, 


And the vain ſtiffneſs of 2 letter d Scot; 
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"Gainſt tools be guarded ; tis a certain rule, 
Wits are falſe things, there's danger in a fool. 

Let them, tho” modeſt, Gray more modeſt woe; 
Let them with Maſon bleat, and bray, and cooc ; 


Greck, 
Make Sophocles diſguis d, in Engliſh ſpeak ; 
Let them with Glover o'er Medea doze ; | 
Let them with Dodfley wail Cleone's woes, 
Whilſt he, fine feeling creature, all in tears, 
Melts as they melt, and weeps with weeping peers; 
Let them with ſimple Whitehead; taught to creep 
Silent and foft, lay Fontenelle aſicep 3 | 
Let them with Browne contrive, to vulgar trick, 
To cure the dead, and make the living fick f; 
Let them in charity to Murphy give 


Some old French piece, that he may fteal 8 


live ; 

Let them with antick Foote ſubſcripticns gets 
And advertiſe a Summer-houſe of Wit. 
Thus, or in any better way oy pleaſe, 

With theſe great men, or 

theſe, 

Let them their appetite for laughter feed; 
I on my Journey all alone proceed. 

If faſhionable grown, and fond of power, 
With um ruus Scots let them diſport their hour: 
Let them dance, fairy - lilce, ruund Offian's tomb ; 
Let them forge lies, and kiſtories for Hume; 

Let them with Home, the very prince of verſe, 
Make ſomething like a Tragedy in Erje; © 
nder dark Allegory's flimſey veil 

Let them with Ogilvie ſpin out a tale 


Diebaſe what's truly rich, and what is poor 
_ Make poorer ſtill by jargon moſt uncouth ; 
With ev'ry pert, prim pↄrettineſs of youth 
Born of falſe Take, with Fancy (like a child 
Not knowing what it cri-s for) running wild, 
Wich bloated ſtile, by affectation taught, \ 
With much falſe colouring, and little thought, 
With phraſes ſtrange, and diale@ decreed 
Zy reaſon never to have pals'd the Tacred, 
With words which Nature meant each other's foe, 
Forc'd to compound whether they will or no; 
With ſuch materials, let them, if they will, 
Jo prove at once their pleaſantry and ſkill, 


—_—_— 


Buy way of compliment to Providence; | 
Let them with Armſtrong, taking leave of Senſe, | 
Read muſty lectures on Benevolence, | | 
Or con the pages of his gaping Day, 
Where all his former fame was tl. wen away's | 8 
Where all but barren labour was forgot, 


Let them with Armſtrong paſs the term of light, 

Zut not one hour of darkneſs; when the night 
Suſpends this mortal coil, when Memory — 

When for our paſt miſdoings Conſcience takes 

A deep revenge, when by Reflection led, 

| Wer his curtains, nd looks Crnfeet dead, 


» See The School for Lovers, by Mr Whitchead, 
taken from Fontenelle. 


T See The Cure of Saul, by Dr. Browne. 
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| Let ey Muſe be gone ; in vain he turns 
| And tries to pray for ſſeep; an Etna burns, 


A more thn Etna in his coward breaſt, 


And Guilt, with vengeance arm'd, forbids him 
Let them with Franklin, proud of fome ſmall | 


reſt ; 


Thu? foft as plumage from young zephyr's wing, 
His conch ſeems hard, and no relief can bring. 
Ingratitude hath planted daggers there, 


No good man can deſerve, no brave man bear. 


Thus, or in ary better way they pieaſe, 


With theſe great men, or with . 
theſe, | A 


Let them their — for laughter feed; 
Ion my Journey all alone proceed. | 


END or THE JOURNEY. 


DEDICATION 


T ©-- 


| CHURCHILL s SERMONS. 


| Of ruefullength; Let them plain things obſcure, = 


_ Hrarzu to a + Gloſter—from 2 man un- 


known, 


| Who holds his he alth as dearly as his own, 


Accept this greeting—nor let modeſt fear 
Call up one maiden bluſh—1 mem not here 
To wound with flattery— dis a villain's art, 


And ſuits not with the frankneſs of my heart. 


Truth beſt becomes an Orthodox Divine, 


And, ſpite of hell, that character is mine: 


If ſpeak e*en bitter truths I cannot fear; 
| But truth, 


my Lord, is panegyric here. 
Health to great Gloſter—nor, thro? love of eaſe, 


| Which all Priefts love, let this addreſs diſpleaſe. 


I aſk no favour, not one note I crave, 


And when this buſy brain reſts in the grave, 
| (For till that time it never can have reſt) 


1 will not trouble you with one bequeſt 3 Ef 


Some humbler friend, my mortal journey done, 


More near in blond, nephew or a fon, 


In that dread hour executor Pll leave; 


For I, alas! have many to receive, ps 
To give but little—To great Gloiter health ; 
Nor let thy true and proper love of wealth 
Here take a falſe alarm in purſe tho” poor, 
In ſpirit I'm right proud, nor can endure 


The mention of a bribe—thy pocket's free, 


I, tho' a Dedicator, ſcorn a fee. | 
Let thy own offspring all thy Rats: | 

1 — not Allen rob, nor Allen s heir. 
Think not, a thought unworthy thy great ſoul, 
S pomps of this world never could contro: . 


State is a farce, names are but empty things, 
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Which never offer d up at Power's vain ſhrine, 

Think not that pomp and pow'r can work on 
mine. 

- 'Tis not thy name, tho" that indeed is great, 

"Tis not the tinſel trumpery of ſtate, 

*Tis not thy title, Doctor, tho' thou art, 

"Tis not thy mitre, which hath won my heart. 


Degrees are bought, and, by miſtaken kings, 
Titles are oft miſplac d; mitres, which ſhine 
Jo bright in other eyes, are dull in mine, 
Unleſs fet off by Virtne : who deceives 
Under the ſacred ſanction of Lawn Sleeves, 
Enhances guilt, commits a double fin ; 
So fair without, and yet fo foul within. 
"Tis not thy outward form, thy eaſy mien, 
Thy ſweet lacency, thy brow ſerene, 
Thy open front, thy love-commanding eye, 
Where fifty Cupids, as in ambuſh, lie, 
Which can from fixty to ſixteen impart 
The force of love, and point his blunted dart ; 
Tis not thy face, tho that by Nature's made 
An index to thy foul, tho” there difplay'd 
We ſee thy mind at large, and thro thy ſkin 
Peeps out that courteſy which d:ells within; 
_ 'Tis not thy birth, for that is low as mine, 
Around our heads no lineal glories ſhine— 
But what is birth—when, to delight mankind, 
Heralds can make thoſe arms they cannot find ; 
When thou art to thyſelf, thy fire unknown, 
A whole Welch genealogy alone ? 
No, tis thy inward man, thy proper worth, 
Thy right juſt eſtimation here on earth, 
Thy life — doctrine uniformly join d, 
And flowing from that wholeſome ſource thy mind, 
Thy known contempt of perſecution's rod, 
Thy charity for man, thy love of God, 
Thy faith in Chriſt, ſo well approv'd mongſt 
men, 8 
Which now give life and uterance to my pen: 
Thy virtue, not thy rank, demands my lays ; 
_ *Tis not the Biſhop, but the Saint I praiſe. | 
Rais'd by that theme, I ſoar on wings more ſtrong, 
And burſt forth into praiſe with-held too long. 
Much did I wiſh, een whilſt I kept thoſe ſheep, 
Which, for my curſe, I was ordain'd to keep; 
_ Ordain'd, alas ! to keep thro need, not choice, 
— Thoſe ſheep which never heard their  ſhepherd's | 
| voice, 


| Which = not know, yet would not learn their 
| Which 1 themſelves, yet griev'd that I ſhould 


| Thoſe Fong which my good Father (on his bier 
Let filial. duty drop the pious tear) | 
Kept well, yet ſtarv'd himſelf 3 e'en at that time, | 
Whilſt I was pure, and innocent of rime, | 
Whilſ ſacred dullneſs ever in my view, 
Sleep at my bidding crept from pew to pew, 
8 Much did I wiſh, tho? little could I hope, 
A friend in him who was a friend of Pope. 
| His hand, ſaid 1, my youthful ſteps ſhall guide, 
And lead me ſafe where thouſands fall befide ; 
His temper, his experience ſhall controul, 
And huſh to peace the tempeſt of my ſoul ; 
. His judgment teach me, from the public ſchool, 
How not to err, * 
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Inſtruct me, mingle profit with delight, 


Where Pope was wrong, w re was not 
right ; 

Where they are juſtly prais'd, and where thro* 

| whim, 


How little's due to them, how much to him. 
Rais'd *bove the ſlav ry of common rules, 


Of common ſenſe, of modern, ancient ſchools, 


Thoſe feelings baniſh'd, which miſlead us all, 


Fools as we are, and which we Nature call, 
He, by his great example, might impart 


A better ſomething, and baptize it Art; 
He, all the feelings of my youth forgot, 


| Might ſhew me what is taſte, by what is not ; 


By him ſupported, with a proper pride, 

I might hold all mankind as fools beſide; 

He Nihould a world perverſe and peeviſh grown, 
Explode his maxims, and aſſert their own) 
Might teach me, like himſelf to be content, 
And let their folly be their puniſhment ; 


Might like himſelf teach his adopted ſon, 


'Gainſt all the world, to quote a Warburton. 
Fool that I was, could I fo much deceive 
My ſoul with lying hopes; could I believe 


That he, the ſervant of his Maker ſworn, 
The ſervant of his Saviour, would be torn 


From their embrace, and leave that dear employ, 
The cure of ſouls, his duty and his j JOY» OY 
For toys like mine, and waſte his precious time, 
On which ſo much depended, for arime ? | 
Should he forſake the taſk he undertook, | 
Defert his flock, and break his paſt*ral crook ? 


l Should he (ſorbid it Heaven) ſo high in place, 


So rich in knowledge, quit the work of Grace, 
And, idly wand'ring o'er the Muſes Hill, 


Let the ſalvation of mankind Rand fill ? 


Far, far be that from thee—yes, far from thee 
Be ſuch revolt from Grace, and far from me 
The will to think it—guilt is in the thought 
Not fo, not fo, hath Warburton been taught, 


fr Not fo learn'd Chriſt—Recall that day, well- 


known, 


| When (to maintain God's honour—and his own) 
He cal!'d blaſphemers forth—Methinks I now 


See ſtern rebuke enthroned on his brow, 


I And arm'd with tenfold terrors—from this tongue, 


Where fiery zeal and Chriſtian fury hung, 
Methinks I hear the deep-ton'd thunders roll, 
And chill with horror ev'ry finner's foul— 
In vain they ſtrive to fly—flight cannot ſave, 
And Potter trembles even in his grave _ 
with all the conſcious pride of 1 innocence, 
Methinks I hear him, in his own defence, 


| Bear witneſs to himſelf, whilſt all men knew, 


By goſpel rules, his * to be true. 

O glorious man, zeal I muſt commend, 
Tho! it depriv'd me 7 my deareſt friend. 
The real motives of thy anger known, 


| Wilkes muſt the juſtice of that anger own, 


And could thy boſom have been bar'd to view, 
Pitied himſelf, in turn had pitied you. 

Bred to the law, you wiſely took the gown 
Which I, like Demas, fooliſhly laid =_ | 
Hence double ſtrength our Holy Mother drew : 
Me ſhe got rid of, and made prize of you. 
I, like an idle truant, fond of play, 


EY on toys, and throwing gems aways | 
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| 


Graſping at ſhadows, let the ſubſtance flip ; 

But you, my Lord, renounc'd Attorneyſhip 

With better purpoſe, and more noble aim, 

And wiſely play'd a more ſubſtantial game. 
Nor did Law mourn, bleſs'd in her younger ſon, | 
For Mansfield does what Gloſter would have done. 

Doctor, Dean, Bifhcp, Gloſter, and My Lerd, 

If hapiy theſe high titles may accord 

With thy meek fpirit, if the barren ſound 

Of pride delights thee, to ie tupmoſt round 

Of Fortune's ladder got, deſpiſe not one, 
For want of ſmooth hypocriſy undone, 

Who, far below, turns up his wond' ring eye, 


And, without envy, ſees thee plac'd fo high; 


Let not thy brain (as brains leſs potent might) 
Dizzy, confounded, giddy with the height, 

Turn round, and loſe diſtinction, loſe her ſkill 
And wonted powers of knowing good from ill, 
Of ſifting truth from falſehood, friends from foes ; 3 
Let Gloſter well remember, how he roſe, | 
Nor turn his back on men who made him great; 


Let him not, gorg'd with pow'r, and drunk with 


{ 
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Forget what once he was, tho' now ſo high; 
va Yaot won wats war. way 
* * 1 
1 * . . 
* . * * * * 
* Ceætera deſunt 
+ It is preſumed the fudden death of the Author 


will ſufficiently apologize for the DEDICATION re- | 
— unfiniſh'd. | 
JOHN CHURCHILL. 


END or CHURCHILL'S PORM:- 
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The 6 


of the Second Canto lies in the ſea, 
Freſchin in Candia, and the Iſland of 
Falconera, which is nearly twelve leagues northward 
of Cape Spada. The time is from nine in the morn- 


| Ing till one o'clock of the following morning. 


jarring intereſts wake the world to arms, | 
And fright the peaceful vale with dire alarms ; 
While Ocean hears vindictive thunders roll | 

Along his trembling wave from pole to pole; 

Sick of the ſcene, where war, with 1 

s deſolation o er the bleeding land; 

Sick of the tumult, where the trumpet”s ; breath 
Bids ruin ſmile, and drowns the groan of death! 
Tis mine, retir'd beneath this cavern hoar, 

That ſtands all lonely on the ſea- beat ſhore, 


I 


| Exalt the warrior's and the poet” 


— of deep diſtreſs to ng 


Than ever trembled from the vocal firing. 


| No pomp of battle ſwells th* exalted ſtrain, 


Nor bleaming arms ring dreadful on the plain: 
But, o'er the ſcene while pale remembrance * 
Fate with fell triumphs rides upon the deeps. 

Here hoſtile elements tumultuous rife, 

And lawleſs floods rebel againft the ſkies ; 

Till hope expires, and Peril and Diſmay 


ware their black enſigns on the watery way. 


Immortal train, who guide the maze of ſong, 
To whom all ſcience, arts an] arms belong; 3 
Who bid the trumpet of eternal fame 
s name? 

If e' e with trembling hope I fondly ſtray d, 
In life's fair morn, beneath your hallow'd ſhade, 
To hear the ſweetly mournful lute complain, : 
And melt the heart with ecſtaſy of pain; be 
Or liſten, while th' enchanting voice of love, 
While all Elyſium warbled thro? the grove ; 
Oh! by the hollow blaſt that moans around, 
That ſweeps the wild harp with a plaintive ſound ; 
By the long ſurge that foams thro* yonder cave, 
Whoſe vaults remurmur to the roaring wave; 
With living colours give my verſe to glow, 
The ſad memorial of a tale of woe! 
A ſcene from dumb oblivion to reſtore, 
To fame unknown, and new to epic lore ! 

Alas! neglected by the ſacred Nine, 
Their ſuppliant feels no ray divine ! 

Ah ! will they leave Pieria's happy ſhore, 

To plow the tide where wintry tempeſts roar ? | 
Or ſhall a youth h their hallow'd « wi | 
Stranger to Phoebus, and the tuneful train 
Far from the Muſes' academic grove, . 
*Twas his the vaſt and tracleleſs deep to rove 
Alternate change of climates has he . | 
And felt the — extremes of either zone: 
Where polar ſkies congeal th' eternal ſnow, 
Or equinoCtial ſuns for ever glow. 
Smote by the freezing or the ſcorching blaſt, 
«A ſhip-boy on the the high and giddy maſt *”* 
From regions where Peruvian billows roar, 
To the bleak coaſts of ſavage Labrador. 


* Shakeſpeare. 


— —— 


— — — — 


With livid peſtilence atflits the land; 


Or where, all dreadful in th' embattled line; 


| Rous'd by her mandate, ftorms of black array 


The ſofter ſenſe with inharmonious ſound, 


Hfaſtes hither from Lethean banks along: 
Fe ſweeps the gloom, and ruſhing on the _ 
| Spreads o'er the kindling ſcene propitious light! 


With every wiſe and noble art of man, | 
| Lince firſt the circling hours their courſe began: 
Her leſt a ſilver wand on high diſplay d, 


he ſails; and ſwifter than the courſe of light, 


Congenial ſiſter of immortal Fame, 
wWꝛe thares her power, and Memory i 


f by whom tranſmitted down in every clime, 


Whole wing unerring glides thro time — place, 


Aſſail'd by tempeſts, girt with hoſtile ſhores ?= | 
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From where Damaſcus, pride of Aſian plains ! 
Stoops her proud neck beneath tyrannic chains, 
To where the Iſtſunus , lav'd by adverſe tides, 
Atlantic and Pacific ſeas divides. 

But while he meaſur'd o'er the painful race, 

In Fortune's wild illimitable chace, 

Adverſity, companion of his way! ! 

Still o'er the victim hung with iron ſway j 

Bade new diſtreſſes ev ry inſtant grow, 
Marking each change of place with change of woe. 
In regions where the Almighty? s chaſtening hand 


Or where pale Famine blaſts the hopeful year, 
Parent of want and miſery ſevere : 


The hoſtile ſhips in flaming combat join; 
Where the torn veſſel wind and wave aſſail, 
Till o'er her crew diſtreſs and death prevail 
Where'er he wander d, thus vindictive Fate 
Purſued his weary ſteps with lafting hate! 


Winter'd the morn of life's advancing day; 
Relax'd the ſine vs of the living lyre, 

And quench the kindling ſpark of vital ſire.— 
Thus while forgotten or unknown he wooes, 
What hope to win the coy reluctant Muſe ' 
"Then let not Cenſure, with malignant j Joy» | 
The harveſt of his humble hope deſtroy * 
His verſe no laurel wreath attempts to claim, 
Nor ſculptur'd braſs to tell the poet's name. 
If terms uncouth, and j phraſes, wound 


Yer here let liſtening ſympathy prevail, 
While conſcious Truth unfolds her piteous tale! 4 
And lo! the Power that wakes th' eventful ſong, 


in her right hand an ample roll appears, 
Fraught with long annals of preceding years; 5 


Whoſe magic touch diſpels vblivion's ſhade. 
Penſive her look; on radiant wings that glow, 
Like Juno's binds, or Iris* flaming bow, | 


Directs her rapid intellectual flight. 

The tugitive ideas ſhe 

And calls the wandering thought FIR Lethe s ſhores. 
To things long paſt a ſecond date ſhe gives, 

And hoary Time from her freſh youth receives. 


is her name. 
O firſt-born daughter of primeval Time! 


The deeds of ages long elaps'd are known, Dn 
And blazon'd glories ſpread from zoneto zone 
Whoſe breath diffolves the gloom of mental 
And o'er th* obſcur'd idea pours the light 


And trackleſs ſcours th*,immenſity of ſpace ! 
vay ! on what ſeas, for alone canſt tell, 
What dire miſhap a fated ſhip befel, 

Ariſe! 3 unlock thy 2 ſores 7 


* Darien, 


| Yet Hope, with fl 
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| A ſhip from Egypt, o'er the deep impell'd 

By guiding winds her courſe for Venice held; 

Of fam'd Britannia were the gallant crew, 

And from that iſle her name the veſſel drew. 

The wayward ſteps of Fortune, that delude 

Full oft to ruin, eager they purſu d. 

And, dazzled by her viſionary glate, 

Advanc'd incautious of each fatal ſnare ; 

Tho” warn'd full oft? the ſlippery track to 8 
voice, betray d them on. 


Beguil'd to danger thus, left behind 


The ſcene of peace, and ſocial joy reſign d 


Long abſent they from friends and native home, 
The cheerleſs ocean were inur'd to roam: | 
Yet Heaven, in pity to ſevere diſtreſs, 

Had crown'd each painful voyage with ſucceſs 3 
Still, to atone for toils and hazards paſt, 

Reſtor d them to maternal plains at laſt. 

| Thrice had the ſun, to rule the varying year, 
Acroſs th* equator roll'd his flaming ſphere, 

Since laſt the veſſel ſpread her ample ſail 

From Albion's coaſt, obſequious to the 


| | She o'er the ſpacious flood, from ſhore to ſhorez 


Unwearying wafted her commercial ſtore. 


| Thericheft ports of Afric ſhe had view'd, 
I Thenceto fair Italy her courſe purſu d; 
Had left behind Trinacria s burning iſle, 


And viſited the margin of the Nile. | 
And now, that winter deepens round the pole, 
The circling voyage haſtens to its goal. 
They, blind to Fate's inevitable law, 

No dark event to blaſt their hope foreſaw ; 

But from gay Venice ſoon expect to ſteer 
For Britain's coaſt, and dread no perils near. 

A thouſand tender thoughts their ſouls employ, 
That fondly dance to ſcenes of future joy. | 
Thus time elape d, while o'er the pathleſs tide. 

Their ſhips thro? Grecian ſeas the pilots guide. 
Occaſion call'd to touch at Candia's ſhore, | 
Which, bleſt with favouring winds, they fron 6 


plore; 


| The haven enter, borne before the gale, 
| Diſpatch their commerce, and prepare to fail. 


Eternal Powers! what ruins from afar | 


| Mark the fell track of deſolating war | 


Here Art and Commerce, with auſpicious reign, 


| | Once breath'd ſweet influence on the happy plain ; 
| While o'er the lawn, with dance and feſtive _— 


Young Pleaſure led the jocund hours along. 
In gay luxuriance Ceres too was ſeen | 
To crown the vallies with eternal 


green. 
| For wealth, for valor, courted, and 2 | 


What Albion is, fair Candia then appear'd.— 


Ah! who the flight of ages can revoke ? 


The free-born ſpirit of her ſons is broke; 7 


| They bow to Ottoman's imperious yoke ! 
| | No longer fame the drooping heart inſpires, 


For rude oppreſſion quench'd its genial fires. 
But ſtill her fields, with golden harveſts crown . 
Supply the barren ſhores of Greece around. | 

| What pale diſtreſs afflicts thoſe wretched iſles ! 
There hope ne er dawns, and pleaſure never ſmiles. 
The vaſſal wretch obſequious drags his chain, 
And hears his famiſh'd babes lament in vain. 

Theſe eyes have ſeen the dull reluctant foil 


| A ſeventh year ſcorn the weary lab'rer's toil, 


No bloomipg Venus, on the deſart ſhore, 


vol. vn 


| Now views, with * captive gods adore, 
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No lovely Helens now, with fatal charms, 

Call forth th' avenging chiefs of Greece to arms. 
No fair Penelopes inch int the eye, 

For whom contending kings are proud to die. 
Here ſullen Beauty ſheds a twilight ray, 

While forrow bids her venal bloom decay. 
Thoſe charms, ſo long renown'd in claſſic ſtrains, 


-- Had dimly ſhon> on Albion”s happier plains ! 


Now, in the ſouthern hemiſphere the ſun 
Thro' the bright Virgin and the Scales had run; 
And on the ecliptic wheel'd his winding way, 
Till the fierce Scorpion felt his flaming ray. 


The ſhip was moor d beſide the wave-worn — 3 


Four days her anchors bite the golden ſand: 
For ſickening vapours lull the air to ſleep, 
And not a breeze awakes the filent deep. 
This, when th' autumnal equinox is o'er, 
And Phebus in the north declines no more, 
The watchful mariner 7 whom heaven informs, 
Oft' deems the prelude of approaching ſtorms 
"True to his truſt when ſacred duty calls, 
No brooding ttorm the maſter's ſoul appals : 
'Th* advancing ſeaſon warns him to the main 
A captive, fetter'd to the oar of gain 
His anxicus heart, impatient of delay, 
Expects the winds to fail from Candia's bay; 
| Determin'd, from whatever point they riſe, 
To truſt his fortune to the ſeas and ſkies. 
Thou living ray of intellectual fire, 
voluntary gleams my verſe inſpire! 


re yet the deep ning incidents prevail, 


Till rous'd attention feel our plaintive tale, 
Record whom, chief among the gallant crew, 
Th' unbleſt purſuit of fortune hither drew ! 

Can ſons of Neptune, generous, brave and bold, 

In pain and hazard toil for ſordid gold? | 

They can! for gold too oft', with magic art, 
Subdues each nobler impulſe of the heart: 


This crowns the proſperous villain with applauſe, | 


To whom, in vain, ſad Merit pleads her cauſe : 
This ftrews with roſes life's perplexing road, 
And leads the way to Pleaſure's bleſt abode 3 
With flaughter'd victims fills the weeping plain, 
And ſmooths the furrows of the treacherous main. 
O'er the gay veſſel, and her daring band, 

Experienc'd Albert held the chief commard ; 
Thoꝰ train'd in boiſterous elements, his mind 
Was yet by ſoft humanity refin'd. | 
Each joy of edded love at home he knew; 
Abroad confett the father of his crew! 
Brave, liberal, juſt, the calm domeſtic ſcene 
Had o' er his temper, breath'd a gay ſerene. 
Him ſcience taug by myſtic lore to trace 

The planets wheeling in eternal race; 
To mark the ſhip in floating balance held, 


By earth attracted and by ſeas repell'd; _ 
Or point her devious track, thro? climes 1 
That leads to every ſhore and every zone. 
He ſaw the moon thro' heaven's blue concave glide, 


And into motion charm th' expanding tide ; 

While earth impetuous round her axle rolls, 

Exalts her watery zone, and fink the poles. 
Light and attraction, from their genial ſource, 
He ſaw ſtill wandering with diminiſh'd force; 

While on the margin of declining day, 

Night's ſhadowy cone reluctant melts away. 

Inur'd to peril, with unconquer d ſoul, 

| — chief brheds enen oceans roll; 
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His genius, ever for the event prepar'd, 

Roſe with the ſtorm, and all its rages ſhar'd. 
The ſecond powers and office Rodmond bore : 

A hardy fon of England's furtheſt ſhore ! 

Where bleak Northumbria pours her ſavage train | 

In fable ſquadrons o'er the northern main; 

That, with her pitchy entrails ſtor d, reſort, 


| A ſooty tribe! to fair Auguſta's port 


Where er in ambuſh lurk the fatal ſands, 

They claim the danger ; proud of ſkilful bands ! 
For while with darkling courſe their veſſels Fweep 
The winding ſhore, or plough the faithleſs deep, 
O'er bar “ and ſhelf the watery path they ſound, 


I With dext'rous arm; ſagacious of the ground ! 
| Fearlefs they combat every hoſtile wind, 


| Wheeling in mazy tracks with courſe inclin'd. 
Expert to moor, whete terrors line the road 3; 
Or win the anchor from its dark abode :;— 


| But drooping and relax'd in climes afar, 
| Tumultnous and undiſciplin'd in war. 
Such Rodmond was; by learning unrefin'd, 


That oft” enlightens to corrupt the mind: 
Roifterous of manners; train'd in early youth 

To ſcenes that ſhame the conſcious cheek of truth; 4 
To ſaenes that Nature's ſtruggling voice controul, 


| And freeze compaſſion riſing in the ſoul ! 
| Where the grim hell-hounds, prowling round the. 


ſhore, 


| | With foul intent the ſtranded bark explore— 
| Deaf to the voice of woe, herdecks \ board, 


While tardy Juſtice ſlumbers o'er her ſword— 
Ih indignant Muſe, ſeverely taught to feel, 
| Shrinks from a theme ſkg bluſhes to reveal 


| | Too oft example, arm'd with poiſons felt, 


Pollutes the ſhrine where mercy loves to dwell: 


| Thus Rodmond, train'd by this unhallow'd crew, 
The facred ſocial paſſions never knew : 


Unſkill'd to argue; in difpute yet loud; 
Bold without caution , without honours proud 3 
In art unſchool'd, each veteran rule he priz'd, 


| And all improvement haughtily deſpis'd : 


Vet tho? full oft” to future perils blind, 
With ſkill ſuperior glow'd his daring mind, 


| Thro' ſnares of death the reeling bark to guide, 
When midnight ſhades involve the raging tide. 


To Rodmond next, in order of command, : 


: | Succeeds the youngeſt of our naval band. 


But what avails it to record a name 


That courts no rank . 


| While yet a ftripling, oft' with fond alarms, 


His boſom danc'd to Nature's boundleſs charms ; 

On him fair Science dawn'd in happier hour, : 
Awakening into bloom young Fancy's flower; 
But frowning Fortune with untimely blaſt 

The bloſſom wither'd, and the dawn o'ercatt. 


| | Forlorn of heart, and by ſevere decree 


Condemn'd reluctant to the faithleſs ſea, 
| With long farewell he left the laurel grove, 
Where Science and the tuneful Siſters rove.— 


| Hither he wander'd, anxious to explore. 


Antiquities of nations now no more; 


| To penetrate each diſtant realm unknown, 


And rage excurſive o'er th untravell'd zone. 
412 


* A baris known, in hydrography, to be a ane? 
earth or ſand collected by the ſurge of the ſea, at the 
entrance of a river or haven ; ſo as to render the na- 


— difficult, and often — 


— 
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In vain for rude Adverſity's command, 

Still on the margin of each famous land, 

With unrelenting ire his ſteps oppos'd, 

And every gate of hope againſt him clus'd. 

Permit my verſe, ye bleſt Pierian train, 

To call Arion this ill-fared ſwain ! 

For, like that bard unhappy, on his head 

Malignant ſtars their hottile influence ſhed, 

Both, in lamenting numbers, o'er the deep, 

With conſcious anguiſh taught the harp to weep 3 

And ich the raging ſurge in ſafety bore 

Amid deſtruction p inting to the ſhore, 

This laſt our tragic tory from the wave 

Of dark oblivion haply yet may fave; _ 

With genuine ſymparhy may yet complain, 

While ſad remembrance bleeds at cvery vein. 
Such were the pilots 3 tutor'd to divine 

Th' untravel'd courfe by geometric line; 


Train'd to command, and range the various ſail, 


Whoſe vious force conforms to every gale.— 
Charg'd with the commerce, hither alſo came 

A gallant youth, Palemon was his name: 

A father's ſtern reſentment doom'd to prove, 

He came, the victim of unhappy love! 
His heart for Albert's beauteous daughter bled 5 | 
Far her a ſecret flame his boſom fed. 

Nor let the wretched ſlaves of Folly ſcorn 
'This genuine paſſion, Nature's eldeſt-born ! 
"Twas his with laſting anguiſh to complain, 
While blooming Anna mourn'd the cauſe in vain. 


Graceful of form, by Nature taught to pleaſe, 


Of power to melt the female breaſt with caſe, 
To her Palemon told his tender tale, 
Soft as the voice of ſummer's evening gale. 
O'erjoy'd, he faw her lovely eyes relent; | 
Tube bluſhing maiden ſmil'd with ſweet conſent. 
Ott' in the mazes of a neighbouring grove, 
| Unheard, they breath'd alternate vows of love: 
By fond ſociety their paſſion grew, | 
Like the young bloſſom fed with vernal dew. 
In evil hour th' officious tongue of Fame 
| Betray'd the ſecret of their mutual flame. 
With grief and anger ſtruggling in his breaſt, | 
 Palemon's father heard the tale confeft. 
Long had he liſten'd with Suſpicion's ear, 
And learnt, ſagacious, this event to fear. 


A heart to Nature's warm impreſſions true! 

Full oft” his wiſdom ſtrove, with fruitleſs toil, 

With avarice to pollute that generous foil : | 
That ſoil, impregnated with nobler ſeed, 


|  Refus'd the culture of ſo rank a weed. 


Elate with wealth, in ative commerce won, 
And baſking in the ſmile of Fortune's ſun, 
With ſcorn the parent ey d the lowly ſhade, | 
That veil'd the beauties of this charming maid. 
Indignant he rebuk'd th enamour'd boy, | 
The flattering promiſe of his future joy ! 
He ſooth'd and menac'd, anxious to reclaim 
This hopeful paſſion, or divert its aim: 
Ott led _ youth where circling joys delight 
The ravith'd ſenſe, or beauty charms the ſight. 
With all her powers inchanting Muſie fail'd, 
And Pleaſures ſyren-voice no more prevail'd. 


" "The Merchant, kindling then with proud diſdain, 


In look and voice aſſum'd an harſher ftrain. 
In abſeace now his only hope remain'd ; 
Aud ſuch the ſtern decree his will ordain'd. 


— 
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| Neep anguiſh, while Palemon heard his doom 


Drew o'er his lovely face a ſaddening gloom. | | 
In vain with bitter ſorrow he repin'd, | 
No tender pity touch'd that fordid mind; | 


'To thee, brave Albert, was the charge confien* d. 
The ſtately ſhip, forſaking England's thore, 


To regions far remote Palemon bore. 


Incapable of change, th* unhappy youth 
Still lov'd fair Anna with eternal truth: 
From clime to clime an exile doom'd to roam, 


His heart itil] panted for its ſecret home. 


The moon had circled twice her wayward zone, 
To him ſince young Arion firſt was known z 
Who, wandering here then many a ſcene renown'd, 
In Alexandria's port the veſſel found; 

Where, anxious to review his native ſhore, 

He on the roaring wave embark'd once more. 


Oft, by pale Cynthia's melancholy light, 
| With him Palemon kept the watch of night; 


In whoſe ſad boſom many a ſigh ſuppreſt, 
Some painful ſecret of the ſoul conteſt. 
Perhaps Arion ſoon the cauſe divin'd, 

Tha“ thunning ſtill to probe a wounded mind: 
He felt the chaſtity of filent woe, 


| Tho? glad the balm of comfort to beſtow 3 


The tales of hapleſs love in ancient lore, 

Recall'd to memory by th adjacent ſhore. 10 
The ſcene thus p. eſent, and its ſtory known, _ 
The lover figh'd for ſorrows not his own. 

Thus, tho” a recent date their friendthip bore, 


He, with Palemon, oft recounted o'er | 1 | 


| Soon the ripe metal own'd the quick'ning ore; 


For in one tide their patſions ſeem's to roll, 


By kindred- age, and ſympathy of ſoul. 
| Theſe o'er thi' inferior naval train preſide, 
| The courſe determine, or the commerce guide : 


O' er all the reſt, an undiftinguiſh'd crew 


Her wing of deepeſt ſhade Oblivion drew. 


A ſullen langour ſtill the ſkies oppreſt, 


I And held the unwilling ſhip in ſtrong arreſt. 


High in his chariot glow'd the lamp of day, 
— er Ida flaming with meridian ray. 


Relax'd from toil the ſailors range the ſhore, 


Where famine, war, and ſtorm are felt no more. 


| The hour to focial pleaſure they reſign, 


I And black remembrance drown in generous wine. 
Too well, fair youth! thy liberal heart * knew z 3 g | 


On deck, beneath the ſhading canvas ſpreal, 
Rodmond a rueful tale of wonders read, 


Jor dragonsroaring on the enchanted coaſt, 
TI The hideous goblin, and the yelling ghoſt— 


But v ith Arion, from the ſultry heat 


| Cf noon, Palemon fought a cool retreat. 


And lo! the ſhore with mournful proſpocts crown 9 
The rampart torn with many a fatal wound; | 
The ruin'd bulwark totzering o'er the ſtrand; 
Bewail the ftroke of War's tremendous hand. 
What ſ:-nes of woe this hapleſo iſle o "erſpread ! il 
Where late tkrice fifty thouſand warriors bled. 


Full twice twelve ſummers were yon towers aiTail's, 


| A barbarous Ottoman at og carer d 


1 The intelligent reader will 38 diſcover, * 
theſe remarks allude to the ever- memorable ſiege ot 
Candia, which Was taken from the Venetians by the 
Turks in ys ; be ing then conliderced as impregna- 


ble, and comet the moſt ſormidab le forte in tk. 


| univerſe. 


Q 


Breath'd o'er her cheek the ſofteſt bluſh of My. 
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While 
While heroes fell, and domes and temples burn'd. 
But now before them happier icenes ariſe ! 
Elyſian vale; falute their raviſh'd eyes: 
Olive and ceuar forrn'd a gratetul thade, 
Where light with gay romantic error ſtray d. 
The myrtles here with fond careſſes twine ; 
There, rich with nectar, melts the pregnant vine. 
And lo! the ſtream, renown'd in clailic ſong, 
Sad Lethe, glides the ſilent vale along. 
On moſſy banks beneath the citron grove, 
The yvuthful wanderers found a wild alcove : 
Soft o'er the fairy region langour ſtole, 
And with ſweet melancholy charm's the ſoul. 
Here firſt Palemon, while his penſive mind 
For conſolation on his friend reclin'd, 
In pity's bleeding boſom pour d the ſtream 
Of love's ſoft anguith, and of grief ſupreme 
Too true thy words !—by ſweet remembrance tau 
My heart in ſecret bleeds with tender thought : 
In vain it courts the ſolitary ſhade, : 
By every action, every look betr yd 
I he pride of gener uus woe diſdains 
Io hearts that unrele ing froits congeal: 
Vet ſure, if cigh: Palemo n can divine, 
Ihe ſenſe of gentle pity awells inthine. 
Yes! all his cares thy iympathy ſhall Know, 
And prove the kind companion of his oe. 
Alert thou fenow'ſt with {kill and ſcience 
In humble ſtation tho* by fortune pla dl, 
Vet never ſeaman more ſerenely brave 
Led Britain's conqu' ring ſquadrons ger the wave. 
Where full in view Auguita's ſpirey are ſeen, 
With flow'ry lawns, and waving woods between, 
A peaceful dwelling ſtands in modeſt pride, 25 
Where Thames, ſlow- winding, rolls his ample tide. 
There live the hope and pleaſure of his life, 
A pious daughter, with a faithful wife. 
For his return, with fond officiou; care, 
Still every grateful object theſe prepare; 
Whatever can allure the ſmell or fight, 
Or wake the dzvoping ſpirits to delight. 
This blooming maid in virtue's path to guide, 
Her anx'ous parents all their cares apply d. 
| Her ſpotleſs foul, where ſott compaſſion reign'd, 
No vice untun d, no ſickening folly ſtain; d. 
No fairer grows the lily ot the vale, WES. 
| Whoſe boſom opens to the yernal gate : 
Fer eyes, unconſcious of their fatal charms, 
Thrill'd every heart with exquiſite alarms : 
Her face, in beauty's ſweet attraction dreſt, 
The ſmile of maiden innocence expreſt; 
While health, that riſes with the new-born da 


Ys 


grac d, 


1 


Still in her look complacence ſmil'd ſerene; 
She mov'd the charmer of the rural ſcene. 
was at that ſeaſon when the fields reſume 
Their lovelieſt hues, array d in vernal bloom; 
Von ſhip, rich- freighted from th' Italian ſhore, 
To Thames? fair banks her coſtly tribute bore: 
While thus my father ſaw his ample hoard, 
From this return, with recent treaſure ſtor j; 
Me, with affairs of comraerce charg'd, he ſent 
To Albert's humble manſion ; ſoon 1 went, 
Too ſoon, alas! unconſcious of th' event. 
There ſtruck with ſweet ſurprize and filent awe, 
The gentle miſtreſs of my hopes I ſaw : | 


| My fluttering fpirits firſt th' infection caught: 


| The heart's quick tumults, or refus'd its aid : 


Still bafſled by ſuperior Nature's law. | 
| His anxious mind on various ſchemes revoly'd 
At laſt on cruel exile he reſoly'd. 


{| With ſtern command to Albert's charge he 
 t Townft Palemon o'er the diſtant wave. 
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thundering mines the lovely plains o'erturn'd, | 


There, wounded firſt by love's reſiſtleſs arme, 

My glowing boſom throbb'd with ſtrange alarm: 

My ever-charming Anna ! who alone 

Can all the frowns of cruel fate atone ; | 
O! while all- conſcious memory holds her power, 
Can I forget that ſweetly- painful hour, | 
When trum thoſe eyes, with lovely lightning fraught, 


„ as I gaz'd, my faultering tongue betray d 


While the dim light my raviſh'd eyes forſook, 
And every limb unſtrung with terror ſhook ! 
With all her powers diſſenting reaſon ſtrove 
To tame at firſt the kindling flame of love; 
She ſtrove in vain ! ſubdu'd by charms divine, 
My foul a viftim fell at beauty's thrine. 

Ott from the din of buſtling life 1 ſtray d, 

In happier ſcenes, to ſee my lovely maid. 

Full oft, where Thames his wandering current 
We rov'd at evening hour thro flow'ry meads. 

There, while my heart's ſoft anguiſh I reveal'd, 

To her with tender fighs my hope appeal'd. 

While the ſweet nymph my faithful tale believ'd, 
Her ſnowy breaſt with ſecret tumult heav d; 

For, train'd in rural ſcenes from earlieſt youth, 

| Nature was her's, and innocence and truth. 

She never knew the city damſel's art, . 
| Whoſe frothy pertneſs charms the vacant heart - 
My ſuit preyail'd ; for love inform'd my tongue, 
And on his votary's lips perſuaſion hung. 


ER W 3e 


Her eyes with conſcious ſympathy withdrew, 


And o'er her cheek the roſy current flew.—Om_ (0 
Thrice happy hours! where, with np dark allay, 


| Life's faireſt ſunſhine gilds the vernal day ! 


For here the ſigh, that ſoft affection heaves, 
From ſtings of ſharper woe the ſoul relieves. 


| Elyſian ſcenes, too happy long to laſt !— 


Too ſoon a ſtorm the ſmiling dawn o'ercaſt ' 


| | Too ſoon ſome demon to my father bore | 
| The tidings that his heart with anguiſh tore 


My pride to kindle, with diſſuaſive voice, 


{| Awhile he labour'd to degrade my choice: Y 
| Then, in the whirling wave of pleaſure, fought 
| From its lov'd object to divert my thought. 


With equal hope he might attempt to bind, 

In chains of adamant, the lawleſs wind ; 

For love had aim'd the fatal ſhaft too ſyre : 
Hope fed the wound, and abſchce knew no cure. 
With alienated look, each art he ſaw g 
5 
The rigorous doom was fix d; aias ! how vain 
To him of tender anguiſh to complain ! pe 
His ſoul, that never love's fiveet influence felt, 
By ſocial ſympathy could never melt; = 


gave, 
Ihe ſhip was laden and prepar d to fail, 


| And only waited now the leading gale. 


"Twas ours, in that ſad period, firſt to prove 
The heart-felt torments of defpairing love. 

Th' impatient wiſh that never feels repoſe ; 
Deſire that with perpetual current flows ; 


| The fluctuating pangs of hope and fear; 


Joy diſtant ſtill, and ſorrow ever neur 
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Thus, while the pangs of thought ſeverer grew, 

The weſtern breezes inauſpicious blew, 

Haſtening the moment of our laſt adieu. 

The veſſel parted on the falling tide ; _ 

Yet time one ſacred hour to love ſupply'd. 

The night was filent, and, advancing fatt, 

The moun o'er Thames her filver mantle caſt. 

Impatient hope the midnight path explor'd, | 

Andled me to the nymph my foul ador'd. | 

Soon her quick footſteps ſtruck my liſtening ear 

She came confeſt ! the lovely maid drew near 

But ah ! what force of language can impart 

Th' impetuous joy that glow'd in either heart 

O!] ye, whoſe melting hearts are form'd to prove 

The trembling eeſtaſies of genuine love 

When, with delicious agony, the thought 

ls to the verge of high delirium wrought ; 

Your ſecret ſympathy alone can tell N 

What raptures then the throbbing boſom ſwell : 
O'er all the nerves what tender tumults roll, | 

| While love with ſweet inchantment melts the ſoul ! 
In tranſport loſt, by trembling hope impreſt, 
The bluſhing virgin ſunk upon my breaſt ; 

While her's congenial beat with tond alarms : 

Diſſolving ſottneſs! paradiſe of charms ! 

Flaſh'd from our eyes, in warm transfuſion flew 

Our blending ſpirits, that each other drew 

O bliſs ſupreme ! where virtue's ſelf can melt 

With joys that guilty pleaſure never felt ! 

Form'd to refine the thought with chaſte defire, 

And kindle ſweet affection's pureſt fire! 

Ah! wherefore ſhuuld my hopeleſs love, ſhe cries, 

While ſorrow burſt with interrupting ſighs, _ 


; 


For ever deſtinꝰd to lament in vain, 


Bauch flattering, fond ideas entertain? | 
My heart thro” ſcenes of fair illufion ſtray d, 
To joys decreed for ſome ſuperior maid. | 
"Tis mine to feel the ſharpeſt ſtings of grief, 
| Where never gentle hope affords relief, bes 
| Go then, dear youth! thy father's rage atone 3 
And let this tortur'd boſom beat alone 5 
The hovering anger yet thou may ſt appeaſe 


So then, dear youth | nor tempt the faithleſs ſeas! 


Find out ſome happier daughter of the town, 
With fortune's fairer joys thy love to crown ; 

| Where ſmiling o'er thee, with indulgent ray, 
Proſperity ſhall hail each new-born day. 


IIl fitted to fuſtain thy father's hate; | 
| Gao then, I charge thee, by thy generous love, 
That fatal to my father thus may prove! 
On me alone let dark affliction fall! 
Whoſe heart, for thee, will gladly ſuffer all. 
Then haſte thee hence, Palemon, ere too late, 
Nor raſhly hope to brave oppoſing fate Pe 
Sheceas'd ; while anguiſh in her angel-face 
_ Cer all her beauties ſhower'd celeſtial grace. 
Not Helen, in her bridal charms array d, 
Was half fo lovely as this gentle maid. 
O ſoul of all my wiſhes ! I reply d, 
Can that ſoft fabric ſtem afflition's tide ? 
Canſt thou, fair emblem of exalted truth ! 
| To farrow doom the ſummer of thy youth; 
And I, perfidious ! all that ſweetneſs fee 
Conſign'd to Jaſting miſery for me 
Sooner this moment may the eternal doom 
Pajemon in the ſilent earth tomb 


Thou too, ſweet maid ! ere twice ten months 


| With warning haſte the ſhades of 


| Who hear the ſad complaint of bleeding love 


I While tender paſſion ftream'd in either heart, 
| Our eyes transfix'd with agoniſing look, 
One ſad farewel, one laſt embrace we took. 
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Atteſt thou moon, fair regent of the night ! 


Whole luſtre fickens at this mournful fight ; 

By all the pangs divided lovers feel, 

That ſweet poſſeſſion only knows to heal? 

By all the horrors brooding o'er the dec 
Where fate and ruin ſad dominion keep ; 


{ Thu” tyrant duty o'er me threatening ſtands, 


And clatms obedience to her ſtenn commands: 
Should fortune cruel or auſpicious prove, 


Her ſmile or frown ſhall never change my love! 


My heart, that now muſt every joy reſign, 


| Inc1pable of change, is only thine !=— 


O ceaſe to weep ! this ſtorm will yet decay, 


And theſe fad clouds of forrow melt away, _ 
While thro” the rugged path of life we go, 
| All mort:ls taſte the bitter draught of woe. 


The fim'd and great, decreed to equal pain, 


Full oft in ſplendid wretchednefs complain. 
For this proſperity, with brighter ray, | 


.n ſmiljag contraſt gilds our vital day. | 
* — 
er | | 1 
Shalt hail Palemon to his native ſhore, 
Where never intereſt ſhall divide us more. | 
Her ſtruggling foul, o'erwhelm'd with tender 
griet, Pg: 
Now found an interval of ſhort relief : 
Jo mclts the ſurface of the frozen ſtream, 
Beneath the wintry ſun's departing beam. | 
night withdrew, 
And gave the fignal of a fad adieu. = 
As on my neck th' afflifted maiden hung, 
A thouſand racking doubts her ſpirit wrung ; 
She wept the terrors of the feartul wave, 


Too oft, alas! the wandering lover's grave! ; 
Wich ſoft perſuaſion I diſpell'd her fear, 


And from her cheek beguil'd the falling tear. 
While dying fondneſs languiih'd in her eyes, 


| She pour'd her ſoul to heaven in ſuppliant fighs— 


Look down with pity, oh! ye above, 


Ve, who the ſecret laws of fate explore, 


Alone can tell if he returns no more: 


Or it the hour of future joy remain 
Long-wiſh d atonement of long - ſuffer d pain! 


ä | Bid every guardian minifter attend, 5 
I | And from all ill the much-lov'd youth defend! 
Too well thou know ſt good Albert's niggard fate, | 


Wich grief o'erwhelm'd we parted twice in 


Vain, 


And, urg'd by ſtrong attraftion, met again. 


At laſt, by cruel fortune torn apart, 


Forlorn of hope the lovely maid I left, 


| | Penfiveand pale ; of every joy bereft. 
] he to her ſilent couch retir d tu weep, 
| While her ſad ſwainembark'd upon the deep. 


His tale thus clos'd, from ſympathy of grict, 


_ | Palemon's boſom felt a ſweetrelief. 


The hapleſs bird, thus raviſh · d from the ſkie:, 


Where all forlorn his lov'd companion flies, 


In ſecret long bewails his cruel fate, 3 

With fond remembrance of his winged mate: 
Till grown familiar with a foreign train, 

| Compos'd at length, his ſadly-warbling train 
In ſweet oblivion charms the ſenſe of p ain. 
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Ye tender maids, in-whoſe pathetic ſouls 
Compaſſion's ſacred ſtream impetuous rolls; 
Whoſe warm affections exquiſitely feel 
The ſecret wound you tremble to reveal; 

Ah! may no wanderer of the faithleſs main 

Pour through your breaſt the ſoft delicious bane ! 

May never fatal tenderneſs approve 

The fond effuſions of their ardent love. 

O! warn'd by friendſhip's counſel, learn to ſhun 

The fatal path where thouſands are undone ! 
Now as the youths, returning o'er the plain, 


Approach d the lonely margin of the main, 


Firſt, with attention rouz'd, Arion ey'd 
"The graceful lover, form'd in Nature's pride. 
His frame the happieſt ſymmetry diſplay d; 
And locks of waving gold his neck array'd. 
In every look the Paphian graces ſhine, 


| Soft-breathing o'er his cheek their bloom divine, : 


With lighten'd heart he ſmil'd ſerenely gay, 
Like young Adonis or the ſon of May. 


Not Cytherea from a fairer ſwain 


Receive her apple on the Texan plain! 


| Now glanc'd obliquely o'er the woodland — | 


Creation ſmiles around; on every ſpray 


The warbling birds exalt their evening lay. 


Blithe ſkipping o'er yon hill, the fleecy train 


Join the deep chorus of the lowing plain: 
The golden lime and orange there were ſeen, 


On fragrant branches of perpetual green. 
The eryſtal ſtreams, that velvet meadows lave, 


To the green ocean roll with chiding wave. 


The glaſſy ocean huſh'd forgets to roar, 


= But trembling murmurs on the ſandy ſhore : 


And lo! his ſurface, lovely to behold ! 


f = Glows in the weſt, a ſea of living gold ! | 
While, all above, a thouſand liveries gay 
The ſkies with pomp ineffable array. 


Arabian ſweets perfume the happy plains : 
Above, beneath, around inchantment reigns ! 


While yet the ſhades, on Time's eternal ſcale, 


With long vibration deepen o'er the vale; 


While yet the ſongſters of the vocal grove 
With dying numbers tune the ſoul to love; 


— 


Wich joyful eyes th' attentive maſter ſees 
Th' auſpicious omens of an eaſtern breeze.— 


Now radiant veſper leads the ſtarry train, 


And night flow draws her veil o'er land and main; | 


Round the charg'd bow! the ſailors form a ring; 


By turns recount the wond'rous tale, or fing ; 
As love or battle, hardihips of the main, 

Or 
Then ſome the watch of night alter nate keep, 


genial wine, awalce their homely ſtrain: 


The reſt lie buried in vblivious fleep. | 
Deep midnight now involves the livid ſkies, 


While infant breezes from the ſhore ariſe. 

The waning moon, behind a watery ſhroud, 
Pale-glimmer'd o'er the long - protracted cloud. 

A mighty ring around her ſilver throne, 


With parting meteors croſt, portentous ſhone. 
"Chis in the troubled ſky full oft prevails ; 
Oft deemꝰ d a fiznal of tempeſtuous gales.— 


While young Arion fleeps, before his fight | 


Tumultuous ſwim the viſions of the nizht. 


Now blooming Anna, with her happy ſwaing 
Approach'd the ſacred Hymeneal fare : | 
Anon tremendous lightnings flaſh between ; 
And funeral pomp, and weeping loves are ſeen ! 


5 wy 
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| Now with Palemon up a rocky her, 

Whoſe ſummit trembles o'er the roaring deep, 
Wich painful Rep he climb'd ; while far above 
Sweet Anna charm'd them with the voice of love. 
Then ſudden: from the ſlippery height they fell, 
While dreadful yawn'd beneath the jaws of hell.— 


Amid this fearful trance, a thundering ſound 


| | He hears—and thrice the hollow decks rebound. 


 Upttarting from his couch, on deck he ſprang; 
Thrice with ſhrill note the buatſwain's whittle rung. 

| A! hands unmsor ! proclaims a boiſterous waa 

| AU! hands unmur, the cavern rocks reply 

| Rous'd from repoſe, aloft the ſailors ſwarm, 

And with their levers ſoon the windlaſs * arm. | 
The order given, up- ſpringing with a bound, } 

{ They lodge the bars, and wheel the — 8 
At every turn the clanging pauls reſound. 9 

| Uptorn reluctant from its 00zy Caves | 
The ponderous anchor riſes o'er the wave. 
Along their ſi ppery maſts the yards aſcend, 
And high i in air the canvas wings extend: 


2 Redoubling cords the lofty canvas guide, 


And thro? inextricable mazes glide. 

| The lunar rays with long reflection gleam, 
To light the veſſel o'er the ſilver ſtream: 
| Along the glaſſy plain ſerene ſhe glides, 
While azure radiance trembles on her ſides. 
From eaſt to north the tranſient breezes play; 


| Andin the Egyptian quarter ſoon decay. 


A calm enſues ; they dread th* adjacent ſhore ; 
The boats with rowers arm'd are ſent before: 


_ | With cordage faſten'd to the lofty prow, 
| Aloof to ſea the ſtately ſhip they towF. 

| The nervous crew their ſweeping nents]; 5 
I é And pealing ſhouts the ſhore of Candia rend. 
J Succeſs attends their kill; ; the danger's o'er: 


The portſis doubled and beheld no more. 


r her ws pale — on the 


| Scatter'd before her vanreludtant night. 


She comes not in refulgent pomp array d, 
But ſternly fi „ wrapt in ſullen ſhade. 


Above incumbent vapours, Ida's height, 


| Tremendous rock ! emerges on the fight. 


| North-eaft the guardian iſſe of Standia lies, 
| And weſtward Freſchin's woody capes ariſe. 


With winning poſtures, now the wanton Gails 875 
Spread all their ſnares to charm th' inconſtant gales. 


I The ſwelling ſtu'n ſails now their wings extend, . 
Then ſtay- ſails ſidelong to the breeze aſcend : | 


| While all to court the wandering breeze are plac' dz 3 


1 On * * 88 * brac d. 


| »The windlaks ; is a Gt af hs lies, uſed to i 
wind in the cable, or heave up the anchor. It is 
turned about vertically, by a number of long bars or 


| | levers; ; in which operation | it is N from recoil- | 


ing, by the pauls. 


| by means of ropes, extending from her fore-part to 


one or more of the boats rowing before her. 


t Studding-fails are long, narrow ſails, which are 
only uſed in fine weather and fair winds, on the out- 
fide of the larger ſquare-ſails. Stay-ſails are three- 


| cornered fails, which are hoifted up on the ſtays, 


| when the wind croſſes the ſhip's courſe either directly | 
| or obliquely. 


+ Towing is the W drawing a ſhip forward, _ 


A figur'd ſcutcheon glitter d on her breaſt ; 


| 
: 
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The dim horizon lowering vapours ſhroud, | 
And blot the ſun, yet ſtruggling in the cloud: 
'Thro? the wide atmoſphere, condens'd with haze, 
His glaring orb emits a ſanguine blaze. 

The pilots now their rules of art apply, 

The myſtic needle's devious aim to try. 

The compaſs plac d to catch the riſing ray *, 
The quadrant's ſhadows ſtudious they ſurvey ! 
Along the arch the gradual index ſlides, 

While Phebus down the vertic circle glides. 
Now, ſeen on ocean's utmoſt verge to ſwim, 

He ſweeps it vibrant with his nether limb. 
Their ſage experience thus explores the height 
And polar diſtance of the ſource of light: 
Then thro? the chiliads triple maze, they trace 
Th' analogy that proves the magnet's place. 
The way ward ſteel, to truth thus reconcil'd, 
No more the attentive pilot's eye beguil'd. | 

The natives, while the ſhip departs the land, | 
Aſhore with admiration gazing ſtand. 9 . 
Majeſtically flow, before the breeze, | "4 
In ſilent pomp ſhe marches on the ſeas. = 
Her milk-white bottom caſt a ſofter gleam, 
While trembling thro” the green tranſlucent ſtream. 
The wales F, that cloſe above in contraſt ſhone, 
Claſp the long fabric with a jetty zone. Ll 
Britannia, riding awful on the prov, 5 
Gaz'd o'er the vaſſal - wave that roll'd below: 
Where er ſhe mov'd, the vaſſal - waves were ſeen 
Io yield obſequious and confeſs their queen. | 
Th' imperial trident grac'd her dexter- hand, 
Of power to rule the ſurge, like Moſes' wand, 

Th' eternal empire of the main to keep, 
And guide her ſquadrons o'er the trembling deep. 
Her left propitious bore a myſtic ſhield, 
Around whoſe margin rolls the wat'ry field. 
There her bold genius, in bis floating car, 
O'er the wild billow hurls the ſtorm of war— 
And lo! the beaſts, that oft with jealous rage 
In bloody combat met, from age to age, : 
Tam' d into Union, yok'd in friendſhip's chain, 
| Draw his proud chariot round the vanquiſh'd main. 
From the broad margin to the center grew | 


| Shelves, rocks, and whirlpools, hideous to the 


view ſe | | | 
Th' immortal ſhield from Neptune ſhe receiv'd, 
When firſt her head above the waters heav'd. 
Looſe floated o'er her limbs an azure veſt; 


There, from one parent ſoil, for ever young, 
The blooming roſe and hardy thiſtle ſprung. 
Around her head an oaken wreath was ſeen, 
Inwove with laurels of unfading green. = 
Bauch was the ſculptur'd prow—from van to rear, 
TW artillery frown'd, a black tremendous tier ! 
| Embalm'd with orient gum, above the wave, 
The ſwelling fides a yellow radiance gave. 


» The operation of taking the ſun's azimuth, in 
order to diſcover the eaſtern or weſtern variation off 
the magnetical needle. f | | 


I The wales, here alluded to, are an aſſemblage 
of ſtrong planks which envelope the lower part of the 


ſhip's ſide, wherein they are broader and thicker than 


the reſt, and appear ſomewhat like a range of hoops 


which ſeparates the bottom from the upper works. | 


Her creſt, 


1 


There on the watch, ſagacious of his prey, 


Vonder fair commerce ſtretehed her winged 
| Herefrown'd the god that wakes the living gale— 
_ | High o'er the poop, the flattering winds unfurl'd 


On the broad ſtern, a pencil warm and bold, 
That never ſervile rules of art controul'd, 
An allegoric tale on high portray d 

| There a young hero, here a royal maid. 


Fair England's genius, in the youth expreſt, 
Her ancient foe, but now her friend confeſt, 


The warlike nymph with fond regard ſurvey de 


No more his hoſtile frown her heart diſmay d. 
His look, that once ſhot terror from afar, 
Like young Alcides, or the god of war, 
Serene as ſummer's evening ſkies ſhe ſaw ; 
Serene yet firm ; tho' mild, impreſſing awe. 


Her nervous arm, inur'd to toils ſevere, 
| Brandiſh'd th 
The dreadful faulchion of the hills ſhe wore, 
Sung to the harp in many a tale of yore, 
That oft her rivers dy'd with hoſtile gore. 


unconquer'd Caledonian ſpear. 


Blue was her rocky ſhield ; her piercing eye 


| Flaih'd, like the meteors of her native ſky; 
high-plum'd, was rough with many a 


ſcar, 


And o'er her helmet gleam'd the northern tar. 
| The warrior youth appear'd of noble frame; 
| The hardy offspring of ſome Runic dame. 
| Looſe o'er his ſhoulders hung the ſlacken'd bow, 


Renown'd in ſong, the terror of the foe ! 


The ſword, that oft the barbarous North defy'd, 


The ſcourge of tyrants ! glitter'd by his fide. 
Clad in refulgent arms, in battle won, 


| The George imblazon'd on his corſelet ſhone. 

Faſt by his fide was ſeen a golden lyre, 

| Pregnant with numbers of eternal fire ; 

_ | Whoſe ſtrings unlock. the wirches midnight ſpell ; 

Or waft wrapt fancy through the gulphs of hell 

| Struck with contagion, kindling fancy hears 
The ſongs uf heaven ! the muſic of the ſpheres ! 

| | Borne on Newtonian wing thro? air the flies, 

Where other ſuns to other ſyſtems riſe !=— 

| Theſe front the ſcene confpicuous—over-head 
_ | Albion's proud oak his filial branches ſpread : 


While on the ſea-beat ſhore obſequious ſtood, 


| Beneath their feet, the father of the flood - 


Here, the bold native of her cliffs above, 
Perch'd by the martial maid the bird of Jove ;_ 


With eyes of fire, an Engliſh maſtiff lay. 


Th' imperial flag that rules the wat'ry world. 


_ | Deep-bluſhing armors all the tops inveſt ; 
And warlike trophies either quarter dreſt: 


Then tower'd the maſts ; the canvas ſwell' 
high; . 


I And waving ſtreamers floated in the ſky. 
| Thus the rich veſſel moves in trim array, 

Like ſome fair virgin on her bridal dax. 
| Thus, like a ſwan ſhecleaves the wat'ry plain 


The pride and wonder of the /Egean man! 


END or THE FIRST CANT®. b 


fail; 
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: A DIEU, ye pleaſures of the rural ſcene, 
Where peace and calm contentment dwell ſe- 
To me in vain, onearth's prolific foil, _ 
With ſummer crown'd the Elyſian vallies ſmile ! 
To me thoſe happier ſcenes no joy impart, 
But tantalize with hope my aching heart. 
For theſe, alas ! reluctant I forego, 
To viſit ſtorms and elements of woe 
Le tempeits, o'er my head congenial roll, 
Lo ſuit the mournful muſic of my ſoul! 

In black progreſſion, lo! they hover near; 
Hail ſocial horrors, like my fate ſevere | 
Old Ocean hail, beneath whoſe azure zone 
The ſecreet deep lies unexplor'd, unknown. 
Approach, ye brave companions of the ſea, 
And fearleſs view this awful ſcene with me! 
Ve native guardians of your country's laws ! 

Ye bold aſſertors of her ſacred cauſe! 
The Muſe invites you; judge if ſhe depart, 
- Unequal, from the precepts of your art. 
In practice train'd, and conſcious of her power, 
Her ſteps intrepid meet the trying hour. 
DOieer the ſmooth boſom of the faithleſs tides, 
Propell'd by gentle gales, the veſſel glides. 
Rodmondexulting felt th* auſpicious wind, 
And by a myſtic charm its aim confin d— 
The thoughts of home, that v'er his fancy roll, 
With trembling joy dilate Palemon's foul : 
lifts his heart, before whoſe vivid ray 
Diſtreſs recedes, and danger melts away. 
Already Britain's parent-cliffs ariſe, 
And in idea greet his longing eyes ! 85 
Each amorous ſ lor too, with heart elate, 
Dwells on the beauties of his gentle mate. 
L'en they, th' impreſſive dart of love can feel, 
Wheſe ſtubborn ſoul: are ſheath's in triple eel. 
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l | One in redoubling mazes wheels along, 


| | Unerring aim'd, the miſlile 
| And, plunging, ſtruck the fated victim thro". 
= 


— 


| Nor leſs o'erjoy'd, perhaps with equal truth, | 
Each faithful maid eepedts th — youth 3j 
In diſtant boſom: equal ardors glow, as 
And mutual paſſions mutual joy beſtow. —_ 
Tall Ida's ſummit now more diſtant grew, 
And Jove's high hill was raifing on the view; 
When, from the left approaching, they deſcry - 
A liquid column towering ſhoot on high. 
The foaming bate an angry whirlwind ſweeps, 
Where curling billows rouſe the feurful deeps. 
Still round and round the fluid vortex flies, 
Scattering dun night and horror thro' the ſkies. 
The ſwift volution and th enormous train 
Let ſages vers'd in nature's lore explain 
The horrid apparition till draws nigh, | 
And white with foam the whirling ſurges fly !— 
The guns were prim'd; the veſſel 

veers | 5 | 
"Till her black battery on the column bears. 
The nitre fir'd ; and while the dreadful ſound, 
Convulſive, ſhook the lumbering air around, 
Ihe wat'ry volume, trembling to the ſky, 


Th' affrighted ſurge, recoiling as it fell, 

Rolling in hills diſclos'd th* abyſs of hell. | 
The ſea ſubſides; the whirlwinds rage no morc. 
While ſouthward now th' increaſing breezes ver: , 
Dark clouds incumbent on their wings appear. 

In front they view the conſecrated grove 

Of cypreſs, ſacred once to Cretan Jove. 

The thirſty canvaſs, all around ſupplied, 
Still drinks unquench'd the full aerial tide. 


und now, approaching near the lofty ſtern, 


A ſhoal of ſporti ve dolphins they diſcern. _ 
From burniſh'd ſcales they beam refulgent ray 


Till all the glowing ocean feems to blaze. 


Soon to the ſport of death the crew repair, 
Dart the long lance, or ſpread the baited ſnare. 


And glides, unhappy ! near the triple pron;. ; 


| Rodmond unerring o'er his head ſuſpends 


"he barbed ſteel, and every turn attends ; 
n flew, 


upturning points his ponderous bulk ſuſt2in ; 
On deck he ſtruggles with convulſive pain. 5 
But while his heart the fatal javelin thrills, 


And flitting lite eſcapes in ſanguine rills, ö 
| What radiant changes ftrike th? aſtoniſh'd fight 
What glowing hues of mingled ſhade and light 


Not equal beauties gild the lucid weſt, 


| With parting beams all o'er profuſely dre. 
Not lovelier colours paint the vernal dawn, 
I When orient dews impearl th' enamel'd lawn, 
| Than from his ſides in br.ght ſuffuſion fluw, 
| That now with gold empyreal ſeem to glow ; 


Now in pellucid ſapphires meet the view, 
And emulate the ſoft celeftial hue; 


Nou beam a flaming crimſon on the eye; 


And now aſſume the purple's deeper dye. 


| But here deſcription clouds each ſhining ray; 


What terms of art can nature's powers diſplay ? 

Now, while on high the freſh'ning gale ſhe feels, 
The ſhip beneath her lofty preſſure reels. pot 
The auxiliar fails that court a gentle breeze, 


| From their high ſtations nk: by flow degree: 


Burſt down a dreadful deluge from on high! | 


Mori diſt int prew receding Candia's ſhore 3 


3 | 
Net . pſailu 1.1, es t 
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The wi ful ruler of the hal no mores 
Witch ix 'd attention, eyes tit al cent ſhore 3 
Bu* by the oracle of truth bulow, 
The wond'roms magnet, guides the ww wart prov. 
The wind, thut 11 the imprethve canva; ſwell'd, 
Switt and more fæiſt the yielding bark impell'd. 
[mp tent thus ſhe glides along the chiſt, 

Till far behind the hill of love is loſt; 

and whilc aloof from Retimy » ſhe ſteers, 


Malich & torelind full in front apprors. 


Wilewrr you iſthmus ftand; the cypreſ -;rove 
Thu onceenclo,'d the hillow'd fme of ſore. 
Here too, mumoris of his name ) is fund 


A tomb, in marbl- ruins on the ground. 5 4 


"Lis gloomy tyr nt, whoſe triumphant ve 

The trembling Rt +45 around to flav'ry brokers 

hre Greece for — rape, ant inc} e non, 
he Muſe, rats'd to high Olympus” tl. 

Por oft, alas 3 their nl tren adorn 

The prince whom bluſhing virtue hald, in ſcorn. 
Sei Rome and Greece record his endes, fame, 


And hence von' mountain vet retaing bis name. 


But +! in confluence borne before the bl ut, 
Clays rod on clouds the duſky non oberen,; 
the blick” ning ocean cur!; ; the wind, wife ; 
Anl the dirk fond “ in Cwift ſucceſſion fe... 
Wile the Cant canvas bend, the matt, on high, 
Low in the waves the leewird cannon lie Þ. 
he ſailors now, to give the ſhip relict, 
P.-duce the topſails by a ſingle reef f. 
F-ch lofty yard with llacken'd cordaye revl5, 


Nute the crraking blocks, and ringing wheels. 


Down the tu! | maſt; the topfails fink am iin; 
And, ſoon reduc'd, aſſume their poſt ag in. 


ind fontt yard ot the wett Cape Sp bure. 
Four lars the fun his high meridiin throne 
M left, nder Atlantic regions ſhore 3 
Sri blacker chu, that all the ſxics invades 
Drs o'&r 14. fnlled orb 2 ditmal ſhade. 
Afridi deep-lowring bluts the ſouthern ſky, 
Bing wet fe bouitormn, breath the waters fly. 
zht ge top lull, Can no MmAre ſuttaing 
1rathwain call, again! 


Sud is a name given by ſramen to the loweſt 
, Which are driven with previ rapidity along 
% tmulpiicre, in fyuaily or terpeſtuuus weer. 


* When the wind croſſes a ſtip's courſe, either 


e 7 
wn cl it ac. „ I, Cie 


1 the weither-file 3 and the op- 
unte one, which 15 tl 


then peficd dy wn-wards, is cal 
£1 the lee: fle. Hence ul the rigging and furnit ur- 

if tae. ſhip i Gy at this time, dittinuiſhed by | the 

"146 On wich t! ny. are ſitu ted: a, ths Ice-cannon, 


ne legebrici:s * -cather- bruce &c. 


1 The topſal : are lane ſquare cal. of the ſecond de- 

in height and magnitude. Recs acc certain diviſi- 
* or ſpabe. ty 
hen the wind increafe; 3 and ag an e: 1 
hf it forc abt: 


mg, 4004 * 
- 


wore 


O!. 


or Gbliquely; that fide of the ſhip upon 


which the n are reduce 
4 pr. parti- 


| ward edge of the ful ad, 
ſhal: ing in n uni tweouf ib!“ 


| 97 leer cor: wr 


þ 


Frick „ each tide; 


| : 

Thi Ulla 5 1 
The ſhi verrng 11. 
The wewher 


The reef; enrolPd, and ev. y prom wo 


Their taſk above thus finiſh de 


N theet”, 
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„ Fut. 
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1. 
To ur! bv 


SO. me tn, 


And vigilant th” appr ung 1 at „ 
I come, refiftleſt, ar with — g Lp 


Unturns the whitening ſurfice of the dee p. 


In ſick a ten pf} born to eed. of devhs 
Lhe wayward „iter, tcour the Ul. ted he uh. 


= "ith ruin pregnant now the clam. mpendy 
und ftorm 
Y Deep on Her fide tht reibe yet l eo 


and cat ar ft rumnuiion lends 


Briil up the ny en quake &! the une. er cre, 
in the elue-r ritt, © ! let the mein ſhitet fly. 
hoer baader tau 1111 prefF.-, trom on kig'h, 
vo Geritt au fatal „ the Fhtning's courte, | 
: hro' the tori miin-tuls burits with thundering 

furcu. | 
while the rent c mv, 


"JA 


h utter'd in the wind, 


„i on her Alok the ft pity bark inclin'd.— 


r 119 the kom a-weather  Podmant CUES 3 
Swift, at the word, thc helm 1-wewher flies. 


The prow with ſecret in{tnct vers tzpace 1 


And now the fhre-ſiil right athwart they brace 3 


ich equal theets remrain'd, the balying fal 


ypread; a broad concave tu the ſwerping tale. 


2 ard are either ſingle ropes or tackles, by 
whi Te the Fuls a Are Lotited ur and lowered a YR the 


| 1 i> to be ©x* ed af or reduc: &.: 


+ Bow-lines are ropes daten ri 0 keep the v. * 
ld prevent it tram 
_ * | | 
4 Clue-lines are PIPE uſed to truſ; up the clues 
of the principal ſilt to their reſ- 
veQtive yard, particulaily when the fil i, to bas 
cloſe rerted or turled. Rectotacrhs, are ropes ene 
played fo f:cikitate the operation cf 20 lng, by cn 


| nning the extremities of the ret clue 1 9 the ' 3, 
tt tht the interval becomes ff , 


a? * I, tl r r* 


Ct. ly 16117 1 un and 1 95 *nr "| 0D) „ne , ward by tlie points 


bay oy = for this purpoſe. 


|| Earinzgs are ſmall cords, by which the upper 
corners of the princ cipal ſil, n Lalfo the: EXECS 
„t ther vet, Are rabene. to tlie. 7 1A-arn. 3 | 
& Ihe men 1 Ige: fail ot any blong figure 
extended un the mizen mutt. | 
dE Cur garnet we employed for the ſime Pur- 
poſts on he main- ful and Fre— ful 5 the cl: ne- lings | 
are upon all other 1 ſil. | | 
þ It i, neceffary in this place to remark, tht the 
Wi.iCn ire univerſally mit den by the EH lh 
pie pa their rewdrs for the fun then folves, ar: 
no tler th in the rope, uſed to extent the clur, or 
lower corner; of the Ciils to lunch they Be -- ched. 
To the Main- ful ar; 5 bure: 1-41 thr te i a ths; ant 
the Leer of which. i; a thick 
rope i rving to e th we Her-tluc uf the ful 
deen ta he Nup's, des wil the: tar mer drivss aut 
the lev-cl2% or Il corre wa the oppoſite fide. 
Lacks are oily whats i 14 fi! e * 


* [he eln i, füd to be n-weather, when the 
bor by which it i man bei e, 70 this Ede of 5 
| thi9 er:! | | | 


won | 
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White o'er the foam the thip impetuous flies, 
Th' attentive timoneer * the helm applies. 

As in purſuit along th' aerial way, | 

With ardent eye, the falcon marks his prey, 

Each motion watches of the doubtful chace, 
Obliquely wheeling thru“ the liquid ſpace ; 

| So, govern'd by the ſteerſman's glowing hands, 

The regent helm her motion till commands. 

But now the tranſient ſquall to leeward paſt, 

Again ſhe rallies to the ſullen blaſt. | 
The helm to ſtarboard + turns ; with wi 

The fidelong canvas clafps the faithleſs wind. 

The mizen draws ; ſhe ſprings aloof once more, 
While the fore ſtay- ſail I balances before. 
The fore ſail brac'd obliquely to the wind, 

They near the prow th' extended tack confin'd : : 
Then on the leeward ſheet the ſeamen bend, 
And haul the bowline to the bowſprit end. 

To topſails next they haſte ; the buntlines gone, 
The cluelines thro” their wheel'd machinery run: 
On either fide below the ſheets are mann'd ; 
Again the fluttering ſails their ſkirts expand. 
Once more the topſails, tho' with humbler plume, 
Mounting aloft their ancient poſt reſume. 

Again the bowlines and the yards are brac'd ||; 
And all th' entangled cords in order plac'd. 
The fail, by whirlwinds thus fo lately rent, 

In tatter'd ruins fluttering is unbent, 

With brails & refix'd another ſoon prepar d, 
Aſcending, ſpreads along beneath the yard. 

To each yard-arm the head-rope ¶ they extend, 

And ſoon their and the roebins | bend, _ 
That taſk — they ſirit the braces ** lack, 

Then ro its ſtation drag th unwilling tack ; | 
And, while the lee-clue-garnet's lower'd away, 
| Tough aft the theet, they why and d N. 5 


Timoneer (from timonnier, Fr.) the helmſman 
or ſteerſman. | 
I The helm, being turned to ſtarboard, or to the 
right fide of the ſhip, directs the prow to the left, 
or to port, and vice verſa. Hence the helm being 
put a-ſtarboard, when the ſhip is running northward, 
directs her prow towards the weſt. 

1 This fail, which is with more propriety ues 


f the fore topmaſt-ſtay-ſail, is a triangular ſail that runs 
upon the fore topmaſt-ſtay, over the bowſprit. It is 


uſed to command the fore part of the ſhip, and coun- 


dterbalance the fails extended towards the ſtern. See 


alſo the laſt note of this Canto. 

IA yard is faid to be braced, when it is turned 

about the maſt horizontally, either to right or left : 
the ropes employed in this ſervice are called braces. 


y The ropes uſed to truſs up a fail to the yard or 


maſt whereto it is attached, are, in a general ſenſe, 
Called brails. 


The head rope is a nt. which the upper 


part of the ſail is ſewed. 
4 Rope-bands, pronounced roebins, are ſmall 
' cords, uſed to faſten the upper edge of any fail to its 
reſpective yard. 
e Becauſe the lee-brace confines the yard 10 that 


the tack will not come down to its place till the braces | 


are caſt looſe, | | 

t Taught implies tiff, tenſe, or extended 
ſtraight : and tally is a phraſe particularly applied to 
the operation of hauling aft the ſheets, or drawing 
them towards the ſhip's ſtern. To belay, is to faſten, | 


ngs inclin'd | 


Round her broad arms, 
Rous d from their ſecret deeps the billows roll. 
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Now to the north, from Afric's burning ſhore, 
A troop of porpoiſes their courſe explore : 
In curling wreaths they gambol on the tide, 
Now bound aloft, now down the billow glide 3 


| Their tracks awhile the hoary waves retain, 


That burn in ſparkling trails along the main. 


Theſe fleeteſt courſers of the finny race, 
| When threat'ning clouds th* ætherial vault deface, 
| Their route to Iceward ftill ſagacious form, | 


To ſhun the fury of th' approaching ſtorm. 
Fair Candia now no more, beneath her lee, 
Protects the veſſel from th" inſulting ſea: 


impatient of controul, 


Sunk were the bulwarks of the friendly ſhore , 


And all the ſcene an hoſtile afpe& wore. 


The flattering wind, that late with promis'd aid 


From Candia's bay th' unwilling ſhip betraz'd, 


No longer fawns beneath the fair diſguiſe, 
But like a rufhan on his quarry flies. 


Tofs'd on the tide ſhe frels the tempeſt blow, 
And dreads the vengeance of fo fell a foe. 
| As the proud horſe, with coſtly trappings gay, 
Exulting prances to the bloody fray; 

| Spurning the ground, he glories in his might, 
But reels tumultuous in the ſhock of fight; ; 
Even fo, capariſon'd in gaudy pride, 


The bounding veſſel dances on the tide.— 


Fierce and more fierce the ſouthern demon blew; 
| And more incens'd the roaring waters grew. 

| The ſhip no longer can her topſailo fpread, 
And every hope of fairer ſkies is fled. 


Bowlines and haliards are relax'd again; 
Cluelines haul'd down, and ſheets let fly amain 
Clued-up each topſail, and by braces ſquar'dz 


| | The ſeamen climb aloft on either yard. 
They furt'd the fail, and pointed to the wind 


The yard, by rolling-tackles then confin d. 


While o'er the ſhip the gallant boatſwain flics, 


Like a hoarſe maſtiff thro? the ſtorm he cries : 
Prompt to direct the unſkilful till appears ; 


Th' expert he praiſes, and the fearful cheers. EY 
Now ſome to ſtrike top-gallant yards Þ attend ; { ; 


Some travelers f up the weather backſtays || ſend ; 
At cack — the top- ropes 8 — 


* The colling-tackle i is an aſſemblage of pullies, = 
uſed to confine the yard to the weather-fide of the 
maſt, and prevent the former from rubbing againit 
the latter by the fluctuating motion of the hip | na 


turbulent ſea. 
＋ It is uſual to ſend down the top - _gallant yards 


on the approach of a ſtorm. They are the higheſt 
yards that are rigged in a ſhip. 


t Travellers are ſlender iron rings, exciting the 
backſtays and uſed to facilitate the hoiſting or lower- 
ing of the top-gallant yards, by confining them to 
the backſtays, in their aſcent or deſcent, fo as to pre- 


5 them from ſwinging about by the agitation of the 
1 


| Backſtays are long ropes, extending from the 
right and left fide of the ſhip to the topmaſt-head:, 


which they are intended to ſecure, by counteractin 4 | 
the effort of the wind upon the fails. | 


$ Top-ropes are the cords by which the top-ga! 


lant yards are hoiſted up from the deck, or loweres 


again in ſtormy weather, 


Ihe narrow rules of art his youth had conn > = 
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The youngeſt ſailors from the yard above 
Their parrels “, litts f, and b aces foon remove; 
Then topt an- end, and to the travellers tied, 
Charg” d with their ſuls, they down the bac kſtays 

ſlide. 
The yards ſecure along the booms I reclin'd ; 
While ſome the flying cords aloft confin'd.— 
Their ſails reduced and all the rigging clear, 
Awhile the crew relax from tolls ſevere. 
Awhile their ſpirits, with fatigue ↄppreſt, 
In vain expect th* alternate hour of reſt: 
Bui with redoudiing force the tempeſt blow, 
And watery hills in fell ſucceſſion flow. 
A diſmal ſhade o'ercaſts the frowning ſkies ; 
New troubles grow; new difficulties rife. 
No ſeaſon this from duty to deſcend !— 
All hands on deck, th' eventual hour attend. 
His race perform'd, the ſacred lamp of day 

Nou dipt in weſtern clouds his parting ray. 

His fick*ning fires, half-loſt in ambient haze, 
RefraCt along the duſk a crimſon blaze; 

Till deep immerg'd the languid orb declines, 
And now tocheerleſs night the ſky reſigns! 

Sad evening's hour, how different from the paſt! 
No flaming pomp, no bluſhing glories caſt, 
No ray of friendly light is ſcen around; 

The moon and ſtars in hopeleſs ſhade are drown'd. 

The ſhip no longer can her courſes || bear : 

To reef the courſes is the maſter's care: 
The ſailors ſummon d aft, a daring bund! 
Attend th' enfolding brails at his command. 
But here the doubtful officers diſpute, | 

Till kill and judgment prejudice confute.— | 
Nodmond, whoſe genius never foar'd beyond 


4 


Prill tothe hoſtile fury of the wind 
Relca*'d the ſheet, and kept the tack confin' d. 

To long-tried practice obſtinately warm, 

Hie doubts conviction, and relies on form. 
But the ſage matter his advice declines; 

With whom Arion in opinion Joins.— 

The watchful ſeaman, whoſe ſagacious eye 
On ſure experience may with truth rely, | 
Who from the reigning cauſe foretels th' effect, 
Thi barbarous pr. actice ever will reject. 

Far, fluttering looſe in air, the rigid fail 
Son flits to ruins in the furious gale ; " ip 


v The ——_ which is uſually a md; band of 


rape, 18 employed to confine the * to ĩts reſpective 
mat. | 


+ Litis are rope: extending from the wad of any 
5 alt to the extremities of its particular yard, to ſup- 
dort the weight of the latter; to retain it in balance; 
vr to r ũſe one yard- arm higher than the 3 which 


| 3 ee called topping: 


t The booms in this "IN imply any maſts or 
v.rds lying on the deck in reſerve, to ſupply the place 


of others which may be carried away be diſtreſs be | 


weather, &c. 


1 The courſes we — underſtood to be the 
mainſail, foreſail and mizen, which are the largeſt 
and loweſt ſails on their ſeveral maſts: the term is 
however ſometimes taken in a larger ſenſe. 


. -þ 
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vnd he who ſtrives the tempeſt to diſarm, 


Will never firſt embrail the lee yard- arm. 

The maſter ſaid ;—obedient to command, 

To raiſe the tack, the ready failors ſtand 4a 
Gradual it looſens, while th' involving clue, 
Swell'd by the wind, aloft unruffling flew. GER 
The ſheet and weather-brace they now ſtand by * ; 


| | The lee clue-garnet and the bunt-lies ply. 


Thus all prepar'd, Ler go the /heet, he cries; 


| Impetuous round the ringing wheels it flies; 


Shivering at firſt, till by the blaſt impell'd, 


High o'er the lee yard-arm the canvas fwell'd : 
| By ſpilling lines embrac d, with brails confin d, 


It lies at length unſhaken by the wind. 
The foreſail then ſecur d, with equal care 
Again to reef the mainſail they repair. 


While ſome high mounted over-haul the tye, 
Below the down-haul-tackle I others ply. 


Jears &, lifts, and brails, a ſeaman each attends, 


Along the maſt the willing yard deſcends. 
| When lower'd ſufficient they ſecurely brace ; 
And fix the rolling-tackle in its place 
I The reef- lines ** and their carings now prepar'd, 


Mounting on pliant ſhrouds A, they man the yard. 


Far on th' extremes two able hands appear, 


Arion there, the hardy boatſwain here ; 
7hat in the van to front the tempeſt hung; 


This round the lee yard-arm, ill-omen'd! clung. 


+ It has been remarked before, that the tack is 


| always faſtened to windward: accordingly as ſoon as 


flit is caſt looſe, and the clue-garnet hauled up, the 
| weather-clue of the fail immediately mounts to the 
|yad; 
|| in a ſtorm, to prevent the ſail from ſplitting, or - 
ing torn to pieces by ſhivering. | 


and this operation muſt be carefully performed 


* It is neceſſary to pull in the weather-brace 4 
whenever the ſheet is caſt- off, to preſerve the ſail 


I | from ſhaking viniently. 


+ The ſpilling- lines, which are only uſed on par- 
ticular occaſions in tempeſtuous weather, are em- 
ployed to draw together and confine the belly of the 


| ſail, when it is inflated by the wind over the yard. 


t The violence of the wind forces the yard ſo 
much outward from the maſt on theſe occafions, that 
it cannot eaſily be lowered ſo as to reef the ſail, with. 
out the application of a tackle to haul it down on the 
maſt. This is afterwards converted into rolling - 
tackle. 


8 Jear- are the 1 to the al; forefail and 


mizen, as the haliards are to all the inferior ſail. 


The tye is the upper part of the jears. | 
"BP Reef. lines are only uſed to reef tlie mainſail 

and foreſail. They are paſſed in ſpiral turns through 

the eye-let holes of the reef, and over the head of 


the ſails between the rope-band legs, till they reach 


the extremities of the reet, to which they are firmly 
extended, fo as to lace the reef cloſe up to the 

ard. | 
; q Shrouds are thick ropes, firetching from the 
maſt-heads downwards to the outſide of the ſhip, 
ſcrving to ſupport the maits. They are alſo uſed as 
a range of rope-ladders by which the ſeamen aſcend 
or deſcend, to perform 2 is neceſſary about 
the fails and rigging. | 
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Each earirg to ĩts tation firſt they bend; 

There -Land en along the yard extend; 
The cucli.: earing ; an the excremes entwin'd 
By outer and by ine: turn. 8 they bind. 

From hand to ind, the reet-lines, next receiv'd, 
Thro' eyc-lr hole wd roebin- legs were recv'd. 
The rect i double folds in- 'olv'd ney lay 3 
Strain the nem cdl, and eicher id belay. 

Had thou, Alien netd the li eward poſt, 
Whileon the yard by m-uuntain billows toſt, 
Perhaps Ublivion o'er our tragic tale 
Hud then for ever down her duſky veil —— 
Bu tuling iS NCaVi,. prolong'd thy vital dite, 
Severe ils to lutfer and relace! 

For, while cheir orders thote alof: attend, 

To furl the :naintail, or on deck deſcend, 

A ſer*, up-ſurging with tremendous roll, 

To iuſtant ruin ſeems to doom the whole. 

O friends, ſecure your hold! Arion cries t— 

It comes all-drealtul, ſtooping from the ſkies ! 

Upliſted on ics "DE; edge, ſhe feels 

The ſhock, id on her tide Half - bury d reels: 
The ſeil, . -burz'd in the vhelming wave, 

A fearful war ung to the ſemen gave: 
White from ts margin, terrible to tell! 
Three rulors eith their g allant bonfwan fell. 

Torn with ret ſtleſs fury from their hold, 

In vain their :truggling arms the yard unfold: 

In vair o grapple flying cords they try; 

The cords, ala Stripe deny 

Prone on the midnight ſurge, with panting breath 
They ory for aid, and long contend with death. 
_ High o'er their heads the rolling billows ſweep 3 

And own they fink in everlakty fleep.— 

Bere:. of pow: t help, their comrades ſee 
The wreicheu, vic ms die beneatu the lee; 
With truitlets ſorrow their loſt ſtate bemonn; 
Perl a fatal prelude to their own ! 

In dark ſuſpence on 8 pilots ſtand, 

Nor can determine on the next command. 

Tho' ſtill he, knew the —_ 5 armed fide 

| Impenetrable to che claiping tide; | 
Tho till the waters by no ſecret wound 

A paſſige to her deep receſſe, found; 

| Surrowding evils vet they ponder o'er, 

A ſtorm, a ; dangerous ſea, ard leeward ſhore ! 
Should they, tho' reef d, again their ſails extend, 
Ag un in fluttering fragmenis they may rerd; | 
Or ſhould they ſtand, bencath the dreadrul ftrain 
The down-prett thip may never rite again; 

Too late to weather F now More:'s land, 

Vet verging faſt to Athens” rocky ſtrand.— 
Thus they lament the cont; quence ſevere, 


Where perils unallay'd by hope appear. 


_— 


4 The TEST is a long piece of can;1s Ke 
ac raſe the ſail, tu ſtrengthen the Canvas in the place 
where the eye-let holes of the reef ure formed. 


8 The outer turns of the earing ſerve to extend 


the ſail along the yard; and the inner turns are em- 
pioyed to confine its head-rope clofe to its ſurf ice. 

A ſea is the general name given by ſailors to 
a ſingle wave or hillow: hence when a wave burſts 


over the deck, the veilel is ſaid to have ſhipped a ſea. 
+ To weather a ſhore, is to paſs to the windward 


af it, which at this time is prevented by the violence 
vi che ſtorm. 


FALCONER'S POEMS. 
Long in their minds revolring each event, 


| And try * beneat! it, ſilelong in the leV. 


| The head, with doubling canvas fenc'd around, 


With notes divine implor'd his conſurt loft ; 


SUIT: 


„ 
—_— 


Ac laſt to furl the courſes they conſent. 
Thu done to reef che mizen next agree, 


Now down the mat the loping yard declin' d 
Till by the jeers and topping- lift ce nſin d. a 


rr 


In balance, near the lotty peak, they bound. 
The reef unwrapt, th' injerced knittles ty'd, 
To hoiſt the ſhorten'd ſail again they hied. 
The order given, the yard aloft they ſway'd; 
The brails relax'd, the extended ſkeet bel-y*4d. 
The helm its poſt forfook, and, laſh'd a-lee 8, 
Inclm'd the w :yward prow to front the ſea. 
When ſacred Orpheus, on the Stygian coaſt, 
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Tho" round him perils grew in fell array, 


I And fites and furies ſtood to bar his way; 
| Not more advent'rous was the attempt to move 


The powers of hell with ftrains of heavenly love, 
Than mine to bid th* unw:Iling mule owe 
The wilderneſs of rude mechanic lore. 

Such toil th' unwearied Lædalus endur'd, 

When in the Cretan labyrinth immur 'd; 

Till Art her ſalutary help beftow'd | 

To guide him through that intricate abode. 


Thus, long entangled in a thorny way, 


That never heard the ſweet Pierian lay, 


| Lhe muſe, that tun'd to barbarous ſounds her ſtring, 


Now ſpreads like Dædalus a bolder wing 


| The verle begins in ſofter ttrains to flow, | 


Replete with ſad variety of woe. 
As yet amid this elemental war, 
That ſcatters deſolation from afar, 
Nor toil, nor hazard, nor diſtreſs oppear | 


| To tink the ſeamen with unman!y fear 


'Tho* their firm hearts no pageant honour boaft, 


1 They ſcorn the wretch that trewbles in his poſt; 


Who from the face of danger ftrives to turn, 


_ [Indignant from the ſocial hour they ſpurn. 


Tho? now full oft they felt the raging tide 
In proud rebellion climb the veſſel's fide, 


To future ills nnknown their fouls appall; 


They know no danger, or they ſcorn it all; 


] But ev'n the generous ſpirits of tne brave, 

{| Subdu'd by toil, a friendly reſpite crave; _ 
| A ſhort repoſe alone their thoughts implore, 
| Their harrafſs'd powers by ſlumber to reftorc. 


Far other cares the maſter's mind employ ; 


1 Approaching perils all his hopes deſtroy. 
_ [In vainhe fprc ads the graduated chart, | 
- And bounds tne Gitance by the rules of art; 


. 10 try, is to bay the ſhip with her fide nearly. 
in the direction of the wind and ſer, with the head 
ſomewhat inclined to the windward 5 the helm being 
laid a-lee to retain her in th: '} pofition. See a further 
ration of this in the laſf note of this Canto. 15 
F The topping-lift which tops the upper end of the 
miz<n-vard. This line and the ſix following deſcribe 
the operation of recfing and balancing the mizen. 
The reef of this ſail is towards the lower end, the 
knittles being ſmall ſhort lines uſed in the room of 
points for this purpole ; they are accordingly knottes 
unJerthe root-rope, or lower edge of the ſail. 


8 Laſhed a- lee, is faſtened to the lee fide. 


FALCONER? 


in vun athwart the mimic ſeas expands 
The compaſſes to circumiacent lands. 
Ungrateful taſk | tor no aſylum trac d, 

A paſſage open'd from the wat'ry waſte. 

Fae ſeem'd to guard, with adamantine mound, 
The path to every friendly port around. 
While Albert thus, with ſecret doubts diſmay” d, 
The geometric dittances furvey'd, 

On deck the wucchful Rodmond cries aloud, 
Secure your lives, —graſp every man a ſhroud '— 
Rous'd from his trance he maunt with eyes aghaſt; 
When o'er the ſhip, in undulation viſt, 

A giant ſurge down-ruſhes from on high, 


And fore and aft diſſe ver'd ruins lice.— — 


As when, Britannia's empire to maintain, 
Great Hawke deſcends in thunder on the main; 
Around the brazen voice of battle roars, 
Ard fatal lightning blut the hottile ſhores 3 
Beneath the ftorm their ſhatter'd navies groang 
The trembling deeps recoil from zone to zone: | 
Thus the tora — felt th* enormous ſtroke; |! 
The boats beneitli the thundering deluge broke; 
Forth- ſtarted from their plinks che burting rings, 
Th' extended cordage all aſunder ip: ir gs. 
The pilot's fair machinery ftrews the dk, 
And cards and needles ſwim in floating wreck, 
The balanc'd mizen, rending to he head. 
In ſtreaming ruins from the margin fle. 
The fides convulſive hoo on g. ng beams; 
And rent with labour, yawn A be dit ny ſcams. 
They found the well *, and terrible ta hear ; 
| Five feet immers'd along the line appear 
At either pump they ply the cl1:1King brake To 
And turn by turn th? ungrate;ul office „ 
Rod mod, Arion, and Palemon, here, 
At this fad taſk, all diligent appear. 
As ſome fair cattle, ſhook by rude arms, 
_ Oppoſes long th* approach of hofft tms; 
rim war around her plants his block ray, 
And death and forrow mark his horrid way; 
Till in ſome deſtin'd hour, 2G? hor wall 
In tenfold rage the fatal thunder all; 
The ramparts crack, the fohd bulvearic: ren; 
And hoſtile troops the harter i brech cend; 5 
Her valiant inmates ill che tie chard 
Reſolv'd till death thew ſacred charge to guard: 
So the brave mariners their pumps attend, 
And help inceſſ int by rotativ1 lend; 
But all in vain,— for now the ſounding cord, : 
_ UCndrawn and undimin'th'd depth explor'd, 
Nor this ſevere diſtreſs is found alone; | 
The ribs oppreſt by ponderous cannon groan. 

Deep rolling from the w:t'ry volume's height, 
The tortur'd ſides ſeem burſting with their weight. 
Sorcels Pelorus, with convulſive throes, 

When in his veins the burning earthquake glows ; 
Noarſe thro' his entrails roars th* internal flame, 
And central thunders rend his groaning frame 
Accumulated miſchiets thus ariſe, 
And Fate vindictive all their ſkill defies. 


The well is an apartment in the ſhiy's bold, 
ſerving to incloſe the pumps. It is ſounded by drop- 


ping a meaſured iron rod down into it by a long line. | 


Hence the increaſe or diminution of the Icales arc 
cafily diſcovered. 


+ The brake is the lever or handle of the pump, 
by which it is wrought, 


And pointes eros bei catii the metal plac'd. 
I Waching the roll, their forelocks they withdrew, 
| And ir m their beds the reeling cannon threw, Þ_ 
hen, trom the windward hattlements unbound, 
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One only remedy the ſeaſun gave 


To plunge the nerves of battle in the wave: 


From their hi h platiorms thus th' artillery thrown, - 
asd of their lond, the timbers leſs ſhall groan 
But arduous is he taſk their lot requires; 
A taſ that hovering Fate alone infpires ! 
For, while intent the yawning decks to eaſe, 
That ever and anon are drench' d with ſeas, 
Some f..tal billow, with recoiling ſweep, 
May whirl the helpleſs wretches in the deep. 
No ſeaſon this for counſel or delay! 


Too ſoon the eventful moments haite away! 


Here perſeverance, with cach help of art, 

Muſt join the boldeſt efforts of the heart. 

Theſe only now their miiery can relieve ; 

Theſe only now a dawn of ſarety give '— 

While o'er the quivering deck, from van to cear, 
Broad ſurges roll in terrible career, 


]Rodmond, Arion, and a choſen crew, 
This office in the face of death purſue. 


The whceP'd artillery o'cr the deck to guide, 
Rodmond deſcending claim'd the weather-fide. 


| Fearleſs of heart the chief his orders gave; 


Fronting the rude afT1ults of every wave. | 
Like fore | trong watch-tower nodding o'er the FOR 


hole rocky baſe the forming waters ſweep, 


Untam'd he ſtood 3 the ſtern "aerial war 


Hud mark'd his honeſt face with many a ſcar.— 
I Memwhile Arion, travering the waiſt *, 


The coriige of the leewird guns undexr's, 


es moudꝰ's aſſociates wheel th adiſkery round; 
$9075 57th iron fangs, their bars beguile 
he Hor ge ruus arms croſs the ſteep deſile; 


| Then, hurl d trom ſounding. hinges o'er the fide, V 


Thundering they plunge into the flaſhing tide. 
Che intpthus c add, ſome little reſpite finds, 
In this rade cunt:ict of the ſeas ond winds, | 
Such exe Veldes feit, when, clogg'd with gore, ; 


| In emen m'! mantie flom his ſide he tore; 


When, ſtung with br urning pain, he ſtrove, too late, 
To ſtop the lift carcer of cruel fate. 


| Yet then his heart one ray of hope procur'd, 


Sad harbinger of ſeventold pangs endur'd ! 

Such, and jo ſhort, the pauſe of woe ſhe found! * 

2 darkneſs ſhades the deep around, 
Save when the lightrings gleaming on the = 


| +1: ih thro? the gloom a pale diſaſtrous light. 


Above all ther, fraught with ſcenes of woe, 


| M. ith grim deſtræction threatens all below. 


Beneath the ſtor m- laſh'd ſurges fu. ious riſe, 

And wave uproll'd on wave affails the ſkies 
With ever -floating bwarks they furround 

The fhip, half fxzllow'd in the black proſound! 
Wich cœuieleſs hazard and fatigue oppreft, 

Diſmay and anguiſh every heart poſieſt; 


| For, while with boundleſs inundation o'er 


The ſea- beat ſhip, th' involving waters route 
Diſplic'd beneath by her capacious womb, 
They rage their ancient ſtation to reſume z 


»The waiit of a ſhip of this kind is an hollow 
ſpace, ct about five feet in depth, contained between 
the elevations of the quarter deck and forecaſtio. an} 


in 3 the upper deck for its baſe or plat for:: 
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By ſecret ede, their force to prove, 
Thro* many a winding channel firſt they rove; 


Tin, gathering fury, like the tever'd blood, 
Thro' her dark veins they roll a rapid flood. 
While unrelenting thus the leaks they fund, | 


The pumps with ever-clanking ftrokes reſound. 
Around each leaping valve, by toil ſubdu'd, 
The tough dull-hide muſt ever be renew'd. 
Their ſinking hearts unuſual horrors chill 5 


And down their weary limbs thick des diſtil. 
No ray of light their dying hope redcems ! 


Pregnant with ſome new woe each moment teems! ! 
Again the chief th' inſtructive draught extends, 

And o'er the figur d plane attentive bends ; 

To him the motion of each orb was known, 


That wheels around the ſun's refulgent throne : 
But here, alas! his ſcience nought avails! 
Art droops unequal, and experience fails. 


The different traverſes, ſince twilight made, 

He on the hydrographic circle laid; 

Then the broad angle of lee-way * explor'd, 

As ſwept acroſs the graduated chord. 

Her place diſcover'd by the rules of art, 
Unuſual terrors ſhook the maſter's heart; 

When Falconera's rugged ifle he found £0 
Within her drift, with ſhelves and breakers bound ; 3 
For if on thoſe deſtructive ſhallows toſt, 


The helpleſs bark with all her crew are loſt; 
As fatal ſtill appears, that danger der, 


The ſteep St. George, and rocky Gardalor. | 


With him the pilots of their hopeleſs ſtate 
ln mournful conſultation now debate. 
Not more perplexing doubts her chiets appai!, 


a When ſome proud city verges to her fall; 


While ruin glares around, and pale affright 
Convenes her councils in the dead of night— 5 


Where fate on every billow ſeem'd to ride. — 
Inclos'd with ills, by peril unſubdu d, 
Great in diſtreſs the maſter-feaman ſtood: 


No blazon'd trophies o'er their concave ſpread, 
Nor ſtoried pillars rais'd aloft the head : 


Her dragon-wing, diſaſtrous to the view 


ſhovrer ; 
Black melancholy rull'd the fearful hour 
Beneath tremendous roll'd the flathing tide, 


| Skill'd to command; deliberate to adviſc ; 
Expert in Action; 24 in council wiſe ; 


Thus to his partners, by the crew unheard, 


The dictates of his ſoul the chief referr' : 


Our ſad diſtreſs, already known too well! : 
This morn with favouring gales the port we lefes | 


Ye faithful mates, who all my trouble ſhare, 
Approv'd companions of your maſter's care! 
To you alas! 'twere fruitleſs now to tel! 


Ibo now of every flattering hope bereft: 


No {kill nor long experience could forecatt 


Th' unſeen approach of this deſtructive blaſt. 
| Theſe ſeas, where ſtorms at various ſeaſons blow, 


No * winds n nor certain * 
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{The hour, th' occaſion al your {ill demands; 
A leaky ſhip embay'd by dangerous lands, 

Our bark no tranſient jeopardy ſurrounds ; 

| Groaning ſhe lies beneath unnumber'd wounds. 
"Tis ours the doubtful remedy to find ; 

To ſhun the fury of the feas and wind. 
For in this hollow ſwell, with labour ſore, : 
Her flank can bear the burſting floods no more: 
Vet this or other ills ſne muſt endure; | 
A dire diſeaſe, and defperate is the cure 

Thus two expedients offer'd to your choice, 
Alone require your counſel and your voice. 
Theſe only in our power are left to try; 

To perith here, or trom the ſtorm to fiy-. | 
The doubtful balance in my judgment caſt, : 
For various reaſons I prefer the laſt. | 


] Tis true, the veſſel and her coſtly freight, 


| To me contign'd, my orders only wait; 


| | Yer, ſince the charge of every life is mine, 


To equal votes our counſels I reſign ; 

| Forbid it, heaven, that, in this dreadful hour, 

I claim the dangerous reins of purblind power 

| But ſhould we now reſolve to bear away, 

Our hopcleſs ſtate can ſuffer no delay. 

Nor can we, thus bereft of every ail, 

Attempt to ſteer obliquely on the gale. 

For then, if broaching ſideward to the ſea, 

Our dropſy d ſhip may founder by the lee; 

No more obedient to the pilot's power, 

Th' o'erwhelming wave may ſoon her frame devour. 
He ſaid the liſtening mates with fixed regard, 

| And filent reverence, his opinion heard. 

Important was the queſtion in debate, | 

And o'er their counſels hung impending fte. 

| Rodmond, in many a ſcene of peril try'd, 

Had ott the maſter's happier {kill deſery d. 

Yet now, the hour, the ſcene, th' occaſion known, 


| I Perhaps with equal right preferr'd his own. 
Hut here the queen of ſhade around them threw 


| Of long experience in the naval art, 


I Blunt was his ſpeech, and naked was his heart; 5 
Dire was the ſcene, with whirlwind, hail and 


Alike to him each climate and each blaſt ; 
The firſt in danger, in retreat the laſt: 


I Sagacious balancing th* oppos'd events, 
| From Albert his opinion thus diſſents. 


Too true the perils of the preſent hour, 


_ | Wheretoils exceeding toils our ſtrength o 'erpower ! 


Yet whither can we turn, what road purſue, 
With death before fill opening on the view? 
Our bark, tis true no ſhelter here can find, 
Sore ſhatter'd by the ruffian ſeas and wind. 

Yet with what hope of refuge can we flee, 
Chac'd by this tempeſt and outrageous ſea ! 

For while its violence the tempeſt keeps, 

Bereft of every ſail we roam the deeps : 


| At random driven, to preſent death we haſte 5 : 


| And one ſhort hour perhaps may be our laſt. 
In vain the gulph of Corinth on our lee, 
Now opens to her ports a paſſage free; 
Since, if before the bliſt the veſſel flies, 
| Full in her track unnumber'd dangers riſe. 


| Here Falconera ſpreads her lurking ſnares ; 


There diſtant Greece her rugged ſhelts prepares. 
Should once her bottom ſtrike that rocky ſhore, 


„ The lee-way, or - ai, which in this place | The ſplitting bark that inſtant were no more; 


are ſynonymous terms, is the movement by which | Nor ſhe alone, but with her all the crew 


a ſhip is driven ſideways at the mercy of the wind and | Beyond relief were doom'd to periſh too. 
ſea, when ſhe is deprived of the government of the | Thus if to ſcud too raſhly we conſent, 


fails and A 


—.— late in fatal hour we wy repent. | 
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Then of our purpoſe this appears the ſcope, 

To weigh the danger with the doubtful hope. 
Though ſorely buffeted by every fea, 

Out hull unbroken long may try a- lee. 
he crew, tho? harraſs'd long with toil; ſeverc, 
Still at their pumps perceive no hazards near. 
Shall we, incautious, then the danger tell, 

At once their courage and their hope to queil 7 
prudence forbids . This ſouthern tempelt ſoon 
May change its quarter with the changing moon. 

— rage, tho” terrible, may ſoon ſubſide, | 
Nor into mountains laſh th* unruly tide. oy 
| Theſe leaks ſhall then decreaſe 3 the fails once more 
Direct our courſe to ſome relieving ſhore.— | 
' "Thus while he ſpoke, around from man to man 
At either pump a hollow murmur ran. 
For white the veſſel, thro* unnumber d chinks, 
Above, below, th” invading water drinks, | 
Sounding her depth, they ey'd the wetted ſcale, 
And 1o! the leaks o'er all their powers prevail. 
Vet in their poſt, by terrors unſubdu'd, | 
They with redoubling force their taſk purſued. 
And now the ſenior pilot ſeem'd to wait 
Arion's voice to cloſe the dark debate. 
| Tho? many a bitter ſtorm, with peril fraught, 
' In Neptune's ſchool the wandering ſtripling 
Not twice nine ſummers yet matur'd his thought. 
So ott he bled by fortune's cruel dart, 
It fell at laſt innoxious on his heart, 
His mind Kill ſhunning care with ſecret hate, 
In patient indolence reſign'd to fate. | 
But now the horrors that around him roll, 
Thus rous'd to action his rekindling foul. 
With fix'd attention, pondering in my mind 
The dark diſtreſſes on each fide combin'd ; 
While here we linger in the paſs of fate, 
I fee no moment left for ſad debate. 
For ſome deciſion if we wiſh to form, 
re yet our veſſel fink beneath the ſtorm, 
Her ſhatter d ſtate and yon deſponding crew 
At once ſuggeſt what meaſures to purſue. 
The labouring hull already ſeems half fill d 
With waters thro' an hundred leaks diftill'd ; 
As in a dropſy, wallowing with her freight, 
Half-drown'd ſhe lies, a dead inactive weight! 
Thus, drench'd by every wave, her riven deck, 
Stript and defenceleſs, floats a naked wreck 
Her wounded flanks no longer can ſuſtain = 
Theſe fell invaſions of the burſting main. 
At every pitch, th' o'erwhelming billows bend 
Beneath their load, the quivering bowſprit- end. 
A tearful, warning ! ſince the maſts on high 
On that ſupport with trembling hope-rely. 
At either pump our ſeamen pant for breath, | 
In dark diſmay anticipating death. IRE 
Still all our powers th' increaſing leaks defy : 
We fink at ſea, no ſhore, no haven nigh. 
One dawn of hope yet breaks athwart the gloom, 
To light and ſave us from the watery tomb. | 
That bids us ſhun the death impending here ; 


Fly from the following blaſt, and ſhoreward ſtcer. 
"Tis urg'd indeed, the fury of the gale | 
Precludes the help of every guiding ſail ; 

And driven before it on the wat'ry waſte, 

To rocky ſhores and ſcenes of death we haſte. 
But haply Falconera we may thun : | 


| Perhaps kind heaven, with interpoting power, 


| Palemon's drooping ſpirit he reviv'd. 


: 1] The dreadful purpoſe Albert thus directs: 


| Whoſe gallant ſpirits now are known too late; 
| Ye! who unmov'd behold this angry ſtorm _ 


I Who, patient in aiveriity, ſtill bear 
The truth tho' grievous I muſt now reveal, 
That long in vain I purpos'd to conceal. 


_ | Ingult'd, all helps of art we vainly try, 1 85 
To weather leeward ſhores, alas! too nigh. 


That in this raging ſea ſhe cannot live, 
At once to wear and ſcud before the wind *. - 


perhaps ev'n then to ruin we may fieer ; 
For broken ſhores beneath our lee appear; 


| Some creek or inlet of the Grecian main; 

_ | Or, thelter'd by ſome rock, at anchor ride, 
Till with abating rage the blaſt ſubſide. _ 

| Our helpleſs bark at laſt athore is driven, 


Our floating ſailors in the ſurf may ſave. 
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Leſs harraſs'd then, cur ſcudding ſhip may bear 
Th' aſſaulting ſurge repell'd upon her rear; 
Ev'n then the wearied ftorm as ſoon ſhall die, 
Or leſs torment the groaning pines on high. 
Should we at laſt be driven by dire decree 

Too near the fatal mirgin of the ſea, 

The hull diſmaſted there awhile may ride, 
With lengthen'd cables, on the raging tide. 


POEMS. 


May curb the tempeſt ere that dreadful hour. 


But here ingult'd and foundering while we ſtays 


Fate hovers o'er and marks us for her prey. 

He ſaid; - Palemon ſaw, with grief of heart, 
The ſtorm prevailing o'er the pilot's art ; 5 

In filent terror and diſtreſs involv'd, | 

He heard their leaſt alternative reſolv'd. 


| | High beat his boſom 3 with ſuch fear tubdu'd, 


Bene:th the gloom of ſome enchanted wood, 
Ott in old time the wandering fwain explor d, 


The midnight wizards, breathing rites abhorr'd; 
| Trembling approach'd their incantations fell, 


And, chill'd with horror, heard the ſongs of 


hell. * 
Arion ſaw, with ſecret anguith mov d, IL 


I The deep affliction of the friend he lov'd ; 
J And, all awake to friendſhip's genial heat, 


His boſom felt conſenting tumults bear. 


Alas! no ſeaſon this for tender love; 


Far hence the mulic of the myrtle grove! 
With comfort's ſoothing voice, from hope deriv'd, 


For conſolation, oft with healing art, 


| Retunes the jarring numbers of the heart. 


| Now ban the pilots all th' events revolv'd, 

And on their final refuge thus reſoly'd, | 
When, like the faithful ſhepherd, who beholds 
Some prowling wolf approach his fleecy folds ; 

To the brave crew, whom racking deubts perplex. 


Unhappy partners in a wayward fate! 


With terrors all the rolling deep deform:; 


The firmeſt front when greateft i!!- are near! ; 


Our crazy bark no longer can abide 


The ſeas that thunder o'er her batter'd ſide ; 
And, while the leaks a fatal warning give, 


fuge from deſpair we find 


One only rc 


But that's remote, and inſtant death is here: 
Yet there, by heaven's aſſiſtance we may gain 


But if determin'd by the will of heaven, 


Theſe counſels follow'd, from the wat'ry grave 


Fot an explanation of theſe manæuvres, 


| And far to Grecian coaſts is yot the run: 


| jokes to referred to the laſt note of this Canto. 
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And fr let all our axes be ſecur'd, 
To cut the maſts and rigging from aboard. 
Then to the quarters bind each plank and oor, 
To float between the veſſel and the ſhore. 
The longeſt cordage tuo muſt be convey'd 
= deck, and to the weather-rails bel: ay'd. 
So thev who haply reach alive the land, 
Th' extended lines may faſten on the ſtrand. 
- Wher'er, loud thundering on the leeward ſhore, 
While yet aloof we hear the breakers roar, 
Thus for the terrible event prepr'd, 
Brace fore and att to ſtarboard every yard. 
So ſhall our maſts ſwim lighter on the wave, . 
And from the broken rocks our ſeamen ſive. 
Then wettward turn the tem, that every maſt 
May ſhoreward fall, when from the veſſel catt.— 
When o'er her fide once more ti:e billows bound, 
Aſcend the rigging till ſhe ſtrikes the ground: 
And when you hear aloft th* alarming il: weck 
That ſtrikes her bottom on ſome point ed rock 
The boldett of our ſalors muſt deſcend, 
The dangeron- buſineſs of the deck to tend: 
Then each, ſ:cur'd by ſome convenient cord, 
Should cut the throuds and rigging from the board. 
Let the broad axes next aſſail each maſt; 
And booms and oars and rafts to deward catt. 
This, while the cordage ſtretch'd athore may guide 
Our brave companions thro? the ſwelling tide, 
This floating lumber ſh4ll ſuſtain them, o'er 
The rocky ſhelves, in ſafety to the ſhore. 
But as your firmeſt ſuccour, till the laſt, 
O cling ſecurely on each faithful maſt! 
Tho? great the danger, and the taſk fronds 
Vet bow not to the tyranny of fear ! 
If once that flaviſh yoke your ſpirits quell, 
Adieu to hope ! to lite itſelf farewell! | 
I know, among you ſome full oft have view'd, 
With murdering weapon's arm'd, a lawleſs brood, 
On England's vile inhuman ſhore who ſt.nd, 
The foul reproach and ſcandal of our land! 
ro rob the wanderers wreck'd upon the Frand. 
Theſe, while their ſvage office they purſue, 
Ott wound to death the helpleſs plunder'd crew, 
Who 'ſcap'd from every horror of the main, 
Implor d their rer, but implor'd in vain. 


But dread not this !—a crime to Greece unknown ! J 9 


auch blood-hounds all her circling ſhores difown: 5 
Her ſons, by barbarous tyranny oppreſt, 
Can ſhare affliction with the wretch diſtreſt 
Their hearts, by cruel fate inur'd to grief, 
Ott to the friendleſs ſtrangei yield relief. 
With conſcious horror ſtruck, the naval band 
Deteſted for awhile their native land. 5 
They curs'd the ſleeping vengeance of the laws, 
That thus forgot her guardian ſulor's cauſe. 
Mean while the maſter's voice again they he ird, 
Whom, as with filial duty, all rever'd. , 
No more remains—but now a truity b. and 
Miutt ever at the pump induftrious ftand 3 
And while with us the reſt attend to wear, 
Two ſkilful fexmen to the helm repair !— 
O ſource of life] our refuge and our ſtay ! 
Whoſe voice the warning elements obey , 
On thy ſupreme aſſiſtance we rely; 
Thy merey ſupplicate, ir doom'd to die! 
Perhaps this ſtorm is ſent, withi healing breath, 
From 2 — 2 ſhares to ſcourge dileaſe and 
4 | 


bi. Trying 


1 degrees 1 in the interval. 


FALCONER 's POEMS. 


Tis 0 ours on thine unerring laws to truſt : 

With thee, great Lord ! 6 whatever is, is juſt. 
He ſud; and with conſenting reverence fraught, 

The: Hoes Join'd his prayer in ſilent thought. | 

His intellectual eye, ſerenely brigzt; : 


| Saw diſtant objects with prophetic light. 


Thus in a land, that laſting wars oppreſs, 

That groans beneath misfortune and diſtreſs; 
Whoſe wealth to conquering armies falls a prey; 
Her bulw rks ſinking, as her troops decay; 
Some bold ſagacious ſtateſman, from the helm, 
Sces deſolatiun gathering o'er his realm: 

He darts around his penetrating eyes, 

Where dangers grow, and hoſtile unions rife ! 
With deep attention marks the invading foe 


Eludes their wiles, and fruſtrates every blow ; 


Tries his laſt art the tottering ſtate to lave, 
Cr in its ruins finds a glorious grave. 


Ju Still inthe yawning trough the veſſel ree}:, 


Ingulr'd beneath two fuQtuating hills : 
On either fide they riſe ; tremendous ſcene ; 


8 long dark . vale betu cen. 


9 That the reader who is unacquainted with the 


| manceuvres of navigation, may Conceive a clearer 


idea of a ſhip's ſtate when trying, and of the change 
of her ſituation to that of ſcudding, 1 have quotes 


[apart of the explanation of thoſe articles as they ap- 


pear in the en ry of the Marine. 
I 


ſituation in which a ſhip lies nearly 
in the trough 'or hullow of the fea in a „ par- 


| ticularly when it blows contrary to her courſe. 


In trying as well as in ſcudding, the fails are always 
reduced in proportion to the increaſe of the form, 
and in either ſtate, if the ſtorm is exceſſive, ſhe may 


| hve all her ſails furled; or be, according to the 
| fea phraſe, under bare poles. _ 


The intent of ſpreading a ſail at this time is to keep 


the ſhip more ſteady, and to prevent her from rolling 


violently, by preſſing her fide down in the water; and 


__ Palfoto turn her head towards the ſource of the wind, 


ſo that the ſhock of the ſeas moy fail more obliquely 


. | on her flank, than when the lies along the trough of 


the ſea, or in the interval between two waves. 


While ſhe lies in this ſituation, the helm is faſtened 
| cloſe tothe lee-fide, to prevent her, as much 23 
| poflible, from falling to Iceward. But as the ſhip 
is not then kept in equilibrio by the operation of her 
ſails, which at other times counterbalance each othet 


at the head and ſtern, the is moved by a ſlow but conti. 


| nual vibration, which turns her head alternately to 
| windward and tolceward, forming an angle of 30 or 4© 
That part where ſhe ſtop. 


in approaching the direction of the wind, js called 


| her coming to; and the contrary excels of the angle 
to leeward is called her falling off. | 
Veering, cr wearing, as uſed in the preſent ſenſe, 


may be defined, the movement by which a thip 


of running before the direction of the wind and ſea. 
It is an axiom in natural philoſophy, “ That eve- 
ry body will perſevere in a ſtate of reſt, orif moving 


change its tate by forces impreſſed : and that the 
change of motion is proportional to the moving force 


impreſſed, and made acording to the right line in 
hie; 1 that korce acts. 


changes her ſtate from trying to that of ſcudding, or 


uniformly i in a right line, unleſs it be compelled to 


— — — — 


principle, the object of the ſe uma is to reduce the 
action of the wind on the ſhip's hind part, and to re- 


luter may be puſhed to leew ird. This effect is either 


former caſe the ſails on the hind- part of the ſhip are 


luls are ſpread abroad, ſo as to receive the greateſt 


vields to this impulſe, and is put in motion; and 


to produce the defired effect. 3 


at, th's time feeble and ion ffectuil. 
comes neceſſary to deſtray this equilibrium which 
ſubſiſts between the mats and yards before and be- 
hind, and to throw the balance forward to prepare | 
tor veering. If this cannot be efefted by the arran- | 
gement of the yards on the maſts, and it becomes ab- 
ſolutely neceſſary to veer, in order to ſave the ſhip | 
from deſtruction (ſee line 17, p. 129.), the mizen- | 


: ſhe ſtill remains incapable of anſwering the helm by 
turning her prow to leeward. : 3 
Scudding is that movement in navigation by which | 


The principal hazards incident to ſcudding are, | 
generally, a ſea ſtriking the ſhip's ſtern; the difficulty | 


o 


FALCONER'S POEMS. 


The balanc'd ſhip, now forward, now behind, 
Sill felt th* impreſſion of the waves and wind, 
And to the right and left by turns inclin'd. 

Hence it is eaſy toWnceive how a ſhip is compelled 
to turn into any direction by the force of the wind, 
acting upon any part of her length in lines parallel to 
theplane of the horizon. Thus in the act of veering, 
which is a neceſſary conſequence of this invariable 


ceĩve its utmoſt exertion on her fore part, ſo that the 


produced by the operation of the ſails, or by the im- 
preſſion of the wind on the maſts and yards. In the 


either furled or arranged nearly parallel to the di- 
rection of the wind, which then glides ĩineffectually 
along their ſurfaces 3 at the ſarne time the foremoſt 
exertion of the wind. The fore-part accordingly 


this motion, neceſſarily confpiring with that of the 
wind, puſhes the ſhip about as much as is requiſite, 


But when the tempeſt is ſo violent as to preclude 


the uſe of fails, the effort of the wind operates 
almoſt equally on the | 


ends of the ſhip, be- 
cauſe the mnſts and yards ſituated near the head 
and ſtern ſerve to counterbalance each other, in 
receiving its impreſſion. The effect of the helm is 
al conſiderably diminiſhed, becauſe the hend-way | 
which gives life and vigour to all its operations, is 
Hence it be- 


maſt muſt be cut away, and even the mun-miſt, f 


a ſhip is carried precipitately before a tempeſt. 


As a ſhip flies with amazing rapidity through the | 
Vater, whenever this expedient is put in practice, 
it is never attempted in a contrary wind, unleſs when | 


But Albert from behind the balance drew, 
And on the prow its double efforts threw. 
The order now was given to bear away 


| The order given, the timoneers obey. 


High o'er the bowſprit ſtretchꝰd the tartur d ſail, 

As on the rack, diſtends beneath the gale. 5 

Bur ſcarce the yielding prow its impulſe knew, 

When in a thouſand flitting ſhreds it flew !— . 

Yet Albert new reſources ſtill prepares, 

And, bridling grief, redoubles all his cares. 

Away there; lower the mizen- yard on deck 

He calls, and brace the foremaſt yards aback ! 

His grent example every boſom fire 

New life rekindles, and new hope inſpires ; 

While to the helm unf uchful ſtill ſhe Iies, 

One deſperate remedy at laſt he tries. Se 

Haſte, with your we pons cut the ſhrouds and ſtay 3 

And hew at once the mizen-maſt away! | 
He ſaid ; th* attentive ſailors on each fide, 

At his command the trembling cords divide. 

Faſt by the fated pine bold Rodmond ſtands ; 

Th' impatient axe hung gleaming in his hand; 

Nrandiſh'd on high, it fell with dreadful ſound 3 

The tall maſt groaning, felt the deadly wound. 


| Deep gaſh'd with ſores, the tott' ring ſtructure rings, 


And craſhing, thund'ring, o'er the quarter ſwings. 


death, : 
Imbibes the gingrene's peſtilential breath ; 
Th' experienc'd artiſt from the blood betrays 
The latent venom, or its courſe delays; 

Put if th' infection triumphs o'er his art, 

T :inting the vita! ſtreara that warms the heart, 
Reſolv'd at laſt, he quit: th* unequal ftrife, 
Severs the member, and preſerves the life. 
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her condition renders her incapable of ſuſtaining the 


mutual effort of the wind and waves any longer on 
| her fide, without being expoſed to the moſt immi- | 
A ſhip either ſcuds with a fail extended on her | 
| fore- matt, or, if the ſtorm is exceſſive, without any | 
ail, which in the ſea phraſe is called ſcudding under 


of ſteering, perpetually expoſes her to the danger 
of broaching-to; and the want of ſufficient ſea 


| room. A fea which ſtrikes the ſtern violently may | 
matter it to pieces, by which the ſhip muſt inevitably 

| founder. By broaching-to ſuddenly, ſhe is threat- 
_ ened with loſing all her maſts and fails, or being im- 


mediately overturned ; and for want of ſea-room, the 


5 expoſed to the dangers of being wxeeked on a lee- | 


e 
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Thus when ſome limb, convuls'd with pangs of 


das—Invaſion of Xerxes——Lycurgus=—Eparnmdes 


pireſs end fertil ty—Preſent diftreſs, the effect of a- 
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77 


poll. Par naſſa.— Tie Mujes—The ſubje# reſum- 


The difign end influcnce of pretry— Applied ts the ſub- 


weers before the ⁊vind— Her wislent agitation==Dif- 
ferent ſtations of the ner. At pearance of the iſland | 
F Falconera—Excurſiin to the adjacent nations ef 
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cempanicd Twith rain, hail and mcteors=Darkne\., 


And all the burning pulſes beat to arms. 
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| _ user, feremuſt and main-tep-maſt carried 
a.. -Sie 3 — 3 of 


The Scene ſtretches from that part of the Archi- | 
pelago which lies ten miles to the northward of Fal- 
conera, to Cape Colonna, in Attica. —The time is 
about ſeven hours, being from one till eight in the 


WEE in a berbarous age, with blood defil'd, 
The human ſavage rozm'd the gloomy wild; 
When ſullen Ignorance her flag diſplay'd, | 


And Rapine and Revenge her voice obey's 


Sent from the ſhores of light the Muſes came, 
The dark and ſolitury race tu tame. 

Tuns their's the lawleſs paſſions to controul, 
And melt in tender ſympathy the ſoul ; 

The heart from vice and error to reclaim 

And bre ithe in human breaſts celeftial flame. 

The kindling ſpirit caught th empyreal ray, 

And zlow'd congenial with the ſweiling lay. 

_ Rous'd fromthe chaos of primæval night, 

At once fair Truth and Reaſon ſprung tolight.—- 
When Mzonidas, in rapid ſong, 

The thundering tide of battle rolls along, 
Each raviſh'd boſom feels the high alarms, 


From earth upborn, on Pegaſean wings, 


Far throꝰ the boundleſs realms of thought he ſprings; 
While diſtant poets, trembling as they view | 


His ſunward flight, the dazzling track purfie 
But when his ſtrings, with mournful magic, tell 
What dire diſtreſs Laertes' ſon betel, 
The ftrains, meand'ring thro' the maze of woe, 
Bid ſacred ſympathy the heart o'erflow. 
Thus, in old time, the Muſes" heavenly breath 
With vital force diffolv'd the chains of death; 
Each bard in epic lays began to fing, p 
Taught by the maſter of the vocal ftring.— 
"Tis mine, alas! thro? dangerous e to ftray, 
Far from the light of his unerring ray ! 
While, all unus'd the wayward path to tread, 
 Darkling I wander with prophetic dread. 
To me in vain the bold Mzonian lyre 
Awakes the numbers, fraught with living fire * 
Full oft indeed, that mournful harp of yore 
Wept the ſad wanderer loſt upon the ore; . 
Hut o er that ſcene th impatient numbers ran, 
Subſervient only to a nobler plan. 1 
is mine, the unravel'd proſpect to 4 5 
And chain th' events in regular array. | 
Tho hard the taſa, to ſing in varied ſtrains, JET 
While all unchang' d the tragic theme remains! 
Thrice happy! might the ſecret powers of art 
_ Valock the latent windings of the heart! 
 Mightthe ſid numbers draw compaſſion's tear 
For kindred-miſcries, oft beheld too near: 
For kindred-wretches, oft in ruin cait 
In Albion's ſtrand, beneath the wint'ry blaſt ; 
For all the pangs, the complicated woe, 
Her braveit ſons, her faichful ſailors ena! 
So pity guſhing o' er each Britiſh breaſt, 


Might ſympathiſc with Britain's ſons diltreſt: 


YALCONER'S POEMS. 


For this, my theme thro' mazes I purſue, 
Which nor Mzonidas nor Maro knew. 

| Awlilethe matt, in ruins dragg'd behind, 
Balanc'd the impreſſion of the helm and ind: 
The wounded ſerpent, agonia d with pain, 
Thus trail; his mangled volume on the plain, 


| But now the wreck diſſever'd from the rear, 


The long reluctant prow began to veer; 

And while around before the wind it falls, 

[3quare all the yards * ! the atrentive maſter 2 
You, timoneers, her motion ſtill attend 


bor on your ſteerage all our lives depend. 


So, ſteddy + ! meet her, watch the blaſt behind, 
And ſteer her right before the ſeas and wind! 
Starboard ag un! the watchful pilot cries ; 
Starboard, the obedient timoneec replies. 

Then to the left the ruling helm returns; 


| The wheel f revolves ; the ringing axle burns? 


The ſhip no longer, foundering by the lee, 
| Bears on her fide th invaſions of the fea; = 
All loanly o'er the defart waſte the flies, 


]sScourg'd on by ſurges, ſtorm and burſting ſkies. 


As when the maſters of the lance aſſail, 
In Hyperborean ſeas, the ſſumbering whale ; 
Soon as the javelins pierce his ſcaly hide, 


a 1 With anguiſh ſtung, he cleaves the downward tide 3 
ln vain he flies! no friendly reſpite found; 
His life-blood guſhes thro? th* inflaming wound. 


The wounded bark, thus ſmarting with her pain, 
| Scuds from purſuing waves along the main; 
While, d:th'd apart by her dividing prow, 


Like burning adamant the waters glow. 


Her joints forget their firm elaſtic tone; 
Her long keel trembles, and her timbers gromn. 
 Upheav'd behind her, in tremendous height, 


| The billows frown, with fearful radiance bright ! 


Now thivering, o'er the topmoſt wave the rides, 


| While deep beneath th' enurmaus gulf divides. 
| | Now launching headlong down the horrid vale, 
| She hears no more the roaring of the gale; 


Tin up the dreadful height again the flies, 


| Trembling beneath the current of the ſcies. 


As that rebellious angel who from heaven 


To regions of eternal pain was Eriven ; 


| When dreadleſa he forſook the Stygian _ 


The diſtant realms of Eden to expiore ; TIS 
Here on ſulphurcous clouds ſublime upheay'd, 
Wich daring wing th" infernal air he cleav'd; 


There, in ſome hideous gulf deſcending prone, 
| Far in the rayleſs void of night was thruwn : 
; Even ſo the ſcales the briny mountain's height. 
[Then down the black abyſs precipitates her flight. 
' The maſts, around whoſe tops the whirlwinds os. 


With long vibration round her axle fwing. 
To guide the wayward courſe amid tlie eloom, 
The watchful pilots different poſts aſſume. 


I Albert and Roimond, ftation'd on the rear, 


With warning voice direct each timoneer. 


| High on the prow the guard Arion keeps, 
FFA! ̃ ˙ ö ⏑Y TT 


To ſquare the yards, in this place is meant to 
arrange them directly athwart the ſhig's 


| + Steddy, is the order to ſteer the ſhip according = 
to the line on which the advances at that inſtant, 
1 without deviating to the right or left thereof. 


OP ſhips the helm is managed by # 


| Withers the bloom of every ſpringing flower. 


Alien to joy! fancerer 


FALCONER'S POEMS. 


Where'er he moves Palemon ſtill attends, 

As if on him his only hope depends : 
While Rodmond, 

| ſhore, 

Cries, ever and anon, Locl out afore ! / 

Four hours thus ſcudding on the tide ſhe flew, 

When Fuconera's rocky height they view. 

HFigu oꝰer its ſummit, thro' the gloom of night, 

The glimmering watch-tower caſts a mournful light. 

In dire amazement rivetted they ſt ind, 

And near the breakers laſh the rugged ſtrand: 

But ſoon beyond this thore the veſſel flies, 

Steife as the ripid eagle cleaves the ſkies. 

Fo trom the fangs of her infatiate fue, 

Oer the broad champain ſcuds the trembling roe.— 

That danger patt, reflects a feeble joy; 
But ſoon returning fears their hope deſtroy. 

Thue, in h Atlantic, ott the ſailor eyes, 

While melting in the reign of ſofter ſkies, 

Some Alp of ice, from polar regions blown, 

Hail the glad influence of a warmer zone: 

Its frozen | cliff; attemper'd gales ſupply : 

In cooling ſtream the aerial billows fly; 

Awhile delirer'd from the ſcorching heat, 

In gentler tides the feveriſh pulſes beat. Bo 

So, when their tzembling veſſel p iſt this iſle, 

Such vi:ionacy joys the crew begu'l- : 

Th' illuſive meteors of a lifeleis fire ! | 

Too ſoon they Kindle, and too ſoon expire! 


— 


Say, Memory ! thou from whoſe unerring tongue 


Inſtructive flows the animated ſong | 
What regions now the flowing ſhip ſurround ? 
Regions of old, thro? all the world renown'd ; 
| That, once the poet's theme the muſes bait, 
Nou lie in ruins ; in oblivion loſt ! 
Did they, whole fad diſtreſs theſe lays deplore, 
 Unſkill'd in Grecian ar in Roman lore, 
— iſcious paſs each famous circling ſhore ? 
They did; for, blaſted in the barren ſhade, 
Here, a!l * ſoon, the buds ot ſcience fade: ; 
Sad ocran's genius, in untimely hour, 


| Here fancy droops, while ſullen cloud and ttorm 
The generous climate of the ſoul deform, 
Then it, among the wandering naval train, 

One ſtripling, exil'd from th? Aonian plain, 
Had cer, entranc'd in fancy's ſoothing dream, 
Approach d to taſte the ſweet Caſtalian ſtream, 


(Since thoſe ſalubrious ſtreams, with power divine, 20 


To purer ſenſe th* attemper d foul retine) 5 

His heart, with liberal commerce here uableſt, 
feſt. 

Vet on the y „ 
Ok ancient glory, ſhall for ever lait. 5 

here, all unquench'd by cruel fortune's ire, 

It glows with inextinguiſhable fire. | 

| Immortal Athens firſt, in ruin ſpread, 

| Contiguous lies at Port Liono's head. d 

Great ſource of ſcience! whoſe immortal name 

| Stands foremoſt in the glorious roll of fame. 
Here godlike Socrates and Plato ſhone, 

And, firm to truth, eternal hanour won, 

The firſt in Virtue's cauſe his life reſign d, 
By Heav'n pronounc'd the wiſeit of mankind ; 
The laſt foretold the ſparic of vital fire, 

The ſoul's fine eſſence, never could expire. 
Here Solon dwelt, the philoſophic ſage, 
"om fled Pifittratus' vindiQtive rage. 


. 
— 


feartul of ſome neighbouring 


| 


ö 


| 


| 
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Juſt Ariſtides here maintain'd the cauſe, 
Whoſe ſacred precepts ſhine thro' Solon's laws, 
Of all her towering ſtructures, now alone 
Some ſcatter d columns ſtand, with weeds o'ergrowne 


The wandering ſtranger, near the port, deſcries 
A milk-white lion of ous ſize 3 


Unknown the ſculptor ; marble is the frame: 
And hence th” adjacent haven drew its name. 


Next, in the gulph of Engia, Corinth lies, | 
Whoſe gorgeous tabrics ſeem's to ſtrike the ſkiesz 
Whoun, tho by tyrant victors oft” ſubdu'd, 2 
Greece, Egypt, Rome, with awful wonder view d, 
Her name, for Pallas heavenly art renown'd *, 


Spread like the foliage which her pillars cans. ; 


But now, in fatal deſolation laid, 
Oblivion o'er it draws a diſmal ſhade. 
Then further weſtward un Morea's land, 
Fair Mifitra ! thy modern turrets ſtand. 

Ah ! who, unmov'd with ſecret woe, can teil 


That here great Lacedzmon's glory tell? 
| | Here once ſhe flouriſa'd, at whoſe trumpet's ſound 
| War burſt his chains, and nations ſhook around. ; 
| Here brave Leo das from ſhore to ſhore 8 
I Thro' all Achaia bade her thunders roar: 
| He, when imperial Xerxes, from afar, 


Advanec'd with Perſia's ſumleſs troops to war, 

Till Macedonia ſhrunk beneath his ſpear, 

And Greece diſmay'd beheld the chief draw near; 5 
He, at Thermopylæ immortal plain, 

cis force repell'd with Sparta's glorious train, 

Tall Oeta faw the tyrant's conquer d 3 

In gaſping millions, bleed on hoſtile lands. 


I Thus vanquiſh'd Aſia trembling heard thv name, 


F 


| | Her abject ſons to haughty tyrants bow ; 


And Thebes and Athens ſicken'd at thy fame! 4 
Thy tate, ſupported by Lycurgus laws, 

Drew, like thine arms, ſuperlative applauſe, 

Even great Epaminondas ſtrove in vin 

To curb that ſpirit with a 'Theban chain. 

But ah ! how low her free-born ſpirit now ' 


A falſe, degenerate, ſuperſtitious race 


| Infett thy region, and thy name diſgrace! | 


Net diſtant far, Arcadia's bleſt domains 
Peloponneſus circling ſhore contains. 
Thrice happy foil ! where Rill ſerenely gay, 
Indulgent Flora breath'd perpetual May 


| Where buxom Ceres taught th? obſequious _ 


Rich without art, ſp«ntanequs gifts to yield. 
Then with ſome rural nymph ſupremely oſs 


8 | While tranſport glow'd in each enamour'd breaſt 
| Each faithful ſhepherd told his tender pain, 


And ſung of 1 yon ſports in artleſs ſtrain. 


E Now, fad reverſe ! Oppreſſion's iron hand 


Enſlaves her natives, and deſpoils the land. 


In lawleſs rapine bred, a ſanguine train | 
| With 22 ſcour th uncultur d plain. 


2 


| Fulll twice ten years with faithful love deplor oY 


Weſtward of beyond the Iithmus, lies 
The long-loſt iſle of Ithacus the wiſe ; 
W here fair Penelope her abſent lord 


Tho' many a princely hear: her beauty won, 
She, gyarded only by her ſtripling ſon, | 
Each bold attempt of ſuitor-kings repell' d, 


TL And undefil'd the nuptial contract held. 


With various arts to win her love they toil' d, 
** 2 1322 foil d. 


* ArchiteRtuee 
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True to her vows, and reſoluti ly chaſte, 

The beauteous princeſs triumph d at the laſt. 
Argos, in Greece forgotten and unknown, 

Still ſeems her cruel fortune to bemoan ; 

Argos, whoſe monarch led the Grecian hoſts 

Far o'er the main to Dardan coaſts. 

Unhappy prince ! who, on a hoſtile ſhore, 

Toil, peril, anguiſh, ten long winters bore. 

And when to native realms reftor'd at laſt, 

To reap the harveſt of thy labours paſt ; | 

A perjur'd friend, alas! _ faithleſs wife, 

| There facrific'd to impious luſt thy life !— 

Feat by Arcadia ftretch theſe defart plains, 

And ober the land a gloomy tyrant reigns. 
Next the fair iſle of Helena * is ſeen, 

Where adverſe winds detain'd the Spartan queen; 

For whom in arms combin'd the Grecian hoſt, 

Wich vengeance fir'd, invaded Phrygia's coaft ; 

For whom ſo long they labour'd to deſtroy 
The ſacred turrets of. imperial Troy. 

Here, driven by Juno's rage, the hapleſs dame, 

Foorlorn of heart, from ruin d Ilion came. 
The portan image bears of Parian ſtone, 

Of ancient fabric, but of date unknown. | 

Due eaſt from this appears the immortal ſhore 

"That ſacred Phœbus and Diana bore : 

Delos, thro? all the /Egean ſeas renown'd ! | 
(Whoſe coaſt the rocky Cyclades ſurround) 

By Phœbus honour'd, and by Greece rever'd; 

Her hallow'd groves even diſtant Perſia fear'd. 

But now, a ſilent unfrequented land! 

No human marks the trackleſs ſand. 

Thence to the north, by Afia's weſtern bound, 

Fair Lemnos ſtands, wich riſing marble crown'd ; - 

Where, in her rage, avenging Juno hurl'd 

111-fated Vulcan from th' ætherial world. 
There his eternal anvils firſt he rear'd; 

Then, forg'd by Cyclopean art, appear'd 
Thunders, that ſhook the {ies with dire alarms, 
And, form'd.by {kill diving, Vulcanian arms. 

There, with this crippled wretch, the foul diſgrace 
And hiing ſcandal of th empyreal race. 


= The beauteous queen of Love in wedlock dwelt. 


In fires profane can heayerly boſoms melt? 
Eäaſtward of this appears the Dardan ſhore, 
That once th” imperial towers of Hium bore. 
IIluſtrious Troy! renown'd in every clime, 
Thro' the long annals of unfolding time! 
How off, thy royal bulwarks to defend, 
Thou ſaw'ſt thy tutelar gods in vain deſcend! 
Tho chiefs unnumber's in her cauſe were ſain, 
Tho' nations periſh'd on her bloody plain, 
That refuge of perfidious Helen's thame 


Was doom'd at length to fink in Grecian flame: 


And now, by time's deep 8 m 
o'er, 


= The ſeat of ſacred Troy i is fovnd no more. 
No trace of all her glories now remains 
| But corn and vines enrich her cultur'd plains. 
Silver Scamander laves the yerdant ſhore ; 
Scamander oft” o'erflowed with hoſtile gore 
Not far remoy'd from lion's famoue-land, 
In counter view appears the Thracian ſtrand ; 
Where beauteous IIcro, from the turret's height, 
Diſplay d her creſcent each * night; 


* Now known by the name of Macronik, 


Whoſe gleam directed lov'd Leander er 
The rolling Helleſpont to Afia's ſhore ; 
Till, in a fated hour, on Thracia's coaſt 
She ſaw her lover's lifele ſs body toſt : 
Then felt her boſom agony ſevere ; | 
Her eyes ſad-gazing pour d the inceſſant tear; 
O'erwhelm'd with anguiſh, frantic with deſpair, 
She beat her beauteous breaſt and tore her hair 
On dear Leander's name in vain ſhe cry d; 
Then headlong plung'd into the parting tide, 
The parting tide receiv'd the lovely weight, 
And proudly flow'd, exulting in its freight. 

Far weſt of Thrace, beyond the /Egean main, 
Remote from ocean, liee the Delphic plain. 


> The ſacred oracle of Phœbus there 


| High o'er the mount aroſe, divinely fair ! 
Achaian marble form'd the gorgeous pile : 


_ | Auguſt the fabric ! elegant its ſtile ! 


On brazen hinges turned the ſilver doors, 


The roofs, where ſtoried tablatures appear d, 
on columns of Corinthian mould were rear d: 
Of ſhining porphyry the ſhafts were fram d. 
And round the hollow dome bright jewels flam'd. 
Apollo's ſuppliant prieſts, a blameleſs train! 
Fram'd their oblations on the holy fane : 


| | To front the ſun's declining ray twas plac'd ; 


With golden harps and living laurels grac d. 

The ſciences and arts around the ſhrine 

Conſpicuous ſhone, engrav'd by hands divine! 

Here ZEſculapius* ſnake diſplayed his creſt, 

| And burning glories ſparkled on his breaſt : 

While from his eye's inſufferable light 

Diſeaſe and Death recoil'd in headlong flight. 

Of this great temple, thro? all time renown . 
Funke in oblivion, no remains are found. 


| 12 lifts to heaven its honour d head; _ 
Where, from the deluge ſav'd, by heaven's com- 
| Deucalion leading Pyrrha hand in hand, Tm 
Repeopled all the deſolated land. 
Around the ſcene unfaded laurels grow, 
And aromatic flowers for ever blow. 
The winged choirs, on every tree above, 
Carol ſweet numbers thro? the vocal grove ; 
N While o'er th* eternal ſpring that ſmiles beneath, 


| Young zephyrs borne on roſy pinions breathe. 


Fair daughters of the ſun ! * ſacred Nine, ; 
Here wake to ecſtaſy their ſongs divine; | 


- | Or crown'd with myrtle, in ſome ſweet alcove : 


Attune the tender ftrings to bleeding love. 
All ſadly ſweet the balmy currents roll, 


| | Soothing to ſofteſt peace the turtur'd ſoul, 


While hill and vale with choral voice around 
d | The muſic of immortal harps reſound, ,. 
Fair Pleaſure leads in dance the happy hours, 


_ Sl ſcattering where ſhe moves Elyſian flowers ! 1 
Even now the ſtrains, with ſweet contagion fraught, 


Shed a delicious languor o'er the thought. 
Adieu ye vales, that ſmiling peace beſtow, 
Where Eden's bloſſoms — 4 cos blow! 
Adicu ye ſtreams, that o'er inchanted 

In lucid maze th* Aonian hill ſurround ! 

Ye fairy ſcenes where Fancy loves to dwell, 
And young Delight, for ever, O farewell! 
The foul with tender luxury you fill, 

And o ws Gefen Lee one ann 


And checquer'd marble pav d the poliſh'd 1 | | 


Contiguous here, with halluw'd woods Ra 


T! 
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Awake, O Memory, from th' inglorious dream 
With brazen lungs reſume the kindling theme ! 
Collect thy powers! arouſe thy vital fixe ! 

Ye fpirits of the ſtorm, my verſe inſpire ! 

Hoarſe as the whirlwinds that enrage the main, 

In torrents pour along the ſwelling ſtrain 

No, borne impetuous o'er the boiling deeps, 

Her courſe to Attic thores the veſſel keeps : 

The pilots, as the waves behind her ſwell, 

Still with the wheeling ſtern their force repel. 

For this aſſault ſhould either quarter * feel, 

Again to flank the tempeſt ſhe might reel. 

The ſteerſmen every bidden turn apply; 

To right and lett the ſpokes alternate fly. 
Thus when ſome conquer'd hoft retreats in fear, 
The braveſt leaders guard the broken rear; 

Indignant they retire, and long oppoſe 
Superior armies that around them cloſe; 

Still ſhield the flanks ; the routed ſquadrons join 3 

And guide the flight in one embodied line: 

So they direct the flying bark before | 

_ TY impelling floods that laſh her to the ſhore. 

As ſome benighted traveller, thro' the thade, 

Explores the devious path with heart diſmay'd ; 
While prowling ſavages behind him roar, 

And yawning pits and quagmires lurk before 

High o'er the poop th' audacious ſeas aſpire, 

Uproll d in hills of fluctuating fire. 

As ſome fell conqueror, frantic with ſucceſs, 
| Sheds o'er the nations ruin and diſtreſs; 

So, while the wat'ry wilderneſs he roams, 
| Incens'd to ſevenfold rage the tempeſt foams; . 

And ober the trembling pines, above, below, 

Shrill thro' the curdage howls, with notes of woe. 


— Growl, from afar, a deaf and hollow groan ! 
Tube ſhip's high battlements, to either tide 
For ever rocking, drink the briny tide: 
Her joints unhing'd, in palfied languors play, 
As ice diſſolves beneath the noon-tide ray. 
The ſkies, aſunder torn, a deluge pour; 
The impetuous hail deſcends in whirling ſhower. 
High on the maſts, with pale and livid rays, 
Amid the gloom portentous meteors blaze. =. 
Th' ætherial dome, in mournful pomp array d. 
2 Now lurks behind impenetrable thade; 
Now, flaſhing round intolerable light, 
| Redoubles all the terrors of the night. 
| Such terror Sinai's quaking hill o'erſpread, 
When heaven's loud trumpet ſounded o'er his head. 
It ſeem'd, the wrathful Angel of the wind 
Had all the horrors of the ſkies combin'd ; 
And here, to one ill-fated ſhip oppos d, 
At once the dreadful magazine diſclos d. 
0 And lo! tremendous o'er the deep he ſprings, 
Th" inflaming ſulphur flaſhing from his wings !— 
Hark! his ſtrong voice the diſmal ſilence breaks; 
| Mad Chaos from the chains of death awakes! 
Loud and more loud the rolling peals enlarge, 


And blue on deck their blazing ſides diſcharge: | _ 2 2 5 
I Broaching-to, is a ſudden and i 


There, all aghaſt, the ſhivering wretches ſtood, 
While chill ſuſpence and fear congeal'd their blood. 
Now in a deluge burſts the living flame, 
And dread concuſſion rends th ztherial frame; 
» The quarter is the hinder part 


of a ſhip's fide; 
or that part which is near the ſtern. * TR 


| To bleſs with love ſame happier rival's 


| Full in her van St George's cliffs ariſe : 
No thunders, wafted from the burning zone, 
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| Sick earth convulſive groans fron ſhore. to ſhore, 


And nature ſhuddering feels the horrid roar. 
Still the ſad proſpect riſes on my ſight, 


| Reveal's in all its mournful ſhade and light. 


Swift thro' my pulſes glides the kindling fire, 
As lightning glances on th' electric wire. 
But ah! the force of numbers ſtrives in vain, - 


| The glowing ſcene unequal to ſuſtain. 


But lo ! at laſt, from tenfold darkneſs born, 
Forth ifſues o' er the wave the weeping morn. 

| The cheering dawn of light propitious bring! 
All nature ini ing hail'd the vivid ray, | 

| That gave her beauties to returning day : 

An but our ſhip, that, groaning on the tide, 
No kind relief, 110 gleam of hope deſcry'd. 

For now, in front, her trembling inmates ſce 


| | The hills of Greece emerging on the lee. 


So the loſt lover views that fatal morn, 
On which, for ever from his boſom torn, 
The nymph ador'd .refigns her blooming charms, 
arms. 

So to Eliza dawn'd tht cruel day 
That tore Æneas from her arms away 

That ſaw him parting never to return, 

Herſelf in funeral flam es decreed to burn. 
O yet in clouds, that genial ſource of light, 


| Conceal thy radiant glories from our ſight! 
Go, with thy ſmile adorn the happy plain, 
And gild the ſcenes where health and 


pleaſure reign: 

But let not here, in ſcorn, thy wantun beam | 

Inſult the dreadful grandeu of my theme 
While ſhoreward now the bounding veſſel flies, 


High o'er the reſt a pointed cr at is ſeen, 0 


| Thus hung projecting over a moſly green. 


Nearer and nearer now the dan ger grows, 


| And all their {kill relentleſs fati's oppoſe. 


For, while more eaſtward they direct the prow, 
Enormous waves the quivering de ck overflow. 
While, as ſhe wheels, unable to ſubdue | 
Her ſallies, ſtill they dread her bnoaching-to *. 


Alarming thought! for now no more a-lee 
| Her riven fide could bear th* invading ſea; 
I And if the following ſurge the ſcuds before, 
| Headlong ſhe runs upon . 

A ſhore where ſhelves and hidden roc ks abound, 


the dreadfui ſhore ; 
Where death in ſecret ambuſh Jurks around. — 


Far leſs diſmay'd, Anchiſes' wandering; fon 


Was ſeen the ftraits of Sicily to ſhun: 
When Palinurus, from the helm, deſcr'y'd 
The rocks of Scylla on his eaſtern fide 3 


_ | While in the weſt, with hideous yawn diſclos'd, : 
His onward path Charybdis' gulph oppos*d ; 


The double danger as by turns he view'd, 
His wheeling bark her arduous track purſu d. 
Thus, while to right and left deſtruction lics , 


involuntary move- | 
ment in navigation, wherein a ſhip, whilſt ſcudding or 
failing before the wind, unexpettedly turns her fide 


| to windward. It is generally occaſioned by the dif- 


ficulty of ſteering her, or by ſome diſaſter happening 


| 6 


{ 
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Wich boundleſs involution, burſting o'er 


The marble cliffs, loud-daſhing ſurges roar. 
Hoarſe thro each winding creek the tempeſt raves, 


And hollow rocks repeat the groan of waves. 
Deſtruction round th' inſatiate coaſt 


prepares, 
Tocruſh the trembling ſhip, unnumber d ſnares. 
But haply now ſhe ſcapes the fatal ſtrand, 
Tho! ſcarce ten fathoms diſtant from the land. 
Swift as the weapon iſſuing from the bow, 
She cleaves the waters with her prow ; 
And forward leaping, 1 


As on the tempeſt's wing, —— 


» 


The 


With longing eyes, and agony of mind, 


The ſailors view this refuge left behind; 


Happy to bribe, with India's richeſt ore, 

A ſafe acceilion to that barren ſhore ! | 
When in the dark Peruvian mine confin'd, 

Loſt to the chearful commerce of mankind, 

captive waſtes his life away, 

For ever exil'd from the realms of day; 


Not equal pangs his boſom agonize, 


While, all forlorn, the victim pines in vain, 


When far above the ſacred light he eyes, 


For ſcenes he never ſhall poſſeſs again. 


And o'er the ſurge Colonna frownson high. 


But now Athenian mountains they deſcry, 


Beſide the cape”s projeCting verge is plac d 


 Arangeof columns, long by time defac'd ; 


Firſt planted by devotion to ſuſtain, 


In elder times, 'Tritonia's ſacred fane. 


| Foams the wild beach below with mad'ning rage, 


Where waves the rocks a dreadful combat wage. 
I be ſickly heaven, fermenting with its — 
| Still vomits o'er the main the teverifh weight : 
And now, while hs: 
Theo the rent cloud the ragged lightnings fly, 
A flaſh, quick-glancing on the nerves of light, 


wing'd with ruin from on hi 


| Struck the pale helmſman with eternal night: 
| Rodmond, who heard a piteous groan behind, 


Touch'd with compaiion gaz d upon the blind; 
And while around his ſad companions croud, 


He guides th* unhappy victim to the ſhroud. 


| Hie thee aloft, my gallant friend! he cries; 
Thy only ſuccour on the maſt relies '— _ 
The helm, bereft of half its vital force, 


| _  Upborn, to right and left diftrafted roam. 


5 When mounted on the flaming car of day, 
With raſh and i 


Now ſearce fubdu'd the wild unbridled courſe: 

icle to th* abandon'd wheel Arion came, 

he ſhip's fallies to reclaim. 
Ama d he ſaw her, o'er the foam 


So gaz d young Phaeton, with pale diſmay, 
hand the ſtripling yd 


Th' immortal courſers of the ſun to guide. — 


The veſſel, while the dread event draws nigh, 
Seems more impatient o er che waves to f:: 


Fate ſpurs her on. Thus ifſuing from afar, 


Advances to the ſun ſome blazing ſtar; 
And, as it feels th' attraction's kindling force, 


| Springs onward with accelerated courſe. 


With mournful look the ſeamen ey d the firand, 


| Where death's inexorable jaws expand: 


Swift from their minds elaps d all dangers paſt, 


As, dumb with terror, they beheld the laſt. 


Now on the trembling ſhrouds, before, behind, 


In mute ſuſpence they mount into the wind.— 
The Genius of the deep, on rapid wing, | 
The Unicom mnt Ge'E'p faing, 
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[Tore los on the foremaſt who 


| Wich horror fraught, the 
E r cages 


The fatal Siſters, on the ſurge before, 
 Yok'd their internal horſes to the prore.— 


o wheel the veſſel r 

Fatal retreat! for while the — prow 
Immerges headlong i in the wave below, 
Down-preſt by wat'ry weight the bowſprit bends, 
And from above the ſtem deep craſhing rends. 


Beneath her bealc the floating ruins lie; 
The foremaſt totters, unſuitain'd on high: 
And now the ſhip, fore · lifted by the ſea, 
Hurls the tall fabric backward o'er her lee; 


While, in the general wreck, the faithful ſtay | 


¶Drags the main-topmatit from its pott away. 


Flung from the maſt, the ſe men 1 
Thro hoſtile floods their veſſel to 


I The waves they buffet, till, bereft of 1 


O'erpower d they yield to cruel fate at length. 


| The hoſtile waters cloſe around their head, | 
They fink for ever, number d with the dead! 


Thoſe who remain their fearful doom await, 
Nor longer mourn their loſt companion's fate. 
The heart that bleeds with ſorrow all its own. 


| Forgets the pangs of friendſhip to bemoan.— 


Albert and Rodmond and Palemon here, 
Wich young Arion, on the maſt appear; 
Even they, amid th* unſpeakable diſtreſa, 
In every look diſtracting thoughts confeſs ; 
In every vein the refluent blood congeals, 2 
And every boſom fatal terror feels. 


| | factor'4 with all the demons of the ma, 
I They view'd th' adjacent ſhore, but view 
a Suck torments in the drear abodes of hell, 


| Where ſad deſpair laments with rueful yell, 
Such torments agonize the damned breaſt, 


| While fancy views the manſions of the bleſt. 


For heaven's ſweet help their ſuppliant cries im- 


plore; 
10 W kat deigns to help no more! 


And now, laſh'd on by deſtiny ſevere, 
ſcene drew near: 


Hell yawns, rocks * 
hf of 


| Hin vain, alas! the facred ſhades of yore 


Would arm the mind with ohiloſophic 1 a . 


un vain they'd teach us, at the lateſt breach, 
I To ſmile ſerene amid the pangs 5 | 
Even Zeno's ſelf, and Epicters old, 
This fell abyſs had ſhudder d to behold. 
| | Had Socrates, for godlike virtue fam'd, 


of death. 


And wiſeſt of the ſons of men proclaim'd, 


| | Beheld this ſcene of phrenzy and diftreſs, 
| His ſoul had trembled to its laſt receſs 


Q yet confirm my heart, ye powers above, : 


I This laſt tremendous ſhock of fate to 


The tottering frame of reaſon yet ſuſtain! 
Nor let this total ruin whirl my brain! 
In yain the cords and axes were prepar'd 


| For now th' audacious ſeas inſult the yard; 


High o'er the ſhip they throw a horrid ſhade, 
n in terrible caſcade. 
Upliſted on the ſurge, to heaven ſhe flies, 
Her ſhatter'd top half buried in the ſkies, 
Then headlong plunging thunders on the 


Earth groans ! 


he ſteerſmen now receiv d their laſt command . | 
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97 | dread concuſſion feels SO Jad Albert feels the diſſolution near, 
3 on the wound, in 3 reels. | And ſtrives in vain his fetter d limbs to clear; 
8 reels, convuls'd with agoni ſing throes, | For death bids every clinching joint adhere. 


ing bull beneath the murd'rer's blows.— | All-faint, to heaven he throws his dying eyes, 
— — hark ' a ſecond ſhock And, „OO protect my wife and child!“ he cries: 


r ſtrong bottom on the marble rock I The guſhing ſtreams roll back thꝰ unfiniſh'd ſound ! 
— the — of death, with diſmal cries, He gaſps ! he dies! and tumbles to the ground 
The fated victims ſhuddering roll their eyes Five only left of all the periſh'd throng, 

In wild deſpair 3 while yet another ſtroke, Vet ride the pine which ſhoreward drives along; 

With deep convulſon, rends the ſolid oak: With theſe Arion {till his hold ſecures, 

Till like the mine, in whoſe infernal cell | And all the aſſaults of hoſtile waves endures. 

The lurking dæmons of deſtruction dwell, Yer the dire proſpett as for life he ſtrives, 

At length aſunder torn her frame divides, _ | He looks if poor Palemon yet ſurvives. 

And craſhing ſpreads in ruin o'erthe tides. * | Ah wherefore, truſting to unequal art, 

O uere it mine with tuneful Maro's art | Pidft thou, incautious! from the wreck depart ? 

I To wake to ſympathy the feeling heart; * Alas! theſe rocks all human ſkill defy, 

l xe him the ſmocth and mournful verſe todreſs Who ſtrikes them once beyond relief muſt die: 
Inall the pomp of exquiſite diftreſs ! e And now, ſore wounded, thou perhaps art toſt 
Then, too ſeverely taught by cruel fate On theſe, or in ſome oozy cavern loſt. 

To ſhare in all the perils I relate, | Thus thought Arion, anxious gazing round 

Then might I with unrivall'd trains deplore In vain, his eyes no more Palemon found. 

Th' impervious horrors of a leeward ſhore. The demons of deſtruction hover nigh, 
As oer the ſurge the ſtooping main-maſt hung, | And thick their mortal ſhafts commiſſion d fly. 
Still on the rigging thirty ſeamen clung: | And nowa breaking ſurge, with forceful ſway, 
| Some, ſtruggling, on a broken crag were caſt, [Iwo next Arion furious tears away. 8 
And there by qozy tangles grappled faſt: | Hurl'd on the crags, behold, they gaſp? they 
Awhile they bore th” o'erwhelming billows rage, bleed . 

N Unequal combat with their fate to wage; | And, groaning, cling upon th eluſive weed 
Till all benumb'd and feeble they forego | Another billow burſts in boundleſs roar ! 

Their ſlippery hold, and fink to ſhades below. Arion finks ! and Memory views no more! 


Some, from the main-yard-arm impetuous thrown Ha! total night and horror here preſide ! 
On marble ridges, die without a groan. | My ftunn'd ear tingles on the whizzing tide ! 


Three with Palemon on their ſkill depend, Ic is the funeral knell ! and, gliding near, 
And from the wreck on oars and rafts deſcend. — | >ſethinks the phantoms of the dead appear! 
| Now onthe mountain- wave on high they ride, But lo! emerging from the watery grave, 
Then downward plunge beneath th involving tide; | Again they float incumbent on the wave! 
Till one, who ſeems inagony to ſtrive, | Again the diſmal proſpect opens round, 
The whirling breakers heave on ſhore alive; | The wreck, the ſhores, the dying, and the drown'd! 
I Thereſt aſpecdierend of anguiſh knew, | And ſee! enfeebled by repeated ſhacks, 3 
And preſt the ſtony beach, a lifeleſs crew! | | Thoſe two who ſcramble on th' adjacent rocks, 
Next, O unhappy chief! th' eternal doom Their faithleſs hold no longer can retain, | 
Of heaven decreed thee to the briny tomb! They fink o erwhelm' J, and never rife again! 
What ſcenes of miſery torment thy view! _ | Two with Arion yet the maſt upbure, 
What painful ſtruggles of thy dying crew I | That now above the ridges reach'd the ſhore: 
Thy periſh'd hopes all buried in the flood, Still trembling to deſcend, they downward gaze, 
Oi e erſpread with corles ! red with human blood! With horror pale, and torpid with amaze: 
So pierc'd with anguiſh hoary Priam gaz l, The floods recoil ! the ground appears below! 
When Troy's imperial domes in ruin blaz'd ; | And life's faint embers now rekindling glow : 
While he, ſevereſt ſorrow doom's to feel, | | Awhile they wait th' exhauſted wave's retreat, | 
| Expir'd beneath the victor's murdering ſteel. Then climb ſlow up the beach with hands and feet. | | 
Thus with his helpleſs partners till the laſt, | © Heaven ! deliver'd by whoſe ſovereign hand, | . 
Zad refuge! Albert hugs the floating maſt; till on the brink of hell they ſhuddering ſtand, 
His foul could yet ſuſtain the mortal blow, Receive the languid incenſe they beſtow, Wo. | 1 
But droops, alas! beneath ſuperior woe: | That damp with death appears not yct to glow. | : | 
For now ſoft natnre's ſympathetic chain | To thee each foul the warm oblation pays, 
Tugs at his yearning heart with powerful ſtrain With trembling ardour of unequal praiſe ; | 
His faithful wife for ever doom'd to mourn  _. III every heart diſmay with wonder ſtrives, | | | 
For him, alas! who never ſhall return; I And Hope the ficken'd ſpark of life revives; | 1 * 
To black adverſity's approach expos dl, Her magic powers their exil'd health reſtore, | | 
With want and hardſhips unforeſeen enclos's : Till horror and deſpair are felt no more. | | 
His lovely daughter left without a friend, | A troopof Grecians who inhabit nigh, Fo 
Her Innocence to ſuccour and defend; _ | And ofttheſeperilsof the deepdeſcry, | 85 | 
| By youth and indigence ſet forth a prey Rous'd by the bluſtering tempeſt of the night, | 
To lawleſs guilt, that flatters to betray— _ Anxious had clim'd Colonna's neighbouring height; | 
While theſe refleQtions rack his feeling mind, When gazing downward on th' adjacent flood, _ | | 
Rodmond, who hung beſide, his graſp refign'd; | Full to their view the ſcene of ruin ſtood ; | 
Aad, as the tumbling waters o'er him roll'd, The ſurf with mangled bodies ftrew'd around, | 


Mu out- ſtreteh d arms the maſter's legs enfold Aud thoſe yet breathing on the ſcu-wach'd groung ! 


136 


Tho? loſt to ſcience and the nobler arts, 
Yet nature's lore inform'd their feeling hearts: 
Strait down the vale with haſt ning ſtep? they hied, 


Th' ſufferers to aſſiſt and guide. 
Mean while thoſe three efcap'd beneath explore 


The firſt advent rous youth who reach'd the ſhore : 


Panting, with eyes averted from the day, 

| Prone, helpleſs, on the tangly beach he lay 
It is Palemon ;—oh ; what tumults roll 
With hope and tetror in Arion's foul ! 

If yet unhurt he lives again to view 

His friend and this ſole remnant of our crew! 
With us to travel thro* this foreign zone, 

And ſhare the future good or ill unknown. 
Arion thus; but ah! ſad doom of fate! 
That bleeding Memory ſorrows to relate, 
While yet afloat on ſome reſiſting rock, 


His ribs were daih'd and fractured with the ſhock : 


Heart-piercing fight ! thoſe cheeks fo late array'd 
In beauty's bloom, are pale with mortal ſhade ! 
Diftilling blood his lovely breaſt o'erfpread, 
And clogg'd the golden treſſes of his head! 

Nor yet the lungs by this pernic ious ſtroke = 
Were wounded, or the vocal organs broke. 


| Down from his neck, with blazing gems array'd, _ 


Thy image, lovely Anna! hung portray'd ; 
Th* unconſcious figure ſmiling all ſerene, 
Suſpended in a golden chain was ſeen. | 
Hadſ thou, ſoft maiden ! in this hour of woe, 
Beheld him writhing from the deadly blow, 


What force of art, what language could expreſs 


Thine agony ! thine exquiſite diſtreſs ? 

But thou, alas! art doom'd to weep in vain 
For him thine eyes ſhall never ſee again! 
Wich dumb amazement pale, Arion gaz d, 
And cautiouſly the wounded youth uprais'd ; 
Palemon then, with cruel pangs opprett, 
In faultering | 

4 O reſcu'd from deſtruction late fo nigh 
* Beneath whoſe fatal influence duom'd I lie; 
„ Are we thenexil'd to this laſt retreat 
Of life, -unhappy ! thus decreed to meet? 
«< Ah! how unlike what yeſter-morn enjoy'd, 
4 Inchanting hopes, for ever now deſtroy d! 
For wounded far beyond all healing power, 
% Palemon dies, and this his final hour: 


By thoſe fell breakers, where in vais I trove, 


At once cut off from fortune, life and love 
«© Far other ſcenes muſt ſoon preſent my ſight, 
«© That lie deep-buried yet in tenfold night. 
% Ah! wretched father of a wretched fon, 


Whom thy paternal prudence has undone ! 


„ How will remembranceof this blinded care 


Bend down thy head with anguiſh and deſpair ! | 


Such dire effects from avarice arile, 


ee With force ſevere endeavours to controul 
| 44 The nobleſt paſſions that inſpire the ſoul. 


4 But O, thou facred Power whoſe law connefts 


e Th' eternal chain of cauſes and effects, 
1 Let not thy chaſtening miniſters of rage 

„ Afflict with ſharp remorſe his feeble age! 
4 And you, Arion! who with theſe the laſt 

«© Of all our crew ſurvive the Shipwreck paſt 


c Ah! ceaſe to mourn! thoſe friendly tears reſtrain! 


Nor give my dying moments keener pain! 
«© Since heaven may ſoon thy 


When parted hence, to England's 


accents thus his friend addreſs'd : 


ders reſtore, 
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*© Shouldft thou, th' unwilling meſſenger of fate, 


| © To him the tragic ſtory firſt relate, 


© Oh! friendſhip's generous ardour then ſupyrchs 5 


Nor hint the fatal cauſe of my diſtreſs; 

“ Nor let each horrid incident ſuſtain 

The lengthen'd tale to aggravate his pain. 
Ah ! then remember well my laſt requeſt 
For her who reigns for ever in my breatt 
Vet let him prove a father and a friend, 

The helpleſs maid to ſuceour and defend. 
Say, I this ſuit implor'd with parting breath, 
So heaven betriend him at his hour of death : 
«© But oh! to lovely Anna ſhouldft thou tell 
What dire untimely end thy friend befel, 

© Draw o'er the diſmal ſceve ſoft pity's veil, 
And lightly touch the lamentable tale: 

Say that my love, inviolably true, 

No change, no diminution ever knew, | 
Lo! her bright image pendent on my neck, 
Is all Palemon reſcu'd from the wreck ; 


| | © Take it and ſay, when panting in the wave, 
4 * I ſtruggled, life and this alone to ſave ! 


«© My foul that fluttering haſtens to be free, 


% Would yet a train of thoughts impart to thee, 


% With wonder gaze, and 
ee Oh! then this moral bid their ſouls retain, 


| 


His boſom heaves a mortal groan—he dies! 
_ And ſhades eternal ſink upon his eyes! 


Arion gaz d upon the lifeleſs clay; 3 4 
_ | Transfix*d he ſtood, with awful terror aue, : 
| | _ | While down his cheek thefilent drop diſtill'd. 
* That, deaf to nature's voice, and vainly wiſe, 


The laſt faint accents trembled on his tongues 


% But ftrives in van The chilling ice of death 5 
4 Congeals my blood, and choaks the ſtream or 
breath : | 


1 Refign'd the quits her comfortleſs n 


E To courſe that long, unknown, eternal road. 


| cc O ſacred Source of ever-living light ! 
% Conduct the weary 


wanderer in her fli ght! | 
Direct her onward to that peaceful thore, 


TY % Where peril, pain and death are felt no more! 


„When thou ſome tale of hapleſs love ſhalt bei 


| | «© That ſteals from pity's eye the melting tear, 


« Of two chaſte hearts, by mutual paſſion join d,. : 
4 To abſence, ſorrow and deſpair conſign'd, 


% Oh! then, to ſwell the tides of ſocial woe, 
% That heal th' afflicted boſom they o'erflow, 
« While Memory dictates, this ſad Shipwreck tell, 


& And what diſtreſs thy wretched friend befel ! 


4% Then, while in ſtreams of ſoft compaſſion drown'd, 
| © The ſwains lament, and maidens weep around; 


touch'd with infant 0 | 
th* unconſcious tear ; 5 


4 While liſping children, touc 


% All thoughts of happineſs on earth are vain “.“ 
That now inactive to the palate elung; 


196 
As thus defic'd in deuth Palemon lay, 


Oh, ill-ſtarr'd vot'ry of unſpotted truth! 


Untimely periſn'd in the bloom of youth, 
Should eer thy friend arrive on Albion's land, 


He will obey, tho? painful, thy demand: 
His tongue the dreadful ſtory ſhall . 
And all the horrors of this diſmal day 
 Difattrous day ! what ruin haſt thou Ea: ! 
W the dead 


* ſed ſcilicet ultima ſemper 
——— dies homĩinĩ; ** dicique beatus 
Ante obitum nemo fopremague funera debet. 
Ovid. Metam. lib. 3- 
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How hatt thou left the widow all forlorn, | Nor hopeleſs Love impart undying pain, 


And ever doom's the orphan child to mourn 3 

Thro' life's ſad journey hopeleſs to complain 

Can ſacred juſtice theſe events ordain ? 

But, O my foul ! avoid that wond'rous maze, 

Whete reaſon, loſt in endleſs error, ſtrays! 

As thro' this thorny vale of life we run, 

Great Cauſe of all effects, % Thy will be done!“ 

Now had the Grecians on the beach arriv'd, 

Toaid the helpleſs few who yet ſurviv d: | 

While paſſing they behold the waves o 


With ſhatter d rafts and corſes of the dead, | | 


Three ſtill alive, benumb'd and faint they find, 
In mournful filence on a rock reclin'd. 

| The generous natives, mov'd with ſocial pain, 
The feeble ſtrangers in their arms ſuſtain; 
With pitying ſighs their hapleſs lot deplore, 
Ari lead them trembling trom _ fatal ſhore. 


OCCASIONAL 


HE ſcene of death is clos'sd, the mount 
| ſtrains | 
Di.iſſolve in dying 3 on the ear: 
Vet pity weeps, yet ſympathy complains, 


But the ſad Muſes with | 
At once the future and the paſt explore; 

Their harps oblivian's influence can defy, 

And waft the ſpirit to th” eternal ſhore. 


Then, O Paleman! if thy ſhade can hear = 

The voice of Friendſhip till lament thy — 
Vet to the ſad oblations bend thine ear, | 
That riſe in vocal incenſe o'er thy tomb. 


thetic eye 


In vain, alas! the gentle maid ſhall weep, 

While ſecret anguiſh nips her vital bloom ; 

Oer her ſoft frame ſhall tern diſeaſes creep, 
And give the lovely victim to the tomb. 


5 Relentleſs phrenzy ſhall the Father ting, | 
_ - Untaught in Virtue's ſchool diſtreſs to bear; 
Severe remorſe his tortur'd ſoul ſhall wring, 
Tis his to groan and periſh in deſpair. 


ve loſt companions of diſtreſs, adieu! 9 | 
Your toils and pains and dangers are no more 

The Tempeſt now thall howl unheard by you, 
While ocean ſmites in vain the trembling ſhore. | 


On you! the blaſt, ſurcharg d with rain and ſnow, 
In winter's diſmal nights no more ſhall beat: 
Unfolt by you the vertic ſun may glow, | 
And ſcorch the panting earth with baneful heat. 


No more the joyful Maid, the ſprightly ſtrain, 
Shall wakethe dance to give you welcome home; 
VOL. VEHI. 


| 


When far from ſcenes of ſocial joy you roam. 


No more on yon wide wat'ry waſte you ftray , 


While hunger and diſeaſe your life conſume ; 


While parching thirſt, that burns without allay, 


Forbids the blaſted roſe of health to bloom. 


No more you fecl Contagion's mortal breath, 


That taints the realms with miſery ſevere; 


No more behold pale Famine, ſcattering death, 
£ 
The thundering drum, the-trumpet's felling ftraing 


With cruel ravage deſolate the year. 


Unheard ſhall from the long embattled line: 


| I Unheard, the deep foundations of the main 
Shall tremble when the hoſtile ſquadrons join. 


Since grief, fatigue and hazards ſtill moleſt 


The wandring vaſſals of the faithlefs deep, 


5 * happier now eſcap'd to endleſs reſt, 


Than we who ſtill ſurvive to wake and weep. 


What tho' no funeral pomp, no borrow'd „ 


Your hour of death to gazing crouds ſhall tell; 


| Nor weeping friends attend your ſable bier, 


Who adly liſten tothe paſſing bell: 


| [Thetutor'd fh, the vain parade of woe, 


No real anguiſh to the ſoul impart z 


And off, alas! the tear that friends beſtow, 


Belies the latent feelings of the heart. 


3 What tho” no ſculptur'd pile your name apl. 
And demb ſuſpence awaits o erwhelm'd with fear. 
| What tho* no epic Muſe in living lays 


- 
| Full oft the flattering marble bids renown 


Like thoſ: who periſh in their country's + 
Records your dreadful daring with applauſe : | 


With blazon'd trophies deck the ſpotted nome 3. f 


| And ofc, too oft, the venal Muſes crown 


The ſlaves of vice with never-dying fame. 


Yet ſhall Remembrance from Oblivion 5 2 
Relieve your ſcene, and ſigh with grief ſincere; 


And ſoft Compathon, at your tragic tale, 


In fitent tribute pay her kindred tear. 


M, 


1 SACRED 10 THE MEMORY 


or us 1 0 4 1 11 


FRED ERICPRINCEOF WALPS | 


ROM the big der war's hoarſe alarm 
And the tremendous clang of claſhing arms, 


Deſcend, my Muſe! a deeper ſcene to draw 
'A ſcene will hold the liſt' ning world in awe*) 


* By awe, __ meant attent{or. 
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Is my intent: Mel 


While, with ſad notes, I ftrike the trembling 1;re ! 
And may my Iin: ; with eaſy motion flow, 
Melt as they move, and fill each heart with woe: 
Big with the ſorrow it deſcribes, my ſongy 
In folemn pomp, majeſtic, move along. 
Oh! bear me to ſome awful ſilent glade 
Where cedars form an unremitting ſhade ; 
W here never track of human feet was known; 
Where rever cheerful light of Phebus ſhone ; 
Where chirping linnets warble tales of love, 
And hoarſer winds howl murm'ring thro” the grove; 
Where ſome'unhapp; wretch ay mourns his doom, 
Deep melancholy wand' ring thro” the gloom; 
Where Solitude and Meditation roam, | 
And where no dawning glimpſe of hope can come: 
Place mein ſuch an unfrequented ſhade, 
To ſpeak to none but with the mighty dead: 
J“ aſſiſt the pouring rains with brimtul eyes, 
And aid hoarſe howling Boreas with my ſighs. 
When Winter's horrors left Britannia's iſle, 
And Spring in blooming verdure gan to ſmile ; 
When rills unbound, began to purl along, 
And warbling larks renew'd the vernal ſong; 
When ſprouting roſes, deck'd in crimſon . 
Began to bloom,— 
Hard fate! then, noble Faro” nic, didſt thou die: 
Doom'd by inexorable Fate's decree, | 
Th' approaching ſummer nc'er on earth to ſee; 
In thy parch'd vitals burning fevers rage, 
Whole flame the virtue of no herbe aſſwage; 
No cooling med' cine can its heat alla, 
Relentleſs Deſtiny cries, “ No delay.” _ 
Ve Pow'rs ! and muſt a prince fo noble die? 
(Whole equal breathes not under th' ambient ky :) 
Ah] muſt * die, then, in youth's 2 
8 cut by the feds of all-devouring Time? 5 
Tes, Fate has doom'd! his foul now leaves its 
weight, 
And all are under the decrce of rate; 
Tbh' irrevocable doom of Deſtiny 
| Pronounc'd, All mortals muſt ſubmiſſive die. 
The Princes walt around with weeping eyes, 
And the dome echoes all with piercing eries: 
With doleful noiſe the matrons ſcream around, 
With female ſhrieks the vaulted roofs rebound : 
A diſmal noiſe! Now one promiſcuous roar 
_ Cries, „ Ah! the noble Faxx7'r1c is no more“ 
The Chief reluctant yields his lateſt breath, 
His eye-lids ſettle in che fhades of death; 
Durk ſable ſhades preſent before each ey e, 
And the deep vaſt abyſs, Eternity 
Thro' Perpetuity” s expanſe he ſprings; 
And o'erthe vaſt profound he ſhoots on wings. 
The Soul to diſtant regions ſteers her flight, 
And ſails incumbent on inferior night: 
With vaſt celerity ſhe ſnoots away, 
And meets the regions of eternal day, 
To ſhine for ever in the heav'nly birth, 
And leave the body here to rot on earth. 
The melancholy patriots round it wait, 
And mourn the wyal hero's timeleſs fate. 
Diſconſolate they move, a mournful band! 


| 
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The noble Chief interr'd in youthful bloom, 
Lies in the dreary regions of the tomb. 
Adown AucGusTA's pallid viſage flow 
The living pearls, with unaffected woe: | 
Diſconſolate, hapleſs, ſee pale Brit in mourn, 


| Abandon'd iſle ! forſaken and forlorn 


With deſp” rate hands her bleeding breaſt ſhe beats. 
While o'er her, frowning, grim Deſtruction threats, 
She mourns with heart-felt grief, ſhe rends her hair, 
And fills with piercing cries the echoing air. 

Well may ſt thou mourn thy Patriot's timeleſs end. 
Thy Muſes patron, and thy Merchants friend. 
What heart ſhall pity thy full-flowing grief? 

What hand now deign to give thy poor relief ? 

T' encourage arts, whoſe bounty now ſhall flow, 
And learned ſcience to promote, beſtow ? 

Who now protect thee from the hoſtile frown, 

And to the injur'd Juſt return his own? 

From us'ry and oppreſſion who ſhall guard 


The helpleſs, and the threat' ning ruin ward? 


Alas! the truly noble Briton's gone, 

And left us here in ceaſeleſs woe to moan! 
Impending Deſolation hangs around, 

And ruin hovers c'er the trembling 2 
The blooming Spring droops her enamel'd head, 
Her glories wither, and her flow' rs all fade: 
The ſprouting leaves already drop away; 
Languiſh the living herbs with pale decay: 

The bowing trees, ſee; o'er the blaſted heath, 
Depending, bend beneath the weight of death: 


| Wrapp'd in th” expanſive gloom, the lightnings play; 


Hoarſe thunder mutters thro” th* aerial way: 


| All nature feels the pangs, the ſtorms renew, 


And ſprouts, with fatal haſte, the baleful yew. 

Some pow'r avert the threat*ning horrid weight, 
And, godlike, prop Britannia's ſinking ſtate! | 
Minerva, haver o'er young GzorGtz's ſoul; 
May facred wiſdom all his deeds controul! 
Exalted grandeur in each action ſhine, 


| His conduct all declare the youth divine. 7 


Methinks I fee him ſhine a glorious ftar, 


| Gentlein peace, but terrible in war! 
| | Methinks each region does his praiſe reſound, 


And nations tremble at his name around! 

His fame, thro' ev'ry diſtant kingdom rung. 
Proclaims him of the race from whence he ſprung” 
So ſable ſmoke, in volumes, curls on high, 
Heaps roll on heaps, and blacken all the ſky : 
Already fo, his fame, methinks, is hut! d 
Around th' admiring venerating mals. 

So the benighted wand'rer, on his ways, 
Laments the abtence of all-cheering day; 

Far diſtant from his friends and native home, 


And not one glimpſe does glimmer thro* the gloom 


In thought he breathes, each figh his lateſt breath. 
Preſent, each meditation, pits of death: 


Irreg'lar, wild chimeras fill his ſoul, 


And death, and dying, every ſtep controul. 
Till from the eaſt there breaks a phrple -- BY 
His fears then vanith as a fleeting dream. 
Hid in a cloud the Sun firſt ſhoots his ray, 
Then breaks effulgent on th* illumin'4 day; : 
We ſee no ſpot then in the flaming 


raye, 
Confus d and loſt within ch exceſſive blaze. 


in ſolemu pomp they march along the ſtrand: 


a 


' ' 
' 
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o N THE 


DUKE OF YORK's SECOND DEPARTURE | 


FROM ENCLAND AS REAR ADMIRAL. 


GAIN the royal ſtreamers play! 


To glory Edward haſtes away; 1 


Adieu, ye happy ſilvan bowers, 


Where Pleaſure's ſpright ly throng await! | 93 
Ye domes, where regal Grandeur towers ; 


In purple ornaments of ſtate <4 


| WRITTEN ABOARD THE ROYAL GEORGE. | 


Ve ſcenes where Virtue's ſacred ſtrain ( 8 


Bids the tragic Muſe complain 


Where Satire treads the comic ſtage, | : | - 


To ſcourge and mend a venal age; 

Where Muſic pours the ſoft, melodious lay, 

And melting Symphonies congenial play 

Ye filken Sons of Eaſe, who dwell 

In flowery vales of Peace, farewell! 

In vain the Goddeſs of the Myrtle Grove 
Her charms ineffable diſplays; | 
In vain ſhe calls to happier realms of 3 


Which Spring's unfading bloom arrays: 

In vain her living roſes blow, 8 
| Andever-vernal pleaſures grow; 
The gentle ſports of youth no more 

_ Allure him to the peaceful ſhore: 

Arcadian caſe no longer charms, 
For War and Fame alone can pleaſe. 

His throbbing boſom beats to arms, 


To War the Hero moves, thro' ſtorms and wine, | 


wy ſeas. 
_ Cc H 0 au 5. 

| The genes ſports of youth no more 
For War and Fame alone can pleaſe; 


To o War the Hero moves, theo' Norma and wintery | | 


ſeas. | 5 Fs | : | 


Though 3 5 hoſtile train appears 1 
To thwart the courſe that Honour ſteers; 3 
Unmov d he leads the rugged way, 
Deſpiſing peril and diſmay: | 
lis Country calls; to guard her laws, 
To! every joy the gallant youth reſigns ; 
Th' avenging naval ſword he draws, 
And o'er the waves conducts her martial lines: 
Hark! his ſprightly clarions play; a 
| Follow where he leads the way 
The piercing fite, the ſounding drum, 
Tell the deeps their Maſter's come. 
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Hark! his forightly clarions 7 ; 


1 


8 ** _ 2 8 


kFallov, where he . 


The piercing fife, the ſounding drum, 
Tell the deeps their Matter's come. 


Thus Alcmena's warlike Son 
The thorny courſe of Virtue run, 
When, taught by her unerring voice, 
He made the glorious choice: 
Severe, indeed, th' attempt he knew, 
Youta's genial ardors to jubdue: | 
For Pleaſure Venus' lovely form aſſum'd; 
Her glowing charms, divinely bright, 
In all the pride of beauty bloom'e, 
And ftruck his raviſh'd fight. 
Trans fix d, amaz d, 
Alcides gaz'd: / 
Inchanting grace 
Adorn'd her face, 
And all his changing looks confeſt 
Th' alternate paſſions in his breaſt: 
Her ſwelling boſom half reveal'd, 
Her eyes that kindling raptures fir'd, 
A thouſand tender pains inſtill'd, | 
A thouſand flut*ring thoughts inſpir'd2 | 
Perſuaſion's ſweeteſt language hung 
In melting accent on her tongue: 
Deep i in his heart, the winning tale 
Infus'd a magic power ; 
She preſt him to the roſy vale, 
And ſhew d th* Elyſian bower : | 
Her hand, that trembling ardors move, 


Conducts him bluſhing to the bleſt alcove: 


Ah! ſee, o' erpower' d by Beauty's charmgs = 
And won by Love's reſiſtleſs arms, 


EE The . yields to Nature's ſoft dame! 


„ e 


Ah! ſee, o'erpower'd by Beauty's charms, 
And won by Love's reſiſtleſs arms, 
The captive ylelds to Nature's ſoft alarms * 


| _ Aſt, ye — powers . 
From Ruin ſave the ton of Jove, 

Zy heavenly mandate Virtue came, 
And check'd the fatal flame: 


1 edle wheels, 
Allure him to the peaceful ſhore, | 7 = * 1e quivering n e wheels, 


Whoſe point the magnet's — — 
| Inſpir'd with awe, 
He, turning, ſaw 
The Nymph divine 
Tranſcendent ſhine 
And, while he view'd the godli ce . , 
His heart a ſacred impulſe lway'd: 
His eyes with ardent motion roll, 


And Lote, Regret, and Hope, divide his ſoul. ? 


But foon her words his pain deſtroy, 
And all the numbers of his heart, 
 Return'd by her celeſtial art, 5 
Now ſwell'd to ftrains of nobler joy. 

nſtructed thus by Virtue's lore, 

His happy ſteps the realms explore 
Where guilt and error are no more: 
The clouds that veil'd his intellectual ray, 

Before her breath diſpelling, melt away: 


Broke looſe from Pleaſure's glittering chain, 


He ſcorn'd her ſoft inglorious reign: 


F Convinc'd, reſoly'd, to Virtue then he turn J. 
And in his breaſt paternal glory = 4 
T 2 
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Broke looſe from Pleaſure's glittering chain, 


He ſcorn'd her ſaſt inglorious reign : 


Convinc'd, refolv'd, to Virtue then he turned, | 


And in his breaſt paternal glory burn'd. 


So when on Britain's other Hope the ſhone, 
Like him the royal youth ſhe won: 
Thus taught, he bids his fleet advance 
To curb the power of Spain and France: 
Aloft his martial enſigns flow, 
And hark ! his brazen trumpets blow ! 
The wat'ry profound, 
Awak'd Ly the found, 
All trembles around : 
While Edward o'er the azure field“ 
Fraternal wonder wield: : 
High on the deck behold he ſtande, 
und views around his floating bands 
In awful order join: 


| They, while the warlike trumpet” S ſtrain, | 


| Deep ſounding, fwells along the main, 
Extend the embattled line. 15 
Then Britain triumphantly ſaw 
His armament ride | 
Supreme on the tide, 
And o'er the vaſt ocean give law. 


CHORY 


| Then Britain triumphantly ſaw 
His armament ride | 

7 Supreme on the tide, „ 
And ver the vaſt ocean give law. 


| New with fieuting peat of joys | 
The ſhips thelr horrid tubes diſplays 
Tier over tier in terrible array, 
And wait the ſignal to deſtroy: 
The ſailors all burn to engage: 
Hark ! hark! their ſhouts ariſe, 
And ſhake the vaulted ſkies! 
' Exulting with bacchanal rage, | 
Then, Neptune, the Hero revere, 
| Whoſe power is ſuperior to thine ! | 
| And, when his proud ſquadrons appear, 
. e 
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| Whoſe gn, the Haw rv, 5 
And, when. 5 proud ſquadrons appear, | 
| | The trident and chariot refign ! | 


- Alton, wake thy grateful ee} 
ct thy hills and vales rejoice : 
er remoteſt hoſtile regions | 
— — 
Thy reſiſtleſs martial Iegions | 
Dreadful move from zone to zone ; 
Thy flaming bolts unerring roll, 
And all the trembling globe controul : 


7 


All diſſonant ftrife they alan; | 


10 meet the ſoe, 
Their boſoms glow; | | 
Who only are rivals in fame. 


CMR OR U S. 


Thy ſeamen invincibly true, 


No menace, no fraud, can ſubdue ! 
All diſſonant ftrife they diſclaim, 
And only are rivals in fame. | 


| For Edivrd tune your harfis, ye Nine ' 


Triumphant ftrike each living ſtring, 
For him, in extacy divine, 
Your choral Io Pæans fing ! 
For him your feſtive concerts breathe 
For him 1 flowery garlands — ih 
Wake! O wake the joyful ſong! 
Ve Fauns of the woods, 
Ye Nymphs ot the floods, 
The muſical current prolong ! 
Ye Sylvans, that dance on the plain, 
Io ſwell the grand chorus accord? 
Ye 'Tritons, that ſpurt on the main, 
_ Exulting acknowledge your Lord 
Tin all the wild numbers combin' % | 
That floating proclaim | 
Dur Admiral's name, 
1M ſymphony roll on the wind? 


CHoOnw 5. 


Wake © wake the joyful fung ! | 
Ve Sylvans, that dance on the plain, 
Te Tritons, that ſport on the main, 
The mufical current prolong ! | 


O! while conſenting Brisons * 
Theſe voti ve meaſures deign to hear ʒ 
For thee my Muſe awakes her lays, 
Fer thee th* unequal viol plays, 
I! be tribute of a ſoul ſincere. 
Nor thou, illuftrious Chief, refuſe 
I The incenſe of a nautic muſe! 7 
Fot ah! to whom ſhall Neptune's ſans complain, 


But him whoſe arms unrivall'd rule the main. 


Deep en my grateful breaſt 
Thy favour is impreſt: 
No happy ſon of wealth e fame 
To court a royal patran came! 
A hapleſs youth, whoſe vital page 
Was one ſad lengthen'd tale of woe, 
Where ruthleſs fate, impelling tides of rage, 
Bade wave on wave in dire ſucceſſion flow, 
To giitrerim ftars and titled names unknown, 
Prefert d his ſuit to thee alone. | 
The tale your facred pity mov'd; 
You felt, conſented, and approv'd, 


| Then touch my ſtrings, dart Pierian quire! 


Exalt to rapture every happy line 

y boſom kindle with Promethean fire | 

| And ſwell each note with energy divine, 
No more to plaintive ſounds of woe 
Let the vocal numbers flow! | 

| erhaps the Chief to whom I ſing 
May yet ordain auſpicious days, 
To wake the lyre with nobler layer, 
ud tune to war the nervous firing. | 


| 
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For who, untaught in Neptune” s ſchool, | 
Though all the powers of genius he poſſeſs, 
Though diſciplin'd by claſſic rule, 
With daring pencil can diſpl. y 
The fight that thunders on the watery way, 
And all its horrid incidents expref: ? 
To him, my Muſe, theſe warlike ſtrams be long 
Source of thy hope, and patron of thy ſong. 


CHORUS. 


To him, my Muſe, theſe war!ike ſtrains belong 
Source of thy hope, and patron uf thy ſong. 


_ FOND I. 0 V E R, 
A BALLAD. 


NYMPH of ev'ry charm poſſeſs'd, 
17 Ilhhat native virtue gives, 
Within my boſom all - confeſs'd, 
In bright idea lives. 
| — 8 my trembling numbers play 
Along the pathleſs deep, ET 

While £ ſadly focial with my lay 
: _"_ winds | in concert weep. 


II. 
| If ham ſacred influence charms 
Ihe rage of adverſe fate, 

Say why the pleaſing ſoft alarms. 
Bauch cruel pangs create? 
Since all her thoughts, by ſenſe refin's | 
VDnartful truth expreſs, 
5 * wherefore ſenſe and truth are join * 
70 give y foul diſtreſs * * 


= W 


if OR her n lips I HOY 

Which vernal fragrance fills, 5 
Thro' all my veins the ſweet exceſs 
In trembling motion thrills; 

Say whence this ſecret | anguiſh grows, 
Cuongenial with my joy ? | 
And why the touch, where pleaſure dens, 
Shou'd vital * my 


— | IV. 7 5 
if when my fir, in melting ſong, 
| Awakes the vocal lay, | 
Not all your notes, ye Phocian throng, 
Bruch pleaſing ſounds convey; 
Thus wrapt all o'er with fondeſt love, 
Why beaves this broken figh ? 
For then my blood forgets to moye, 
22 adore, and die. 


——_—— 


ns 


_ 


** 


. 


Accept, my charming maid the ſtrain 

Which you alone inſpire; 

To thee the dying ſtrings complain 

That quiver on my lyre. 

O! give this bleeding boſom eaſe, 
bat knows no joy but thee ; 

Teach me thy happp art to pleaſe, 
Or dcn to love like me. 


[- 


F THeE 


DEMAGOGUE. 


OLD is the attempt, in theſe licentioud tirget, 
When with ſuch towering ſtrides Seditie: 
climbs, | 

With ſenſe or ſatire to confront her power, 

And charge her in the great deciſive hour: 

Bold is the man, who, on her conquering day, 
Stands in the paſ, of fate to bar her way: 

Whoſe heart, by frowning arrogance uaw d, 


J or the deep-lurking ſn tes of fpecious fraud, 
The threats of giant - faction can doride, 


And ſtem, with ſtubborn arm, her roaring tide: 
For him unnumber d brooding ills await, 
Scorn, malice, inſolence, reproach, and hate; 
At him, who dares this legion to «fy, 
A thouſand mortal ſhafts in ſecret fly; 


q Revenge, exulting with malignant joy, 
_ | Purſues the incautious victim to ſeſtruy t 


And Slander ſtrives, with unrelenting aim 
To ſpit her blaſting venom an his nan: 


I Acound him Faction's harpie. 4.7 their wings, | 
I And rhyming vermin dart their feeble ſtings: 


In vain the wretch retreats, while, in full cry, 
Fierce on his throat the hungry blood -hounds fly. 
Inclus'd with perils thus the cunicious Muſe, 
Alarm'd, tho* undiſmay d, her danger view :. 
Nor ſhall unmanly terror now controul 


Ihe ſtrong reſentment ſtruggling in her ſoul; 

I While indignation, with reſiſtlet; ſtrain, 

— | Pours her full deluge thro” each Iwelling veing, 
_ | By the vile fear that chills the coward braait, 


By ſordid caution is her voices ſuppreſt, 
While Arrogance, with big theatric rage, 


2 | Audacious ſtruts on Fower's imperial ſtages 
| While o'er our country, at her dread command, 


Black Diſcord, ſcreaming, ſhakes her fatal trans: 


| While, in defiance of maternal laws, 


The facrilegious ſword Rebellion draws z 

Shall the at this important hour retire, 5 
And quench in Lethe's wave her genuige fire? 
Honour forbid ! ſhe fears no tibeat' ning foe, 
When couſcious Juſtice, bids her boſom glows 
And while he kindles the reluctant flame, 
Let not the prudent voice of Friendſhip blame 
She ſeals the Ring of keen reſentment goad, 
Tho' guilttefs yet of Satye's thorny road. 


— — 


1 — —— I * —_— 


— 
— 
may 


A frrangerto Corruption's ſlippery road; 
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Let other (Quixote, tr intic with renown, 
Plant on their brows 1 t av. dry paper cruwn ! 
While fools adore, and v aftii-bards obe v, 

Let the great Monarch Aſs tir Gotham bray : 
Our poet brandiſhes no mimic ſword, 

To rule 1 realm of dunces felt-explor'd: 

No bleeding victims curſe his iron ſway ; 

Nor murder*d reputation marks his way. 

True to nerſelf, unarm'd, the fearleſs Muſe 
Throꝰ Reaſunꝰs path her ſteady courſe purſues; ; 
True to herſelf advances, undeterr'd 

By the rude clamours of the ſavage herd. 

As ſome bold ſurgeon, with inſerted ſteel, 
Probes deep the putrid fore, intent to heal; 

So the rank ulcers that our PaATRr1oT load, 
Shall ſhe with cauſtic's healing fires correde. 
Vet ere from patient ſlumber Satire wakes, 
And brandiſhes th* avenging ſcourge of ſnakes ; 
Yet ere her eyes, with lightning's vivid ray, 
The dark receſſes of his heart diſplay 

Let candourown th' undaunted pilot's power, 

Felt in ſevereſt danger's trying hour! 

Let Truth conſenting, with the trump of Fame, 

His glory, in auſpicious ſtrains, proclaim! 
He bade the tempeſt of the battle roar, | 
That thunder'd o'er the deep from ſhore to ſhore. 
How oft, amid the horrors of the war, 

Chain'd to the bloody wheels of D:nger's car, 
How oft my boſom at thy name has glow'd, 
And from my beating heart applauſe beſtow'd ; 


Applauſe, that, genuine as the bluſh of youth = 


_ Unknown to guile, was ſanctify' d by truth! 
Ho oſt I bleſt the PaTr10T's honeſt ra. ge, | 
That greatly dar'd to laſh the guilty age; 


That, rapt with zeal, pathetic, bold, and ſtrong, 


Roll'd the full tide of eloquence along; 
That Power's big torrent brav'd with manly pride, 
And all Corruption's venal arts def d! 

When from afar thoſe penerrating eyes 
| Beheld each f-cret hoſtile ſcheme ariſe ; 
Watch's every motion of the faithlefs foe, 
Each plot o'erturn'd, and baffled every blow : 
A fond enthuſiait, kindling at thy name, 
I glow'd in ſecret with congenial flame; 
While my young boſom, to deceit unknown, 
Believ d all real virtue thine alone. 


Such then he ſeem'd, and ſuch indeed might be, 


If Truth with Error ever could agree! 
Sure Satire never with a fairer hand 8 
Portray d the object ſhe deſign d to brand. 
Alas] that virtue ſhould fo foon decay, 
And Faction's wild applauſe thy heart betray ! 
The Muſe with ſecret ſympathy relents, | 
And human failings, as a triend, laments: 
But when thoſe dangerous errors, big with fate, 
| Spreaddiſcord and diſtraction thro* the ſtate, 
Reaſon ſhould then exert her utmoſt power 
Ta guard our paſſions in that fatal hour. 


There was a time, ere yet his conſcious hear? :” 


| Durtt from the hardy path of Truth depart, 
While yet with generous ſentiment it glow'd, 


There was a time our Pa TRIO durſt avo- 
Thaſe honeſt maxims he deſpiſes now. 

How did he then his country's wounds bewail, 
And at the inſatiate German vulture rail 

Whoſe cruel talons Albion's entrails tore, 
Whoſe hungry maw was glutted with her gore! 


| 


Then ceas'd to flow 
With unrelenting rage ner bowels tore 

His magic rod transforms the bird of prey! 

The millſtone feels the touch, and melts away! 
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The miſts of error, that in darkneſs heid 

Our reaſon, like the ſun, his voice diſpell'd. 

And lo! exhauſted, with no power to fave, 

We view Britannia panting on the wave; 

Hung roung her neck, a millfone's ponderuie 


weight 


Prags down * ſtruggling victim to her fate 
| While horror at the thought our boſom fects, 


We bleſs the man this horror who reveals. 

But what alarming thoughts the heart amaze, 
When on this Janus' other face we gaze; 
For, lo! poſſeſt of power's imperial reine, 
Our chief thoſe viſionary ills diſdains 
Alas! how ſoon the ſteady PATRIOT turns! 
In vain this change aſtoniſh'd England mourns! 


| Her vital blood, that pour'd from every vein, 


So late, tofill the accurs'd Weſtphalian drain, 
the vulture now no more 


And, ftrange to tell, {till ſtranger to believe, 


| What eyes ne'er ſaw, and heart could ne er ca- 


ccive, 


I At once, tranſplanted by che Sorcerer's wand, 
Columbiĩian hills in diſtant Auſtria ſtand ! 
America, with pangs before unknown, 


Now with Weſtphalia utters groan for groan : 


By ſympathy ſhe fevers with her fires, 


Burns as the burns, and as ſhe dies expires. 
From maxims long adopted thus he flew, 


For ever changing, yet for ever true: 


Swoln with ſucceſs, and with applauſe inflam'd | 
He fcorn'd all caution, all advice diſclaim'dz; 
Arm'd with War's thunder, he embrac'd no more 
| Thoſe patriot-principles maintain'd before. 


Perverſe, inconſtant, obſtinate, and proud, 


Drunk with ambition, turbulent and loud, 
He wrecks us headlong on that dreadful ſtrand 
He once devoted al! his powers to brand! 


Our hapleſs country views with weeping eyes, 
| On every fide, o'erwhelming horrors riſe; 
_ | Drain'd of her wealth, exhauſted of her pal 
And agoniz d as in the mortal hour; 

Her armies waſted with inceſſant toils, 

Or doom'd to periſh in contagious ſoils, 
To guard ſome needy royal plunderer's throne, 
And ſent to fall in battles not their own. * 
| Ti enormous debt at home, tho' long o my. - 
_ | With grievous burdens annually enlarg'd; 

| | Cruſh'd with inereaſing taxes to the ground, 
I Thatſuck like vampires every bleeding wound : 1 
| Ground with ſevere diſtreſs th* induſtrious poor, 
| Driven by the ruthleſs landlord to the door. 5 

I While thus our land her hapleſs fate bemoans 
| In ſecret, and with inward forrow groans; 
Tho? deck'd with tinſel trophies of renown, | 
All gaſh'd with ſores, with anguiſh bending down, | 
Can yet ſome impious parricide appear, 5 
IWbo ſtrives to make this anguiſh more ſevere ? 
|] Canoneexift, ſo much his country's foe, 

| To bid her wounds with freſh effuſion flow ? 


There can; to him in vain the lifts her eyer, 


1 | His ſoul relentleſs hears her piercing ſighs ! 
Shameleſs of front, impatient of controu!, 
He ſpurs her onward to Deſtruction's goal 
Nor yet content on curſt Weſtphalia's more, | 
| With mad profuſion to exhauſt her ſtore, * 


I GS ooes Akbar HT CRRRS 
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San Peace his pompon5 fulminations brand, | 
As pirates tremble at the fight of land: 

still to new wars the public eye he turns; 

Defies all peril, and at reaſon ſpurns z. 

Till preſt with danger, by diſtreſs aſſail d, 

That baffled courage, and o'er ſkill prevail'd ; 


With equal pity and regret the Muſe 

The thundering ſtorm that rage around her views; 
Impartial views the tides of Diſcord blend, 

Where lordly rogues for power and place contend ; 
Were not her Patriot heart with anguiſh torn, 


Would eye the oppoſing chiefs with equal ſcorn. 


Tin foundering in the ſtorm himſelf had brew'd, Let Freedom's deadlieſt foes for freedom bawl, 


He ftrives at laſt its horrors to elude. 


Alike to her who govern or who fall! 


dome wretched ſhift muit ſtill protect his name, 
And to the guiltleſs head transfer his ſhame: 1 
'Then hearing modeft Diffidence oppoſe 
His raſh advice, that golden time he choſe; 
And while big ſurges threaten'd to o'erwhelm 
The ſhip, ingloriouſly forfook the helm. 

But all the events collected to relate, 
Let us his actions recapitulate. 

He firſt aſſum'd, by mean Coq art, 
"Thoſe patriot tenets foreign to his heart: 
Next, Ny his country's fond applauſes ſwell'd, 
Thruſt himſelf forward into power, and held 
The reins on principles which he alone, 
Grown drunk and wanton with ſucceſs, could own; 
| Betray'd her intereſt and abus d her truſt; 
Then deaf to prayers, forſook her in diſguſt; _ 
With tragic mummery, and moſt vile grimace, | 


* 


Rode thro' the city with a woeful face, 
As in diſtreſs, a PATR10T out of place! 
Inſults his generous Prince, and in the day 1 
Of trouble ſkulks, becauſe he cannot ſway ! 

In foreign climes embroil'd him with allies! _ 


And bids at home the flames of D1scoxm riſe! +] 


She comes! from Hell the exulting Fury ſprings ! 
Wich grim Deſtruction failing on her wings | 
Around her ſcream an hundred harpies fell! 
An hundred demons ſhriek with hideous yell! 
From where, in mortal venom dipt on high, 
Full- drawn the dead lieſt ſnafts of ſatire fly, 
Where Churchill brandiſhes his clumſy club, 
And Wiikes unloads his excremental tub, | 
_ Down to where Entick, aukward and unclean, 


- 


While with unnutnber'd wings, from van to 


' 


E rear, | 
 Myriads of nameleſs buzzing drones appear: 
From their dark cells the angry inſets ſwarm, 
And every little ſting attempt to arm. Re 
Here Chaplains*, Privileges*, moulder round, 
And feeble Scourges®* rot upon the ground: . 
Here hungry Kenrick ſtrives, with fruitleſs aim, 
With Grub-ftreet ſlander to extend his name: 
At Bruin flies the ſlavering, ſnarling cur, 

But only fills his famiſh'd jaws with fur. 
Here Baldwin ſpreads the aſſaſſinating cloke, 

| Where lurking rancour gives the ſecret ſtroke; 
While gorg's with filth, around this ſenſeleſs block, 

A ſwarm of ſpider-bards obſequious flock : 

While hisdemure Welch Goat, with lifted hoof, 
In Poet's- Corner hangs each flimſy woof; | 
And friſky grown, attempts, with aukward prance, | 

On Wit's gay theatre to bleat and dance. | 

Here, ſeiz'd with iliac paſſion, mouthing Leech, 
Ioo low, alas! for Satire's whip to reach, . 
From his black entrails, Faction's common ſe 


Certain poems intended to be very ſatirical; but 
Aas! we refer our reader to the Revi | 


wer, 


| 


Crawls on his native duſt, a worm obſcene ! Am 


| Aloof ſhe ſtands, all unconcern'd and mute, 


While the rude rabble bellow, „ Down with Bute !”*” 
While villainy the ſcourge of juſtice bilke, 

Howl on, ye ruffians! 6 Liberty and Wilkes.“ 
Let ſome ſoft mummy of a peer, who ſtains 

His rank, ſome ſodden lump of afs's brains, 


To that abandon'd wretch his ſanction give; 


Support his ſlander, and his wants relieve ! 


| Let the great hydra roar aloud for Pitt, 


And power and wiſdom all to him ſubmit ! | 
Let proud Ambition's ſons, with hearts ſevere, 
Like parricides, their mother's bowels tear 
Sedition her triumphant flag diſplay, 

And inembodied ranks her troops array ! | 
While coward juſtice, trembling on her ſeat, 


Like a vile flave deſcends to lick her feet! 


Nor here let Cenſure draw her awful blade, 
If from her theme the wayward muſe has ſtray d 
Sometimes the impetuous torrent, o'er its mound: 
Redundant buriting, ſwamps the adjacent ground: 
But rapid, and impatient of delay, | 
Thro' the deep channel ſtill purſues its way. 

Our pilot now retir'd, no pleaſure knows, 
But every man and meaſure to oppoſe ; hs 
Like /Ejop's cur, ſtill ſnarling and perverſe, 


{| Bloated with envy, to mankind a curſe, 
No more at Council his advice will lend, 

| But with all others who adviſe contend: 
Ne bids diſtraQtion o'er his country blaze, 


Then, ſwelter'd with revenge, retreats to Raycs* : | 


* After reflecting on the various events by which 
is extraordinary perſon is characteriſed, we cannot 


| reſiſt the temptation of quoting a few anecdotes from 
Machiavel, relative to a man of a very ſingular com- 


vlexion and conſtitution, who was alſo diftingughed 


ing it was to no purpoſe, he not only treated thoſe that 
were members of the council with great infolence, and 


called them opprobrious names, but threatened them, 
_ | and ſoon after put his threats in execution: for having 
filled the palace with armed men, on the eve of St. 


Lorenzo, in the month of Auguſt 1453, he called 


alſo very rich preſents, not only from Coſimo and the 


| figniory, but from all the principal citizens, who 
| vied with each other in their generoſity to him; ſo 


that it was thought he had above twenty thouſand 


ducats given him at that time; after which» he be- 


dy a train of incidents pretty nearly reſembling thote 

| we have mentioned above; although he poſſibly never 

_ ] anticipated the fimilitude of fortune and character that 

' might happen between him and any of his progeny. 
Speaking of the government of Florence, our hiſ- 

I torian informs us, that, „Luca Pitt, a bold and | 

I reſolute man, being now made gonfalionere of juſ- 

i fice,—having entered upon his office, was very impor- 
_ | cunate with the people to appoint a balia; but perceiv- 


the people together into the Piazza, and there com- 
pelled them, by force of arms, to do that which 
they would not ſo much as hear of before. Pitt had 


* 3 2 --- — 
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Tho' 


15 Had ſhook her ſhores with terrible alarms, 
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Swallow: the penſion; but, aware of blame, 
Transfers the profer'd peerage to his dame. 
The felon thus of old, his name to ſave, 
His pilfer'd mutton to a brother gave. 

But ſhould ſome frantic wretch, whom all men 

know 
To nature and humanity a foe, | 
Deaf to the widow's moan 2nd orphan's cry, 
And dead to ſhame and friendſhip's ſoc ial tie; 
Should ſuch a mifcreant, at the hour of death, 
To thee his fortunes and domains bequeath; 
With cruel rancour wreſting from his heirs 
What nature taught them to expect as theirs ; 
Would'ſ thou with this deteſted robber join, 
Their legal wealth to plunder and purloin ? 
Forbid it, Heaven! thou canſt not be fo baſe, 
To blaſt thy name with infamous diſgrace ' 
The muſe who wakes, yet triumphs o'er thy hate, 
Dares not ſo black a chought anticipate : _ | 
By Heaven, the Muſe her ignorance betray's 
For while a thouſand eyes with wonder gaze, 
gorg'd and glutted with his eountry's ſtore, 
The — pounces on the ſhining ore 
In his ſtrong talons gripes the golden prey, 
And from the weeping orphan bears away. 

The great, th' alarming deed is yet to come, 
That, big with fate, ftrikes Expectation dumb. 
O ! patient, injur d England, yet unveil = 
Thy eyes, and liſten to the Muſe's tale, 
Tha true as honour, unadarn'd with art, 
Thy wrongs in fair ſucceſſion ſhall impart. 
Ere yet the deſolating god of war 
Flad cruſh'd pale Europe with his iron car, 


And thunder'do'erthetrembling deep, To TY 
In elimes remote, beyond the ſetting ſun, 

: Beyond th* Atlantis wave, his rage begun, 
Ans! poor country, how with pangs unknown 

To Britain did thy filial boſom groan 

— What ſavage armies did thy realms ms invade, 
 Enarm's, and diſtant from maternal aid ! 

Thy cottages with eruel flames conſum d, 
And the ſ owner to deſtruction doom'd; 
MMyled with wounds, with pungent — _ 

Or leſt to periſh naked and forlorn ! 

What carnage reck'd upon thy ruin d pl. |S 
What infants bled ! what virgins ſhriek's in wala! 8 
In every loox diſtraftion ſeem'd to glare, | 

Each heart was rack'd with horror and deſpair. | 

Io Albion then, with groans and piercing cries, | 
| America lift up her dying eyes; | - 


ename ſo 
ed by Cofimo di Medici, but by Luca Pitt. This 
inſpired him with vanity.— After this he had recourſe 
to very extraordinary means; for he not only extort- 
ed more and greater preſents from the chief citizens, 
dut alſo made the commanalty ſupply him with work- 
men and artificers.” Macniaveri's Hitt. Florence. 
This has an uniucky reſemblance to a certain great 
_ perſon”: driving through the city with borrowed hor- 
ſes, and being offered to have his horſes un- 
Foled, and his chariot drawn by his good friends 
the mob. We ſhall, in due time and place, 


events, he war univerſally regarded. 


But this clumſy trick oY not long 


popular, that the city was 8 | 


give ſume account of the fall of Mr. Luca Pitt, and | 
the contempt with which, after ſome particular 
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} T'o generous Albion pour d forth all her pals; 


To whom the wretched never wept in vain. 

She heard, and inſtant to relieve her flew, 

Her arm the gleaming ſword of vengeance drew; 
Far o'er the ocean wave her voice was known, 
That ſhook the deep abyſs from zone to zone z 
She bade the thunder of the battle glow, 


And pour'd the ſtorm of lightning on the foe : 


Nor ceas'd till, crown'd with victory complete, 

Pale Spain and France lay trembling at her feet f. 
f Although our author has no preſent inclination 

to enter into political controverſy, yet he. cannot 


| avoid citing an article from one of the modern dic- | 


tionaries, which in ſome manner is connected with 
this part of his ſubject, and exhibits a view of the 
fidelity and gratitude of our fellow · ſubjects in Ame- 
rica. 


We are informed in the article referred to, that. 


| a « cartel in the marine is a ſhip provided in time of 


war to exchange the priſoners of any two hoſtile pow- 


ers; alſo to carry any particular requeſt or propoſal 


from the ore to the other: for this reaſon the i: 
particularly commanded to carry no cargo or army, 
only a fingle gun for firing ſignals. WD 
% Our honeſt Americans however, who have ſo 


ſcely grieved of late for paying a ſmall part of the 


great taxes of this country, although demanded for 
their own particular protection, made not only ne 
 ſcruple to diſobey and deſpiſe this regulation of car- 
tels during the late war, but, on the contrary, gave | 


I continual ſupplies of proviſions to our enemies in the 
_ | Weſt-Indies, and thereby recovered them, 


much addreſs, indeed, did theſe oppreſt and unfor- 


| runate traders conduct this ſcheme, that ten or twelve 


cartels being laden at the ſame time with beef, pork, 
bread, flour, &c. failed together for the F rench 
iſlands, and, in order to evade the ſtrict examination 


|of our ſhips of war, were provided with a 1 i 


privateer, equipped by the ſame expert owners, to 
ſeize their own veſſels, and direct their courſe to the 


I places of their firſt deſtination; but if they were 


examined by our ſhips of war, to an Engliſh port. 


eſcape the vigi- 
lance of our naval officery, who found that the fellows 


| ſent abroad, by way of commanders or prize-matters, | : 
| were utterly ignorant, and incapable of piloting any 


ſhip; and of conſequence only ſent to elude their 
ſcrutiny. 5 

„Ihe moſt bare · faced effrontery, "IE that 5 
was ever committed of this kind, was the ſeizing an 
armed veſſel, fitted in Philadelphia, to take theſe 
{ illegal cartels, She was commanded by a gentleman, 


joined to oppoſe and diſtreſs. They employed a crey 
of ruffians, who ſeiſed his veſſel openly, in the moſt 
unwarranted and lawleſs manner, and brought her up 
in triumph tu the town, when ſhe had only five men 
aboard: and fo inveterate was their hatred to the 
commander, that he was obliged to leave the country 
precipitately, as being in danger of his life. 


There cannot be a ſtranger confirmation of the 
truth of the above account; than the following jette 


| of Mr. M: 


and 
| recruited their fallen ſpirits, at a time when they were 
| gaſping under the weight of our arms. With ſoe 


f nn in that city 
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Her fears diſpell'd, and 45 foes __ 'd, 
fertile grounds induitriouſly improv'd, 

| oy CT OE with fleets her harbours 
crown'd, 

And Plenty ſmiling on her plains around ; 

Thus bleſt with all that commerce could ſupply, 

America regards with jealous eye, 

And canker'd heart, the Parent, who fo late 

Had ſnatch'd her gaſping from the jaws of Fate; 

Who now, with wars for her begun, relax dl, 

With grievous aggravated burdens tax'd, 

Her treaſures waſted by a hungry brood 

Of cormorants, that ſuck her vital blood; 


Copy of a letter from Mr. Secretary Pitt to the ſe- | 
veral Governors and Councils in North America, 
relating to the Flag of Truce Trade. 

8 Whitehall, Auguſt 24, 1760. 


| cc Gen clemeny 


| «© The commanders of his Majeſty 8 * &c. 
in North America and the Weſt Indies have tranſ- 


tted certain and repeated intelligences of an illegal 


and moſt pernicious trade carried on by the king's 
tubjects in North America and the Wett Indies, as 
well to the French iſlands as to the French ſettlements 
on the continent in America, and particularly to the 
_ rivers Mobile and Mifſilippi ; by which the enemies, 
:0 the great reproach and detriment of government, 
are ſupplied with proviſions and other neceſſaries; 
| whereby they are principally, if not alone, enabled 
do ſuſtain and protract this long and expenſive war. 
And it further appearing, that large ſums of bullion 


| are ſent dy the king's ſubjects to the above places, in 
return whereof commodities are taken, which inter- 


fere with the product of the Britiſh colonies them- 
ſelves, in open contempt of che authority of the mo- 
ther country, as well as the moſt manifeſt prejudice 
of the manufactures and trade of Great Britain: 
in order, therefore, to put the moſt ſpeedy and 
effectual ſtop to ſuch flagitious practices, ſo utterly 
ſubverſive of ail laws, and fo highly repugnant to 
che well-being of this kingdom : 

&« It is his majeſty's expreſs will and pleaſure, 
that you do forthwith make the ſtricteſt and moſt di- 


gent enquiry into the ſtate of this dangerous and | 


ignominious trade; and that you do uſe every means 
in your power to detect and diſcover perſons concern- 
ed either as principals or acceſſaries therein; and that 
| you do take every ſtep authoriſed by law to bring all 
ſuch heinous offenders to the mott exemplary and 


ceoondign puniſhment: and you will, as ſoon as may 


de, and trom time to time tranſmit to me, for the 
king's information, full and particular accounts of 
the progreſs you ſhall have made in the execution of 


this his majeſty's commands, to the which the king | 


expects that you pay the moſt exact obedience. And 
you are further to uſe your utmoſt endeavours to trace 
vut and inveſtigate the various artifices and evaſions 
by which the dealers in this i iniquitous intercourſe find 
means to cover their criminal proceedings, and to 
dude the law; in order that from ſuch lights due and 
timely conſiderations may be had what farther pro- 
vihon may be neceſſary to reſtrain an evil of ſuch 
*-xtenſive and pernicious conſequences. | 


I am, &c. 
ver VIII. ae 


— 


* 


| 


Who now of ter demands that tribute due, 
For whom alone th' averging ſword ſhe drew. 
Scarce had America the juſt reguet 
Receiv'd, when kindling in her fuhlefs breaſt 
Reſentment glows, enrag'd ſedition burns, 
And, lo! the mandate of our laws ſhe ſpurns ! 
Her fecvet hate, incapable of ſhame 
Or gratitude, incenſes to a flame, 
Derides our power, bids inſurtection riſe, 
Inſults our honour, and our laws defies ; 
O'er all her coaſts is heard th' audacious roar, 
© England ſhall rule America no more!“ 
Soon as on Eritain's ſhoe th* alarm was heard, 
Stern indignation in her look ar pear d; 
Yet, loth to puniſh, ſhe her ſcourge withheld 
From her perfidious ſons who thus rcbell'd : 
| Now ſtung with anguiſh, now with rage aſſail'd, 
Till pity in her ſoul at laſt provuil'd, 


| Determin'd not to draw her penal ſteel 


Till fair perſuaſion made her laſt appeal. 
And now the great decifive hour drew nighs 
She on her darling Patriat caſt her eye; 
His voice like thunder will ſupport her cauſe, 
Enforce her dictates, and ſuſtain her laws; 
Rich with her ſpoils, his ſanction will diſmay, 
And bid th' inſurgents tremble and obey. 
| He comes —but where, th' amazing theme to 
hit, 
Diſcover language or 1 fit? 
Splay-footed words, that hector, bounce, and ſwag- 


ger, 
The ſenſe to puzzle, and tile brain to ſtagger? 


Our Patriot comes !—with —— fir'd, the Muſe 


With allegoric eye his figure views : 


Like the grim portreſs of hell- -bate he Sands, 


Bellona's ſcourge hangs trembling in his hands! 
Around him, fiercer than the ravenous ſhark, 
A cry of hell-hounds never ceating back! 


And lo! th'enormous giant to bedeck, 


A golden millftone hangs upon his neck 


On him Ambition's vulture darts her ci ws, 
vnd with voracious rage his liver gnaws. 


Our Patriot comes the buckles of whoſe haas 


Not Cromwell's ſelf was worthy to unlooſe. 
Repeat his name in thunder to the ſkies | 
Ye hills fall proſtrate, and ye vales ariſe! 


IThro' Faction's wilderneſs prepare the way = 


Prepare, ye liſtening ſcnates, to obey ! 


The idol of the mob, behold him ſtand, 


The alpha and omega of the land 
Methinks I hear the bellowing Demagegue | 


 Dumb-ſounding declamations diſembogue, 


Expreſſiors of immeaſurable length, | 
Where pompous jargon fills the place of frength ; ; 
Where tulminating, rumbling eloquence, 


Wich loud theatric rage, bombards the ſenſe 3 


And words, deep rank'd in nn ys 5 
Exaſperated metaphors convey | 
With theſe auxiliaries, drawn up at large, 


He bids enraged Seditior beat the charge; 


From England's ſangui:: e hope his aid withdraws, 
And liſts to guide in Inſurrection's cauſe. | 
And lo! where, in her ſac: legiod hand, 

The parricide lifts high her burning vrand! 
Go, while ſhe yet ſuſpends her impious aim, 
Wich thoſe infernal lungs arouſe the flame 
Tho' England merits not her leaſt regard, 


Thy — voice gold boxes ſhall reway:! ' 
: YL 
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To lead her armies and provoke the war Beholds the tumults that diſtract our ſcene ; 
Rebellion waits, impatient of delay, And, m the calmer ſeats of wiſdom plac'd, 
Lands 2 II 5 way”. Enjoys the ſweets of ſentiment and taſte ; 

| © % 5 2 6 * * {To thee, O Marius! whom no factions ſway, 


3 Th' 3 Jn ny” 
Luca Pitt continued at Florence, preſuming [In her fond breaſt no 
upon his late alliance, and the promiſes which Pietro Nor venal hope, affames fair friendſkip's name: 
had made bim; * #** Sooner ſhall Churchill's feeble — 
But amongſt all the changes that enſued upon this That led our foundering Demago 
revolution, nothing was more remarkable than the Gs —— — = 
caſe of Luca Pitt, who ſoon began to — 45 P 


twixt living in au 


with infamy and taunts. who had made him With their ſtrong flood gates bar th" impetuous tide. 
valuable preſents, now came to demand them again, | | 

as only lent; and others, who befbre uſed to flatter | 252 „„ „„ „„ 46 
and extol him to the ſkies, in theſe circumſtances, 7 ) on 


iolence; fo that he heartily repented, | Buy or FALConER's POEM6\ - 
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And cenſures fly as thicle as hail; ; 
While my poor ſcheme of publication 
Supplies the dearth of converſation. 
What will the World ſay ?=That's your cry. 
Who is the Wirld? and what am I? 

Once, but thank heaven, thoſe — o er, 
And perſecution reigns no more, 
One man, one hardy man alone, | 
 Uſurp'd the critic's vacant throne, 
And thence with neither taſte nor wit, 

By powerful catcall from the pit, 5 

Knack 'd farce, and play, and actor down. 
Who paſs d the ſentence then? the Town. 
So now each upſtart puny elf | 

Talks of the world, and means himſelf. 

Vet in the circle there are thoſe 

Who hurt e en more than open foes: 

Whoſe friendſhip ſerves the talking turn, 

Juſt fimmers to a kind concern, 

And with a wond”rous ſoft expreſſion | 

Expatiates uponindiſcretionz; 
Flies from the Poems to the Man, 

And gratifics che favourite plan 
To pull doun other's reputation, 5 
And build their own on that foundation. 

I ̃ be ſcholar grave, of taſte diſcerning, 

Who lives on credit for his learning, 


And has no better claim to wit 


| Than carping at what others writ, 
With pitying kindneſs, friendly fear, 
Whiſpers conjeCtures in your ear. 


The thing might pleaſe a few, no doubt, 
As handed privately about— 
lt might amuſe a friend or two, 
| << Somepartial friend like me and you; 
But when it comes to preſs and print 
« You'll find, I fear, but little in't. 
_ «© He ſtands upon a dangerous brink 
0 6 ink, 


} 


| forry—and he's much to urn. 1 ; 
He might have publiſh'd—but his name! 


— 


r 


| << Where reputation runs onal 

1 «© Theauthor caſt away, and drown'd. 
c And then—'twas wilful and abſurd, 
{| ©© (So well approv'd, fo well preferr'd,) 
* Abruptly thus a place to quit | 

% A place which moſt his genius hit, 
% The theatre for Latin wit | 
«© With critics round him chaſte and terſe, 
«© To give a plaudit to his verſe!” 

Latin, I grant, ſhews college breeding, 
And ſome ſchool-common-place of reading. 
But has in Moderns ſmall pretenſion 
To real wit or ſtrong invention. 

"The excellince you critics praiſe 


{| Hangs ona curious choice of phraſe; 


Which pick'd and choſen here and there, 
From proſe or verſe no matter where, | 
Jumbled together in a diſh, 


1 Like Spaniſh Ol:a, fowl, fleſh, fiſh, 5 
| | You ſet the claſſic hodge-podge on 


For pedant wits to feed upon. 


© | Your wou'd-be Genii vainly ſeek 


Fame for their Latin verſe, or Greek; 
Who would for that be moſt admir'd 90 
Which blockheads may, and have dure. 
A mere mechanical connection 

Of favourite words, — 2 bare collection 

Of phraſes, here the labour'd cento 


| Preſents you with a dull memento, 


How Virgil, Hirare, Ovid join, 

And club together half a line. 

Theſe only ſtrain their motly wits 5 
In gathering pa“ ches, ſhreds, and bite, 
To wrap their barren fancies in, 
And make a claſſic Harlequin. | 
Where 1 at once impower'd to hne, 
My utmoſt vengeance on my foe, 
To puniſh with extremeſt rigour, 

I coul inflict no penance bigger 

Then uſing bim as learning's tool 

To make him Uſher of a ſchool. 


9 For, nat to dwell upon the toil 


Of working on a barren ſoil, | 
| And lab'ring with inceſſant pains 
To cultivate a blockhead's brains 
The duties there but ill befit 

| The love of letters, arts, or wit. 
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For whoſoe er, though ſlightly, ſips, 
Their grateful favour with his lips, 
Will find it leave a ſmatch behind, 
Shall fink ſodeeply in his raind, 
It never thence can be era do 
But, riſing up, you call it 7 af, 
overe fooliſh for adrudge to chuſe 
A guſto whic it he cannot ufe. 
Better dic the idle whim, 
What's Ze to Taft: # or Taſte ta Hin? 
For me, it hurts me to the ſoul 
To brook confinement or controul: 
Still to be pinion'd down toteach 
The ſyntax an the parts of ſpeech 
Or, what perhaps is drudging worſe, 
The link ;, and joints, the rules of * 
To deal out authors by retail, b 
Like penny pots of Oxford ale; 
oh! »Tis a ſervice irkſome more 
Than tugging at the ſlaviſh oar. 
Fet ſuch is taſks, a diſmal truth, 
Who watche: c'er the bent of youth; 3 
And while, a paltry ſtipend earning, 
He ſous the richeſt ſeeds of learning, 
And tills Meir minds with proper care, 
And ſees them their due produce bear; 
No joys, alas! his toil beguile 
His cron lies fallow all the while. | 
Vet ſtill he's in the road, you ſay, 
% Of learning. hy, perhaps he may. 
Bur turns like horſes in a mill, 
Nor getting on, nor ſtanding till : 
For little way his learning reaches, 
Who reads no more than whit he teaches. 
© Yet you can ſend advent'rous youth, 
. In ſearch of letters, taſte, and truth, 
Who ride the highway road to knowledge 
Through the plain turnpikes of a college, 
"True.—Like way-poſts, we ſerve to ſhew 
The road which travellers ſhould go; 
Who jog along 1 in eaſy pace, 
Secure of coming to the place, 
Yet find, return whene'er they will, 
The Poſt, and its direction till: 
| Which ſtands an uſeful unthank'd guide, 
To many a paſſenger beſide. 
_ _ *Tis hard to carve for others meat, 
And not have time one's ſelf to eat. 
Though, be it always underſtood, 
Our appetites are full as good. | 
„ Butthere have been, and proofs appear, | 
Who bore this load from year to year; 
_<£© Whoſe claim to letters, parts and wit, 
The world has ne'er diſputed yet. 
Whether the flowing mirth prevail 


"y 


sun Weſley's ſong, or humorous tale; 


Or happier Bournc's expreſſion pleaſe 
With graceful turas of claſſic caſe; 
© Or Oxford's well-read poet ſings 
„ Pathetic tothe ear of kings: 
4 Theſe have indulg d the muſes' flight, 
© Nor loſt their time or credit by t; 
4 Nor ſuffer'd fancy's dreams to prey 
In the due buſineſs of the day. 
FVerſe was to them a recreation 

„ Ugd by way of relaxation.“ 
Vour! inſtances are fair and true, 
And genius I reſpe& with you. | 
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I envy none their honeſt praiſe ; 4 

I ſeek to blaſt no ſcholar's bays : 

Still let the graceful foliage ſprea! = 

Its genercus honours round their head, 

Bleſt, if the Muſes' hand entwine 

A ſprig at leaſt to circle mine 
Come,—I admit, you tax me right. 

Prudence, tis true, was out of fight, 

And you may whiſper all you meet, 

The man was vague and indiſcrect. 

Yet tell me, while you cenſure me, 

Are you from error ſound and free ? 

Say, does your breaft no bias hide, 

Whoſe influence draws the mind aſide ? 
All have their hobby-horſe, you ſec, 


From Triſtram down to you and me. 


Ambition, ſplendour, may be thine 3 

| Eaſe, indolence, perhaps, are mine. 

Though prudence, andour nature's pride 

May wiſh our weakneſſes to hide, 

| And ſet their hedges up before'em, 

Some Sprouts will branch, and ſtraggle o'er em. 
Strive, fight againſt her how you will, 

Nature will be the miſtreſs ſtill, | 


| | And though youcrub with double rein, 


| She'll run away with us again. 

But let a man of parts be wrong, 
"Tis triumph to the leaden throng. 
The fools ſhall cackle out reproof, 


The very aſs ſhall raiſe his hoof ; 


And he who holds in his poſſeſſion, 

| The fingle virtue of diſcretion, 

Who knows no overflow of ſpirit, 
Whoſe want of paſſions is his merit, 
Whom wit and taſte and judgment flies, 


_ | Shall ſhake his noddle, and ſeem wiſe. 


THE ACTOR. 


| aDDRESSED To BONNEL THORNTON, ESQ. 


From no obſervance of mechanic laws : 
No ſettled maxims of a fav'rite ſtage, | 
No rules deliver'd down from age to age, 


Let players nicely mark them as they will, 
_ | Cane'erentail hereditary ſkill. 

If, mongſt the humble hearers of the pit, 
Some curious vet'ran critic chance to fit, 


Is he pleas d more becauſe twas acted fo 
By Booth and Cibber thirty years ago 


The mind recals an object held more dear, 


And hates the copy, that it comes ſo near. | 
Why lov'd he Wilks's air, Booth's nervous tone 
In them *twas natural, twas all their own. | 


1A Garrick's genius muſt our wonder raiſe. 


But gives his mimic no reflected praiſe. 

Thrice happy Genius, whoſe unrival'd name, 
Shall live for ever in the voice of Fame 
"Tis thine to lead with more than magic ſkill, 
The train of captive ——_ at thy will ; 


cr, dear Thornton, its perfection draws, 


[ * r »"8 

ro bid the burſting tear ſpontaneous flow 
In the ſweet ſenſe of ſympathetic woe: 
Through evꝰ ry vein I feel a chilneſs creep, 
When horrors ſuch as thine awe murder d ſleep 3 
And at the old man's look and frantic itare 

"Tis Lear alarms me, for I ſ:e him there. 
Nor yet confin'd to tragic walls alone, 
The comic Muſe too claims thee for her own. 
With each delightful requiſite to pleaſe, 
Taſte, Spirit, Judgment, Elegarice, and Eaſe, 
Familiar nature forms thy only rule, 
From Ranger's rake to Drugger's vacant fool. 
With power's ſo pliant, and fo vari»us bleſt, 
That what we ſee the laſt, we like the beſt. 

Not idly pleas'd, at judgment's dear expence, 

But burſt outrageous with the laugh of ſenſe. : 

| Perfeftion's top, with weary toil and pain, 

"Tis genius * that can hope to gain. 
The Play'r's ſion (though 1 hats the phaſes 
"Tis fo m:chanic in theſe modern days) 
Lies not in trick, or attitude, or ſtart, 
Nature's true knowledge is the only art, 
The ftrong-felt paſſion bolts into his face, 
The mind untouch'd, what is it but grimace! 
To this one ſtandard make your juſt appeal, 
Here li-s the golden ſecret ; learn to RET. 
Or fool, or monarch, happy, or diſtreſt, 
No actor pleaſes that is not puſſeſs'd. 
Once on the ſtage, in Rome's declining days, 
When Chriſtians were the ſubject of their plays, 
_ Fe: perſecution dropp'd her iron rod, 
And men ſtill wag'd an impious war with — | 
An acto: flouriſh'd of no vulgar fame, | 
Nature's diſciple, and Geneit his name. 
A noble obje for his ſkill he choſe, 

A martyrdying *midft inſulting foes. 
 Refign'd with patience to religion's laws, 
Vet braving monarchs in his Saviour's _ 

Fill'd with th' idea of the facred part, 

Hie felt a zeal beyond the reach of art, 
While look and voice, and geſture, all expreſt 
A kindred ardour in the player's breaſt ; 
Till as the flame bn, all his boſom ran, 
He loſt the actor and commenc'd the Man; 
| Profeſt the faith ; his pagan gods denied, 
And what he acted then, he after died. 
The player's province they but vainly try, 
Who Want theſe pow'rs, Department, *. and 
E 755 
The Citi Sight tis only Grace can pleaſe, 
No figure charms us if it has not Eaje. Fre 
There are, who think the ſtature all in all, 
Nor like the hero, if he is not tall. 

The feeling ſenſe all other want ſupplies, 

I rate no actoi s merit from his ſize. 

Superior height requires ſuperior grace, 
And what's a giant with a vacant face? 
Theatric monarchs, in their tragic gait, 

Aﬀett to mark the folemn pace of ſtate. 
One foot put forward in poſition ſtrong, 
The other, like its vaſſal, dragg'd along. 

So grave each motion, ſoexact and flow, 
Like wooden monarchs at a puppet ſhow. 
The mien delights us that has native grace, 
But affectation ill ſupplies its place. 
| _ Unſkilful actors, like your mimic a 
| — their bodies in a thouſand i 
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| However forcign from the port's art, 
No tragic hero but admires a ſtart. 
What though unfreling of the nervous line, 
Who but allows his -:cizude is fine ? 
While a whole minute equipoi:'d he ſtands, 
Till praiſe diſmiſs him with her echoing hands ! 
Reſulv'd, though nature hate the tedious pauſe, 
By perſevcrance to extort applauſe. 
When Ro: eo ſorrawing at his Juliet's doom, 
With eager madneſs burſts the canvas tomb, 
The ſudden whirl, ftretch'd leg, and lifted ſtaff, 
Which pleaſe the vulgar; make the critic laugh. 
'To paint the paſſion's force, and mark it well 
The proper aQtion nature's ſelf will tell ; 
No pleaſing powers diſtortions e'er expreſs, 
And nicer judgment always loaths excels. 
In ſock or buſkin, who o'erleaps the bounds, 
1 our reaſon, and the taſte confounds. 
Of all the evils which the ſtage moleſt, 
hate your fool who overacts his jeſt ; 
Who murders what the poet finely writ, 
And, like a bungler, haggles all his wit, 


| With ſhrug, and grin, and geſture out of place, 


And writes a fooliſh comment with his face. 


| old Johnſon once, though Cibber's perter vein * 


But meanly groupes him with a num'rous train, : 
With ſteady face, and ſober humm'rous mien, 


| Fill'dthe ſtrong outlines of the comic ſcene; 


What was writ down, with decent utt'rance ſpoke, 


| Betray'd no ſymptom of the conſcious joke ; 
70 


And though upon the tage, appear'd no Play 'r. 


The very man in look, in voice, in air, 


The word and action ſhould conjointly me 


| But acting words is labour too minute. 


Grimace will ever lead the judgment wrong; 


| | While ſober humour marks th — 


Her proper traits the fixt attention hit, 


And bring me cloſer to the poet s wit; 


With her delighted o'er each ſcene I go, 


_ | Well-pleas'd, and nat aſham'd of being ſo. 


But let the generous actor till forbear 


I To copy features with a Mimic's care! 
|*'Tis a poor ſkill which every fool can reach, 
IA vile ſtage-cuſtom, honour'd in the breach. 

| Worſe as more cloſe, the dinſigenuous art 


But ſhews the wanton looſeneſs of the heart. 
When | behold a wretch, of talents mean, 
Drag private foibles on the public ſcene, 
Forſaking nature's fair and open road 


| To mark ſome whim, ſome ſtrange peculiar mode, 


Fir'd with diſguft I loath his ſervile plan, 


_ | Defpiſe the mimic, and abhor the man. 
Ido to the lame, to hoſpitals repair, 

| And hunt for humour in diftortions there! 
| Fill up the meaſure of the motley whim _ 
With ſhrug, wink, ſnuffle, and convulſive limb ; 3 
| Then ſhame at once, to pleaſe a trifling age, 
| | Good ſenſe good manners, virtue, and the ſtage ! 


"Tis not enough the voice be ſound and clear, 
Tis modulation that muſt charm the ear. | 


| When deſperate heroines grieve with tedious moans 


And whine their ſorrows in a ſee-ſaw tone, 
The ſame ſoft found of unimpaſſioned woes 
Canonly make the yawning hearers doze. 

The voice all modes of paſſion canexpreſs, 
That marks the proper word with proper ſtreſs, 


* See Cibber's Applogy, vo, 1750. 
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But none emphatic can the actor call, 
Who lays an equal emphaſis on all. 
Some o'er the tongue the labour'd e ol 
Slow and delib'rate as the parting toll, 
Point ev'ry ſtop, mark ev*ry pauſe ſo ſtrong, 


Their words, like ſtage - pruceſſions ſtalk along. 


All affectation but creates diſguſt, 
And e*en in ſpeaking we may ſeem tao juſt. 

Nor proper, Thornton, can thoſe — appear 
Which bring not numbers to thy nicer ear 
In vain from them the pleaſing mraſure flows, 
Whoſe recitation runs it all to proſe; 

Repeating what the poet ſets not down, 
The verb disjointing from its friendly noun, 
While pauſe, and break, and repetition join 


To make a diſcord in each tuneful line. 


Than all the windings of the lengthen'd Oh. 


y 
: 


More 


And with her firaws fantaſtic ftrews the ground, 


Some placid natures fill th' allotted ſcene 
Wich lifeleſs drone, inſipid and ſerene; 
While others thunder ev'ry couplet o'er, 

And almoſt crack yourears with rant and roar. 
| More nature oft and finer ſtrokes are ſhown, | 


; In the low whiſper than tempeſtu.us tone. 


And Hamlet's hollow voice and fixt amaze, 
ul terror to the mind conveys, | 
Than he, who, ſwol'n with big impetuous rage, 
| Bullies the bulky phantom off the ſtage. 
He, who in earneſt ſtudies o'er his part, 


Will find true naturecling about his heart. 


The modes of grief are not included all 
In the white handkerchief and mournful draw! ; 
A fingle look more marks th” internal woe, 


Up to the face the quick ſenſation flies, 

And darts its meaning from the ſpeaking Eyes; 

Love, tranſport, madneſs, anger, ſcorn, 

And all the paſſions, all the ſoul is there. 
In vain Ophelia gives her flowrets round, 


In vain now ſings, now heaves the deſp rate gli, 
If phrenzy ſit not in the troubled eye. 
In Cibber's look commanding ſurrows ſpeak, 


And call the tear fait trick ling down my cheek, 


There is a fault which ſtirs the critic's rage; 


A want of due attention on the ſtage. 


I have ſeen actors, and admir d ones too, : 


Whale rogues wound up {et forward gen thei 


cue; 


In their own | ſpeech who whine, or roar away, 


Vet ſeem unmov'd at what the reſt may ſay; 


Whole eyes and thoughts on difPrent objects roam, 
| Until the prompter's voice recal them home. 


Diveſt yourſelf of hearers, if you can, 


uud ſtrive to ſpeak, and be the very man. 
| _ why ſhould the well-bred actor with to know 


| Who fits above to-night, or who below? 
So, mid th* harmonious tones of grief or rage, 
Italian ſquallers oft diſgrace the tage ; : 


When, with a ſimp'ring leer, and bow profound, 5 


The ſqueaking Cyrus greets the boxes round; 


Or proud Mandane, of imperial race, 


Familiar drops a curt' ſie to her grace. 

Io ſuit the dreſs demands the actor's art, 
Vet there are thoſe who over- dreſs the part. 

To ſome preſcriptive right give ſettled t ings, 
Black wigs to murd'rers, feather'd hats to kings. 


But Michael Caſſio might be drunk enough, 


Though all his features were nut grim'd with ſnuff. 


1 L n »* 8 


deſpair, 


* - 
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Why ſhould Pol Peachum ſhine in ſatin cloathes ? 
| Why ev'ry devil dance in ſcarlet hoſe ? 
But in ſtage-cuſtoms what offends me moſt 

Is the ſlip-door, and flowly-riſing ghoſt. 
| Tell me, nor count the queſtion tao . 
Why need the diſmal powder'd forms ap 

When chilling horrors ſhake th' affrighted kin, 

And guilt torments him with her ſcorpion ſting ; 
| When keeneſt feelings at his boſom pull, 
And fancy tells him that the ſeat is full; 
[ Why need the ghoſt uſurpthe monarch's place, 

To frighten children with his mealy face? 
The king alone ſhould form the phantom there, 
And talk and tremble at the vacant chair. 
If Belvidera her lov'd loſs deplore, 

Why for twin ſpectres burſts the yawning floor ? 
When with diſorder'd ſtarts, and horrid cries, 


| She paints the murder'd forms before her eyes, 


And (till purſues them with a frantic ſtare, 
*Tis pregnant madneſs brings the viſions there. 
More inſtant horror would enfore the ſcene, 


| 1f all her ſhudd'rings were at ſhapes unſeen. 


Poet and Actor thus, with blended ſkill, 


© Mould all our paſſions to their inſtant will 5 


"Tis thus, when feeling Garrick treads the tage, 
Ott as I drink the words with greedy ears, 


I ſhake with horror, or diffolve with tears. 


O, ne'er may folly ſeize the throne of taſte, | 
Nor dulneſs lay the realms of genius waſte ! 
| No bouncing crackers ape the thund' rer's fire, 


8 No tumbler float upon the bending wire ! 


More natural uſes to the ſtage belong, 
Than tumblers, monſters, pantomime, or ſong 


For other purpoſe was that ſpot deſign'd : :- 
| To purge the paſſions, and reform the mind, 
To give to nature all the force of art, 


5 | And while it charms the ear to mend the heart. | 


Thornton, to thee, I dare with truth commend, 
The decent tage as virtue's natural friend. . 


| Though oft debas'd with ſcenes profane and looſe, 


No reaſon weighs againſt its proper uſe. 
Though the lewd prieſt his ſacred function ſhame, 
Religion's perfect law is ttill the ſame. 


Shew ſcorn her features, her own image vice ? 
Who teach the mind its proper force to ſcan, 


And hold the faithful mirior up to man, 


Shall their profeſſion e' er provoke diſdain 


Who ſtand the foremoſt in the moral train, 
Wo lend refleQior: all the grace of art, 

And firike the precept home upon the heart? 
Yet, hapleſs Artiſt! though thy {kill can rai 
The burſting peal of univerſal praiſe, 


Though at thy beck Applauſe delighted ſtands, 


And lifts, Bri. 2us* like, her hundred hands, 


| Know, Fame awards thee but a partial breath! 
| Not all thy talents brave the ſtroke of death. 
| Poets to ages yet unborn appeal, | 


And lateſt times th* Eternal Nature feel. 
Though blended here the praiſe of bard and play' r. 
While more than half becomes the Actor's ſhare, 


Relentleſs death untwiſts the mingled fame, 


| And fins the player in the poet's name. 


The pliant muſcles of the various face, 


(The ſpeaking comment of his Shakeſpear's page) 


Shall they, who trace the paſſions from their riſe, 


| The mien that gave each ſentence ſtrength aud | 
1 grace, 


Th 
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| For regiinentals, ſword, and ſmart cockade ? 


By law let others toil to gain renown ! 


e 


The tuneful voice, the eg e that ſpoke the mind, 
Are gone, nor leave a ſingle trace behind. 


THE LAW STUDENT". 
TO GEORGE COLMAN, ESQ. 


Quid db cum Ci ig? quid cum Permeſſides und v 
Romanum propius divitizſque Forum eft. 4 


3 O W chriſt- church left, and fixt at Lincoln's 

Inn, =, 

Th' important ſtudies of the Law begin. 

No groan the ſhelves beneath th* unuſual charge 

Of Records, Statutes, and Reports at large. 

Each Claſſic author feeks his peaceful nook, 

And modeſt Virgil yields his place to Coke. 

No more, ye Bards, for vain precedence hope, 

But even Jacob take the lead of Pope ! 

While the pil'd ſhelves fink down on one another, 
And each huge folio has its cumb*rous brother, 
While arm'd with theſc, the Student views with awe 

His rooms become the magazine of law, 

| Say whence ſo few ſucceed ? where thouſands aim, 

Jo few e er reach the promis'd goal of fame? 

Say, why Czcilius quits a gainful trade 


Or Sextus why his ficit profeſſion leaves £5 
For narrower band, plain ſhirt, and pudding ſleeves? 

The depth of law aſks ſtudy, thought, and care? 
Shall we ſeek theſe in rich Alonzo's heir? 8 
Such diligence, alas! is ſeldom found | 
In the briſk heir to forty thouſand pound. 
| Wealth, that excuſes folly, floth creates, 

Few, who can ſpend, e er learn to get eſtates, 

What is to him dry caſe, or dull report, 

Who ſtudies faſhions at the Inns of Court; 
And proves that thing of emptineſs and ſhow, 


| That mongrel, half form'd thing, a Temple-Beau ? | 


Obſerve him daily ſaunt' ring up and down, 

In purple ſlippers, and in filken gown; _ 
Laſt night's debauch, his morning converſation ; 
The coming, all his evening preparation. 


Florio's a gentleman, a man o'th* town. 
He nor courts clients, or the law regarding. 
Hurries from Nando's down to Covent-Garden : 
Yet he's a Scholar ;—mark him in the Pit 
2 critic catcall ſound the ſtops 4 wit! 
Jupreme at George's he harangues the throng, 
Cenſor of ftile from tragedy to ſong : | 
Him ev'ry witling views with ſecret awe, 

Deep inthe Drama, ſhallow in the Law. 


In the preface to Colman's proſe that g 


l gentleman 
claims the preſent performance, and ſays that it was 


given to the Author to fill up a volume of poems 
publiſhed by ſubſcription. 


n N 151 


Others there are, who, indolent 2nd vain, 
Contemn the ſcience, they can ne*er attain: 
Who write, and read, but all by fits and ſtar ta, 


And varniſh folly with the name of Parts; 


Truſt all to genius, for they ſcorn to porc, 
Till e'en that little Genius is no more. 
Knowledge in Law care only can attain, 
Where honour*s purchas'd at the price of pain 
If, loit'ring, up th” aſcent you ceaſe taclimb, 

No ſtarts of labour can redeem the time. 
Induſtrious ſtudy wins by flow degrees, 

True ſons of Coke can ne'er be ſons at eaſe. 
There are, whom Love of Poetry has ſmit, 

Who, blind to intereſt, arrant dupes to wit, 
Have wander d devious in the pleaſing road, 

With attic flowers and Claſſic wreaths beſtrew d: 
| Wedded to verſe, embrac'd the Muſe for lite, 
And ta'en, like modern bucks, their whores to wife: 
Where'er the Muſe uſurps deſpotic war, 
All other ſtudies muſt of force give way, 

Int'roſt in vain puts in her prudent claim, 
Nonſuited by the pow'rful plea of fame. 

As well you might weigh lead againſt a textiier, 
as ever jumble wit and law together. 

In Littleton Coke gravely thus remark<, 


(Remember this, ye rhyming Temple ſparks l 


© In all our author's tenures, be it noted, 
4 This is the fourth time any verie was quoted. 


| ply. fy 
What lawers call a roli proſequt. | 
Quit then, dear George, O quit the barren field 


Which neither profit nor reward can yield! 


| What tho' the ſprightly ſeene, well ated, draws 
From unpack'd Engliihmen unbrib'd applauſe, 
| | Some monthly Grub, ſome Dennis of the age, 8 


In print cries ſhame on the degen rate ſtage u. 
If haply Churchill ftrive with generous aim, 
To fan the ſparks of genius to a flame; 


By noting thy deſert, he proves his own; 
Envy ſhall ſtraight to Hamilton's repair, | 
And vent her ſpleen, and yall, and venom there, 
Thee, and thy works, and all our friends decry, 
And boldly printand publiſh a rank lie, e 
Swear your own hand the flatt'ring likeneſs drew, 
Swear your own breath fame's partial trumpet blew. 
Well 1 remember oft your friends have faid, 
(Friends, whom the ſureſt maxims ever led) | 
Turn parſon, Colman, that's the way to thrive ; 


I | Your parſons are the happieſt men alive. 


Judges, there are but twelve, and never more, 


| But Stalls untold, and Biſhops, twenty-four, 
Of pride and claret, floth and ven'ſon full, 
von prelate mark, right reverend and dull! 


He ne er, good man, need penſive vigils keep 


| To preach his audience once a week to ſlecp ; 


- 


* See the very curious and vERY SINILAR criti. 


— on the comedy of the J calcus Wife, in the 
. [two Reviews, together with the moſt malicious 
and infolent attack on the writer, and the author of 


this Collection in the Critical Review for March; 
an injury poorly repaired by a Iame apology in the 
Review for the ſucceeding month, — | 


5 on one of me injured parties. 


Which, gainſt the Muſe and vertie, may well im- 


If all cnasx'd, ux ENO WI Nc, AND Un KNOW 8 


4 
ö 
i 
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On rich preferments battens at his eaſe, 

Nor ſweats for tithes, as lawvers toil for fees. 

Thus they advis'd. I know thee better far; 

And cry, ſick cloſe, dear Colman, to the bar 

Ir genius warm thee, where can genius call 

For nobler action than in yonder hall? 

*Tis not enough each morn, on 'Term's approach, 

To club your legal threepence for a coach; 

Then at the hall to take your ſilent ſtand, 

With ink-horn and long note- book in your hand; 

Marking grave ſerjeants cite each wiſe report, 

And noting down iage dictums from the court, 

With overwhelming brow, and law-learn'd face, 

— The index of your book of common-place. 

Theſe are meredrudges, that can only plod, 

And tread the path their dull forefathers trod, 

Doom'd thro? 1: w's maze, without a clue, to range, 

From {cond Ferron down to ned Strange. 

Do thou uplift thine eyes to happier wits ! 

Dulnefs no longer on the woolpack ſits 

No longer on toc dr ling dronith herd 

Are the firſt honui:rs of the law confter's 

But they whoſe forme reward's due tribute draws. 

Whoſe active merit challenges applauſe, _ 

Like glorious beacons, are ſet high to view, 

To mark the paths which genius ſliould purſue. = 
O for thy ſpirit, Maxsr1iEr» ! at thy name 

What boſom glows not with an active flame? 

Alone from Jargon born to reſcue law, 

From precedent, grave hum, and formal ſaw ! 

To ftrip chican'ry of its vain oretence, 

And marry Cornmon: Law to Common Senſe! 
PzaTT*! on thy lips perſuaſion ever hung 

Engliſh fills, pure as Manna, frum thy tongue; 

On thy voice truth may reſt, and on thy plea 
Unerring HEN IE f ſound the juſt decree. 

| HxxrzEr! than whom, to HarDwWICKE' 5 well- 

rais'd fame, 

No worthier ſecond Roval G Rox q x cou'd name: 

No lawver of prerogative; 3 no tool 

Faſhidn d in black corruption's pliant ſchool; | 

Form'd twixt the People and the Crown to ſtand, 

And hold the ſcales of right with even hand ! 

True to our hopes, and equal to his birth, 

See, ſee in Lon xEI the force of lineal worth! 

But why their ſev ral merits need I tel! 

Why on each honour d ſage's praiſes dwell | 

12 how well his place, or — SN fills ? 

Or ſhrew d ſenſe beaming from the eyeof WII tes (? | 
Such, while thou ſeeſt the public care engage, 

Their fame increaſing with increaſing age, 

| Rais'd by true genius bred in Phebus? ſchool, 


| cool; 2 
W Wich ſuch illuſtrious proofs before your eyes, 
"BRENT my friend, W riſe. 


* Aſterwards Earl Camden. 
+ Afterwards Earl of Northington. 
t Charles Yorke, Eſq; ſecond ſon of Lord Hard- 


Sir John Eardley Wilmot, afterwards chief 
Juſtice of the Common Pleas. 

I Sir Michael Foſter, one of the Judges of the 
King's Bench. 

q Sir Joha Willes, Chief Juſtice of the com- 
mon Pleas. | 


Feb 


I "Tis ten to one 


| 


P OR . 


Think of the bench, the coif, long robe, and fee, 
And leave the Preſs to # # # ## + # #** * 


THE POETRY PROFESSORS 
| 


heaps bead ns | 
_ GOR, (thank heav'n!) has got an 
eir. 
A royal babe, a Patncs of WAI ES. 
— Poets ! I pity all your nails 
What reams of paper will be ſpoil'd ! 
What graduſes be daily ſoil'd | 
By inky fingers, greaſy thumbs, 
Hunting the word that never comes ! 
Now Academies pump their wits, 


I And laſh in vain their lazy tits 


In vain they whip, and flaſh, and ſpur, 


| The callous jades will never ſtir; 


Nor can they reach Parnaſſus? hill, 


| | Try every method which they will. 


Nay, ſhould the tits get on for ence, 

Each rider is fo grave a dunce, 

'That, as Ive heard good judges ſay, 

they d loſe their way; 

= h not one wit beftrides the back 
uſe ful drudge, yeleped hack, 


. — fine bred things of mettled blood, 
| 2 from Apolls's royal ful. 


Greek, Roman, nay Arabian ſteeds, 


| | Or thoſe our mother country breeds; 


Some ride ye in, and ride ye t, 
And to come /zme go round abcut, 
Nor on the green ſwerd, nor the road, 


| And that I think they call an Opz. 


Some take the pleaſant country air, 
And ſmack their whips and drive a pair, 
Each horſe with bells which clink and chime, 
And ſo they march—and that is rhime. 

Some copy with prodigious {kill 

The figures of a burtery- bill, 


_ | Which, with great folles of eruditions 


Shall paſs for Coptic or Phoenician. 
While ſome, as Patriot love prevails, 


| To compliment a prince of Wales, 


Salute the royal babe in Melſi, 


| [And fend forth guerwah like 2belck, 
| Whoſe warmth of foul found julment Knew t | 


What pretty things imagination 
Will fritter out in adulation! 
The Pagan Gods ſhall viſit earth, 
While coſe ina Cir flian's birth. 
While c poets, ure and chaſte, 
Of trim and pane TASTE, 
Shall lug them in by head and nin, ; 
To be or ſpeakers, or beholders. | 
Maxs ſhall prefent him with a lance, 
To humble Spain and conquer France; 
The Gn AC ES, buxom, blith, TOW» 
Shall at his cradle dance the 
And Vznus, with her train 338 
Shall * a thouſand — 4 | 
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To ball, to coo, to whine, to eve AK, 

Through all the dialects of Gree: 

How many /zva#ns of clathic breed 5 

Shall diftly tune the'r caten rec, 

And bring their Dc ic nyraphs to town, 

To ſing their meaſures up and downs 

In notes alternate clear and ſweet, 

Like Ballad: ſingers in 2 ſtreet, 

| While thoſe who graſſ p at reputation, 

From imitating imitation, 

Shall hunteach cr: inny, nook, and creek, 

For precious fragments in the Greet, 

And rob the ſpitrle, and the <vaſte, 

For ſenſe, and ſentiment, and tafte. 

What Latin /:dge-pedge, Grecian Lali, 

With Hebrew re:ts, and Engliſn ra, 
hall academic cooks produce 

For preſent ſhow and future uſe 


| : ELLows ! who've ſoak'd away their knowledge, 


mw «py reſidence at college; 
ole lives are like a ſtagnant pov], 
Muddy and placid, dull and cool; 
Mere drinking, eating; eating, drinking; 
With no impertinence of thinking; 
Who lack no farther erudition, 
Than juſt to ſer an impoſition 
To cramp, demaliſh and diſpirit, 
Each true begotten child of merit; 
Cenſors, who, in the day's broad light, 
Punith the vice they act at night; 
Whole charity with /#/f begins, 
Nor covers others venial fins ; 
But that their feet may ſafely trend, | 
Take up hypocriſy inſtead, 
As knowing that muſt always hide 
A multitude of fins beſide z _ 
Whoſe ruſty wit is at a ſtand, 
Without a fre glhman at their . 3 
(Whoſe ſervice mutt of courſe create 
The juſt return of ſev*n-fold hate) 
Lord] that ſuch gad and wleful men 
Should ever turn to books again. 
YET matter mult be gravely plann'd, 
And ſyllables on fingers ſcann'd, 
And racking pangs rend lab'ring head, 
Tin lady Mute ! brought to-bed : 355 
What hunting, changing, toiling, ſw cating, = 
To bring the uſua! cpithetin! | 
Where the crampt meaſure kindly ſhows 
It vil be verſe, but Aud be proſe. 
So, when its neither light nor dark, 
Io ' prentice ſpruce, or lawyer's clerk, _ 
The nymph, who takes her nightly ſtand 
At ſome ly corner in the Strand, | 
Plump in the cheſt, tight in th. bodgic „ 
Scems to the eye a perfect goddeſs 3 
But canvaſod more minutely o'er, f 
Turns out an old, ſtale, batter'd whore 
Vet muſt theſe ſons of GowNED EAA 
Proud of the Plumage of Degrees, 
TForſake their ayraTuy a while, 
To figure in the Raman ſtile, 
And offer incenſe at the ſhrine 
Of 4. PozTry Divi 
PD pon a throre the goddeſs lit. 
Surrounded by ker b:/y wits; 
FaBricivs, Coor ER, cal kin, | 
AlnsworTHmius, FaPgR, Cox s TAN TR; 


Vor. VIII. 


8 „ 1 
end he, who ike Dopox a ſpoke, 
De SacRA(/UERCU, HOLYOAKE 
Thoſe are her eHunſellors of &-te, 
Menof much words, and wits of Twi it ; 
ere GRADLUs, full of fra et cover 

I. ori of her tr: 4 for ever, 
With liberal hand his bounty deal; 
Sin CES To KT kW of the . 
Next to the perſon of the queen, 
Old madum Pgosop v 1s ſeen; 
Talking inceſſant, although dumb, 
pon her fingers to her thumb. 

Aad all around her portraits hung 
| Of herues in the Lat Tongue; 
Tal an, Fugl ft, German, Frencl, 
Who moſt laborioufly entrench 
In deep parade of language dead, 
What would not in their tun be read, 
Wichbut impeachment of thit TASTE, 
Which LaT1x 10zoM turns to cafe. 


ISN xrorius here, whoſe flipp int juices 


| Sought refuge in a Roman cloak * 

Wich dull Commratus at his ſide, 

In all the pomp of jeſuĩt pride. 

NIE NACE, the pedant figur d there, 

A trifler with a folemn air: | 

And there in looſe, unſemly view, 

The graceleſs, eaſy Low ELIN GH 796. 

Tis here grave poets urge their claim, 

For ſome thin bl.ift of tiny fame; 

Here bind their temples drunk with praiſe, 

Wich half a ſprig of vither*d bays. ; 

O poet, if that honour'd name 

B:fits ſuch idle chiidiſh aim; 

If Vireir aſk thy ſicred care, | 

If Hox act char thee, oh forboar | 

To ſpoil with ſacrilegous hand, 

The glories of the Asse Und: 

Nor {ev thy der-iu on the SAT TIN, 

Of Hei- pure uncorrupted Latin. 

Better be native in thy ver . 

What is FrxGAL but genuine Eric ? 

| Which all ſublime ſonorous flows, 

Like Hervey's thoughts in drunken EY 
Hail, 8 *COTL AND, hail, to thee belong 

Al; pow'rs, bu: moſt the pow'rs of ſong : 

Whether the ru ic unpoliſh'd Eye | 

Stalk in tie buckram Proſe or Perſe, 

Or boꝛmy RAMSAY pleaſe thee m;*, 

Who /arg /ac ſweetly azo his woe. 

If ou: ay (and ſry who knews ſo well) 

The fecond- -fighted Maſe can tell, 

The happy LAlx DS ſhall laugh and ſing, 

| When EN CGLANDs CENIVs dronps his wing 

So mall thy foll new wealth diſch. ſe, | 


Sh 


m_ Sree — 4 FI 


—_ 


So thy own "THISTLE chank the Ros xk. 


_ 
„ 


But what comes here? Methinks ] 1 ke 
3. <calting univerlity. 
\ See how they prets to croſs the Tw FEED, 
And ſtrain their limbs with eager ſpeed : : 
While SCoTL AND, from her fertide thore, 
Cries, On my ſons, return no more. 
Hither they haſte with willing mind, 
Lor caſt one * g look bel ind; 
; On ten- tec — to ſalute, 
rue k „and q——n, and EAxL or Retr 
; Nao more the gallant Northern fon; 
| Sno: forth thei: rings or Ter in puts 5 
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Nor courſe all languages to frame, 
The quibble ſuited to their name; 
As when their anceſtors be-wcrs'd, 
That gloriaus STUART, JAMEs the FIRST. 
Put with that elocution's GRACE, 
Thr oratorial floſhy Lace, 
Which the fam'd Ii Tommy Pups, 
Would ſew on ſentimental ff; 
Tung with a ſweet pronunciation, 
The flow'rs of bold imagination. 
Macener50N leads the flaming van, 
Larry of the rcww I .ngalian clan; | | 
While Ick Hove brings up he rear, { 
With new - got penſion neat a7. clear | 
Three hundred Exgii i pounds a year. 
While fiter PEG, our a7 rict ini, 
Sende Macs and Doc ps without end: 
To GrorGeE While d'en tune their lays, 
Then all their choral voices raile, 
To heap their paucggric wit on | 
The 14trious chief, vid our Nor TH BaiTo:. 
Hail to the TAN E, wioſe; atriat ſkill 
Can break all nuions to his will; | 
_ Maſter of ſciences and arts 
Ma cxN As to all Men of parts; 
Whoſe fot'ring hand, and ready wit, 
Shall find us all in places fit; | 
Jo thall thy friends no longer roam, 
Nut change to meet 1 ſettled home. 
| Hail mighty TuANE, for ScoTLAND born, 
To fill her almot empty horn: 
Hail to thy ancient glorious fem, 
Nor Tune from Kirgs, BUTRINGS FROM THEM. 


THE CIT's COUNTRY BOX. 1757. 


is fupere & ſel's ais bene vivere,, quirums = 
1 Cori piritur nitidi: fendata Pecunu wills. Hor. 


FT HE wealthy Cit, grown old in trade, 
| Now wiſhes for the rural ſhade, 
And buckles to his one horſe-chair, 
Old Dablin, or the founder'd mare; 
While wedg'd in cloſely by his ſide, 

Sits Madam, his unwieldy bride, 

With Facky on the ſtool before em, 
And ont they jog in due decorum. 
Scurce paſt the turnpike half a mile, 
Hou all the country ſeems to ſmile! 
And as they ſlowly jog together, 
"The Cit commends the road and weather ; 
While Madam doats upon the trees, | 
And longs for ev'ry houſe the ſees, 
Admires its views, its ſituation, 

And thus ſhe opens her oration. 

What ſignify the loads of wealth, | 
Without that richeſt jewel, health ? 
Excuſe the fondneſs of a wife, 


= Objects continual paſſing by 


„CC 


Such ceaſeleſs toil, ſuch conſtant care, 
Is more than human ſtrength can bear. 
One may obſerve it in your face 
Indeed, my dear, you break a pace: 
And nothing can your health repair, 
But exerciſe and country air, 

Sir Traffic has a houſe, you know, 
About a mile from Chency- Rexo z 
He's a good man, indeed 'tis true, 

| But not ſo warn, my dear, as you: 
And folks are always apt to ſneer 
One would not be out- done my dear 
Sir Traffic's name ſo well apply'd 
Awak' d his brother merchant's pride 3 


JI 4nd Thrifty, w! o had all his life 


Paid utrnoſt teference to his wife. 


[I contets'd her arg mente had reaſon, 
And by th' approaciiing ſummer ſeafi1: . 


Dr:ws a few hund teds from the ſtocks, 


| And purchaſes his Country-Box. 
Dome three or four mile out of tow::, 


(As hour's ride will bring you down, 


He fixes on his choice abode, 
Not halt a furlong trom the road: 


And fo convenient does it lay, 


| The ſtages pals it ev'ry day: 
And then fo ſnug, fo mighty pretty, 


To have an houſe fo near the city 

Take but your places at the Boar 

You're ſet down at the very door. 
Well then, ſuppoſe them ſix'd at latt. 


| White-wathing, painting, ſcrubbing paſt, 


Hugging themſelves in eaſe and clover, 
With all the fuſs of moving over; 


| [Loy anew heap of whims are bred ! 
| And wanton in my lady's head. | 


Well to be ſure, it muſt be ond. 
It is a charming ſpot of ground; 
So ſweet a diſtance for a ride, 
And all about ſo countrified ! 
'T would come but to a trifling price 


To make it quite a paradiſe; 
I cannot bear thoſe naſty rails, 


Thoſe ugly broken mouldy pales : 


I Suppoſe, my dear, inſtead of theti, 
| We build a railing, all Chineſe. 

| Although one hates to be expos d; 

| 'Tis diſmal to be thus inclos'd ; 


One hardly any object ſees— 
I wiſh you'd fell thoſe odious trees. 


Were ſomething to amuſe the eye, 


| But to be pent within the walls 
I One might as well be at St. Paul's 
Our houſe, beholders would adore, 


Was there a level lawn before, 


Nothing its views to incommode, 
I Zut quite laid open to the road ; 
I While ev'ry trav'ler in amaze, 

| Should on our little manſion gaze, 


And pointing to the choice retreat, 
Cry, that's Sir Thrifty's Country Seat. 
No doubt her arguments prevail, 


For Madam's TAS TE can never fail. 
Bleſt age! when all men may pracure, 


Who doats upon vour precious life | The title of a Connoiſſeur ; 


-— —_ — 
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And now from Hyde-Park Corner come 
The Gods of Athens, and of Rome. 


Stands fix'd a tip-toe Mercury. 


 Alll own that Thrifty has a Taſte; 
And Madam's female friends, and couſins, 


With common-council-men, by dozens, 
Flock every Sunday to the rr, 
To ſtare about them and to eat. 


N Pas all 3 au, 


Be excellence, or exhibition, 


n 


When noble and ignoble herd, 
ern d by a fingle word; 


Are 
Though, like the royal Germand ines, 


It bears an hundred Chriftian names; 
As Genius, Fancy, Judgment, Gout, 
Whim, Caprice, Je-ne-ſcai-quoi, Virtu 
Which appellations all deſcribe 
TasTE, and the modern taſteful tribe. 

Now bricklay'rs, carpenters. and joiners, 
With Chineſe artiſtz, and deſigners, 


Produce their ſchemes of alter tion, 


To work this wond*rous reformation. 
he uſeful dome, which ſecret ſtood, 
Emboſom'd in the yew-tree's wood, 
The trav'ler with amazement ſees. 
Atemple, Gothic, or Chineſe, 


With many a bell, and tawdry rag on, 
And creſted with a ſprawling dragon; 
A wooden arch is bent aſtride 
A ditch of water, four foot wide, 


With angles, curves, and zigzag lines, 
From Halfpenny's exact deſigns. 


In front, a level lawn is feen, 

Without a ſhrub upon the green, 
Where Taſte would want its firſt great ho, 
But for the ſkulking, fly Va-, 


By whoſe miraculous afſitance, _ 
You gain a proſpect two fields diftance. 


Here ſquabby Cupids take their places, 
With Venus, and the clumſy Graces : 


Apollo there, with aim fo clever, 


Stretches his leaden bow for ever; 
And there without the pow'r to fly, 


The villa thus completely grac'd, | 


GENIUS, ENVY, AND. TIME. 


A FABLE; 


ADDRESSED. To WILLIAM n0GARTH, * 


Y 
— 


ere never was, nor ever will 


But fools are up in oppoſition; 
Each letter'd, grave, pedantic dunce | 


| Wakes from his lethargy at once, 


Shrugs, ſhakes his head, and rubs his eyes, 
And, being dull, looks wond'rous wiſe, 


Wich ſolemn phia, and critic ſcowl, 
The wiſdomof his brother owl. 


Mopzazns! He hates the very name; 


| WF Rp ow * claim: — 
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And we have taſte and wit at I ſt; 

For at that period Moderns too 
Juſt turn the corner of Vrtu. Fu 
ut meritnow has little claim 
To any meed of preſent fame, 

For tis not worth that gets you friends, 
"Tis excellence that moſt offends. 

If, Proteus-like, a GARRICE's art, 
Shews taſte and ſkill in every part; 
If, ever juſt to nature's plan, 

He is in all the very man, 


is let the century be pat, 


| E'en here ſhall Envy take her aim. 


— —— urite, and - þlme. 

The Jzatous Wir E, tho' chaſtly writs 
With no parade of frippery wit, | 
Shall jet a ſcribbling, all at once, 

Poth giant wit, and pigmy dunce 


. While Crirical Reviewers write, 


Who ſhew their teeth before they bite, 
And {ucrifice each reputation, | 
From wanton falſe imagination. 
Theſc obſervations, rather ſtale, 

Mey borrow ſpirit from a tale. 

| '3ExIvs, a buftling lad of parts, 
Who all things did by fits and ſtarts, 

j Nothi eg above hi or below him, 
 Who'd make a riot or a poem, 


| From excentricity of thought, 


| Not always do the thing he ought 5 | 

But was it once his own election, 

| Would bring all matters to perfection; 
Would act, defign, engrave, write, paint, 


But neither from the laſt conſtraint, 

Who hated all pedantic ſchools, 

| And ſcorn'd the gloſs of knowing fools, | 
That hold perfection all in all, 


Vet treat it as mechanical. 
And give the ſame ſufficient rule 


I To make a poem, as a ſtool— 


— the firſt ſpring- time of his . 


Was downright worſhipper of truth; 


And with a free and liberal ſpirit, 


_ | His courtſhip paid to lady MEZAIT. 


Exvy, a {quint-ey" d, mere old maid, 
Well known among the ſcribbling trade; 5 

A hag, ſo very, very thin, 

Her bones peep'd through her bladder-ſkin; 
Who could not for her ſoul abide | 


| That folks ſhou'd praiſe, where the muſt chide, 
: Follow'd the youth where'er he went, 


To mar each good and brave intent; 


| [Would lies, and plots, and miſchicf hatch, 


To ruin #1M and fpoil the match. 

Honour ſhe held at bold defiance, | | 
Talk'd much of Factian, Gang, Alliance, 

As if the real ſons of taſte | 


| | Had clubb'd to lay a DES ar waſte. 


In ſhort, wherever Genius came, 
You'd find this Antiquated Dame ; 
Whate'er he did, where'cr he went, 

She fullow'd only to torment ; 

Call'd MRI by a thouſand names, 
Which. decency or truth diſclaims, 
While all her buſineſs, toil, and care, 
| Was todepreciate, lye, co:mpare, | 
Io pull the Modeſt Maiden _ 

And blait her fame to all the town 
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The row'h, inflam'd with conſcious pride, 

To Prince PosTERITY apply'd, | 
Who gave his anſwer thus in rhyme, 
By his chief miniſter Old Tims. 

„ Repine not at what pedints lay, 

We'll bring thee forward on the way; 

If wither'd Exvy ſtrive to hurt 
With lies, with impudence and dirt, 
Lou only pay a common tax 
Which tool, and knave, and dunce cxacts,. 
Pe this thy comfort, this thy joy, 
Thy ſtrength is in its prime, my boy, 
And every year the vigour grows, 
Impairs the credit of my foes. 
Ex vv ſhail fink, and be no more 
Than what her Na1aps were before; 
Mere excremental maggots, bred, 
In poet's topiy-turvey head, 
Born like a momentary iiy, 

To flutter, buzz about, and die. | 
«© Yet, GENIUS, mark what 1 preſage, 
Who look threugh every diſtant age: 
Mz s1T ſhall bleſs thee with her chai ms, 
Far lift thy off pring in her arms, 
And ſtump etcinity of grace 
On all thy numerous various race. 
RorBirtiiac, WII rox, rames as high 
As Piidias of antiquity, | 
Shall ſtrength, expreſſion, manner give, 
And make e' en marble b exthe and live 3 
While $S161$MUxDA's deep diſtreſs, 
Which looks the ſeul of wretcheaneſs, 
When 1, with flow and ſoft'ning pen, 
Have gone o'er all the tints again, 
Shall urge a bold znd proper claim 
To level half the antient fame; 
Waile future ages yet unknown 
With critic air thall proudl own 
Thy HoGax Th firſt of every clirct 
For humour keen, or ſtrong fublin.cy 
And hail Eim from his fire and ſpirit, 
„% The child of GENIUS and of Mgxz11." 
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THE HARE axv TORTOISE, | 
5 A $$ bb 


 FNENILCS, bleſt term, of meaning wide, 
5 For ſura no term ſo miſapply'd, 
Ho many bear the ſacred name, 
| That never felt a real flame! | 
Proud of the ſpecivus appellation, 
Thus fools have chriſten's inclination. 
But yet ſuppoſe a genius true, 

 Exempl: gratia, me or you: | 
Whateꝰ er he tries with due attention, 
Rarely eſcapes his apprehenſion; 
- Surmounting ev'ry oppoſition, 

You'd ſwear he learr:t by intuition. 
Shou'd he rely alone on parts, | 
And ſtudy therefore but by Rarts, 


r 
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Sure of ſucceſs whene'er he tries, 
Should he forego the means to riſe ? 

Suppoſe your watch a Graham mak, 
Gold, it you will, for value's ſake 
Its ſprings within in order due, | 
No watch, when going, gocs ſo true; 
If ne' er wound up with proper care, 
What ſerv'c2 is it in the wear? 

Some penal fpark of Phebus' rays, 


Perhaps within your boſom plays: 
O how the purer rays aſpire, 
If applic.ition fans the fire! | 


Without it genius vainly tries, 
| Howe'er ſometimes it ſeem to riſe : 
Nay application will prevail, 
When br ggart part and genius fil: 
And now to lay my proof before ye, 
1 here preſent you with a ſtory. | 
In days of vore, when time was young, 
When birds convers'd as well as ſung, 


When ule of ſpeech wis not confin'd, 
_ | Merely to brute; of human kind, 
IA forward Hare, of ſwiftneſs vain, 


The Genius of the neighb'ring plain, 
Wou d oft deride the drudging croud: 
For G-niuſes are ever proud. | 

He'd boaſt, his flight *twere vain to follow, 

For dog and horſe he'd beat them hollow, 


_ | Nay, it he put forth all his ſtrength, 


Cu ſtrip his brethren 4alf @ length. 
A "Tortoiſe heard his vain oration 


| | And vented thus his indignation. _ 
Oh Puſs, it bodes thee dire diſgrace, 


When I dety thee to the race. 


come, tis à match, nay, nodenial, 
{| Llay my ſhell upon the trial. 


ILTwas done and gone, all fair, a bet; 


| Judges prepar'd, and dittance fer. 


The ſcamp'ring Hare outſtrip the wind, 
The creeping Tortoiſe lagg'd behind, 
And ſcarce had paſs'd a fingle pole, 
When Puls had almoſt reach'd the goal. 
rriend Tortuiſe, quoth the jeering Hare, 
Your burthen's more than you can bear, 
To help your ſpecd, it were all well 


That I ſhould eaſe you of your ſhells * 
IͤJog on a little faſter pr'ythee, 


I'll take a nap, and then be with thee. 
So ſaid, fo done, and ſafely fure, 


I Forfſiy, What conqueſt more ſecure ? 
I Whenc'er he wak'ld (that's all that's 
| He could v'ertake him in a minute. 


in 1 
The tortoiſe heard his taunting jeer, 

But ſtill reſolv'd to perſevere, ; . 

Still draw'd along, as who ſhould r... 


In win, like Fabius, by delay; 


On to the goal ſecurely erept, 


While Puſs unknowing ſoundly ſlept. 


The bets were won, the Hare awake, 
When thus the victor tortoiſe ſpake. 


| Puſs, tho? I own thy quicker parts, 


Things are not always done by ftarts, 
You may deride my aukward pace, 


But. ſerv and ſteady wins the race, 


Szhiv'ring with cold, and almoſt froze, 


A bowl prepar'd of ſav'ry broth, 
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THE SATYR arp PEDLAR, 1757- 


ORDS are, ſo Wollaſton defines, 
Of our ideas merely ſigns, 

Which have apow'r at will to vary. 
As being vague and arbitrary. 
| Now damn'd for inſtance—all agree, 
Damn'd the ſuperlative degree; 

. Means that alone, and nothing more, 
However taken heretofore ; 
Damn d is a word can't ſtand alone, | 
Which has no meaning of its own, 
But ſignifies or bad or good 
| Juſt as its neighbour's underſtood. 

xamples we may find enough. 


1 
So fares it too with its relation. 
I mean its ſubſtantive, damnation. 
The wit with metaphors makes bold, 
And tells vou he's damnation cold; 
Perhaps, that metaphor forgot, 
The ſelt- ſame wit's darmation hot. 
And here a fable I remember— 
Once in the middle of December, 
When every mead in ſnow is loſt, 
And e' ry river bound with froſt, _ 
When families get all together, _ 
And feelingly talk o'er the weather; 
| When=—pox on the deſcriptive rhyme— 
In ſhort it was the winter time, | 
Ir was a Pedlar's happy lot, 
To fall into a Satyr's cot: 


. Pumn d high, damm d lows an 4 4 fine — 


With pearly drap upon his noſe, 
His fingers? ends all pinch'd to death, 

He blew upon them with his breath. 

& Friend, quoth the Satyr, what intends 


That blowing un thy fingers“ ends? 


e It is to warm them thus I blow, 
For they are froze as cold as ſnow. 

= And ſo inclement has it been 

«© I'm like acake of ice within.” | 
Come, quoth the Satyr, comfort, man 
8 11 cheer thy inſide, if Ican;z oy 
You're welcome in my homely cottage | 
Io a warm fire, and meſs of pottage. 
This ſaid, the Satyr, nothing loth, 


Which with delight the Pedlar view 1 
As ſmoaking on the board it ſtood. 
But, though the very ſteam aroſe | 
Wich grateful ardour to his noſe, 

One ſingle ſip he ventur'd not, 
The gruel was ſo wondrous hot. 
What can be done? with gentle puff 

_ He blows it, *till it's cool enough. 

Why how now, Pedlar, what's the mattor 
Still at thy blowing ! quoth the Satyr, 
I blow to cool it, cries the Clown, 
That I may get the liquor down : 


| 


| 


ah. 
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For though I grant, you've made it well, 
You've boil'd it, fir, as hot as hell. 
Then raiſing high his cloven ſtump, 
The Satyr ſmote him onthe rump. 
«© Begone, thou double krave, or fool, 
« With the ſame breath to warm and cool: 
c Friendſhip with ſuch I never hold 
Who're ſo damn'd hot, and ſo damn d coid. 


. THE NIGHTINGALE, owl. AND 


CUCKOW. 


3 ABLE 


ADDRESSED TO DAVID CARRICK, * 


N THE REPORT OF HIS RETIRING FROM THE 
| | $TAGE, DEC. 1760. 


RITICKS, who like the ſcarecrows = 
Upon the poet's common land, 
And with ſeverity of ente, 


| Drive all ; imagination thence, 
| Say that in truth lies ail ſublime, 
| Whether you write in proſe or rhyme. 


And yet the truth may loſe its grace, 
It blurted to a perſon's face; 
Eſpecially if what you ſpeak 


Shou'd crimſon o'er the glowing EF : 
| | For when you throw that ſlaver o'er him, 
| And tumble ont your praiſe before him, 
However juſt the application, 


It looks a- ſquĩnt at adulation. 

I would be honeſt and ſincere, 

But not a flatterer, or ſevere. 

Need I be ſurlv, rough, uncouth, | 
1 hat folks may think I love the truth ? 


| Was not at all times naked ſeen: 


And ſhe, good dame, with Beauty's Queen, 5 
For every boy, with Prior, knows, : 


By accident ſhe loſt her cloaths, 


When Falihood ſtole them to diſguiſe 
Her miſbegotten brood of lies. 
| Why ſhould the prudiſh Goddeſs dwell 
| Downat the bottom of a well, 

] But that ſheis in piteous fright, 
_ | Left, riſing up to mortal fight, 


The modeſt world ſhould fleer and flont "wy 


With not a rag of cloaths about her? 


Yet the might wear a proper dreſs 
And keep her eſſence ne'erthelefs. 
So Delia's boſom ſtill will riſe, 
And faſcinate her lover's eyesy 


Though round her ivory neck ſhe "RAY | 


The decent ſhade of ſpecious gauze. 


I hear it buzz'd about the table, 
What can this lead to? mmm Sirs, 
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When Birds aliou'd the Lagles ſway, 

Fre Fayles turn'd to fow!s of prey, 
His Roval MIajeſty of Air 

Took Niutick under-eath hi- care; 
And, for his queen and court's delight, 
Commanded concerts every night. 

Here every Bird of Parts might enter, 
The Nightingale was made Præcentor; 
Under whoſe care and juſt direction, 

Merit was ſure to meet protection. 

The Lark, the Blackbird, and the Robin 
This concert always bore a bob in; 

The beſt performers all were in it, 

The Thruſh, Canary-bird, and Linnet. 

But birds, alas! are apt to aim Y 
At things, to which they've ſmalleſt claim, 
The ſtaring Owl, with hideous hoot, 
Offer'd his ſervice for a flute. 

The Cuckow nceds would join the band 3 
2 The Thruth is but a paultry hand: 

«© And J can belt ſupply that place, 

4 For I've a ſhake, a ſwell, a grace. 

The Manager their ſuit preferr'd: 
Both tun'd their pipes, and both were heard; 
Yet each their ſeveral praiſes miſs'd, 

For both were heard, and both were hiſs'd. 
| The Cuckow hence, with rancour — d, 


Or naſty hae, and body ſcabby 


No would-be-play-wright half ſo ſhabby) | 


|  Reviles, abuſes, and defames, | 
Screams from a branch, and calls hard names, | 


And itrikes at Nightingale or Lark, 
Like Liſbon ruffians, in the dark. 
The Owl harangues the gaping throng 
On Foto rs, and excellence of ſong, 
4 The Blackbird's note has loſt its force; 
c The Nightingale is downright hoarſe ; 
The Linnet's harſh 3 the Robin ſhrill ; 


he Sparrow has prodigious ſkill !'” 
At length hes had what they deũr d: $- 


The ſkilful Nightingale retir'd. 
| When Folly came, with wild Uproar, 
3 By 


A TALE. 


FE NU 8. of Ighter den ar lor 
The greateſt demirep above, 
g Who ſcorn'd reſtriction, hated cuſtom, 1 


_—_ Knew her own ſex too well to truſt em, 


Proceeded on the noble plan, 

At any rate, to have nn 

Loolc'd on decorum, as mere 

And liv'd like *** ang , | 
From Paphos, where they her revere 

As much as we do Czlia here, 

Or from Cythera, where her altars 

Are deck'd with daggers, true-love halters, 


{Wil al 
Were found out nothing elſe to do, 
That there was ſomebody without, | 1 
| Who, if they might ſuch favour win, 3 
| Would rather chuſe to be within. | 


Lord! what mult be the conſequence ? 


| Some wholeſome difference of ſound, 


I When his good 
Some raſcal of his own degree; 


| The ſtupid wretch who brings a bill, 
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| Garter: yclept, and other trophies, 
Whic!: prove that man in love an oaf is, 
According to appointment, came 
'Toſce Cæcit ia, tuneful dame, 
Whoſe praiſe by Dryden's Ode is grown 


| Bright and immortal as his own ; 


And who hath been for many years 

The chief directreſs of the ſpheres. 
Thomas, who rode behind the car, 

And for a flambeau held a ſtar, 

Who, in the honeſt way of trade, 

Hath forg'd more horns, and cuc%olds made, 

Than Vulcan and his brawny dolts 

Ever for Jove forg'd thunderbolts, 

Slipt gently down and ran before em, 

Ringing the bell with due decorum. 


| But, truth to ſay, I cannot tell 
_ | Whether it Knocker was or Bell, 
| (This for vertu an anecdote is,) 


Which us'd to give C=ciL1a notice, 


| When any lady of the ſky 


Was come to bear her company. 


I But this I'm ſure, be which it will, 
4 Thomas perform'd his part with ſkill. 


Methinles I hear the reader cry— —- ol 


| His part with ſkill? why, You or I, 
Or any body elſe, as well | 
| | As Thomas, ſure, could ring a bell, 


Nor did I ever hear before 
Of ſkill in knocking at a * 
Poor low-liv'd creature! I ſuppoſe, 


| | Nay, and am ſure, you're one of thoſe 


Who, at what door ſoe er they be, x LE 
ways knock in the fame key. | | 
' Thinking that Bell and Knocker too | : 


But to inform the houſe, no doubt, „„ 5 


But had our ſervants no more ſenſe, 


Error would error {ill purſue, 

And ftrife and anarchy enſue, 

Punctilio from her altar hurl'd, 

Whence ſhe declares unto the world 

Whate er by fancy, is decreed, 

Through all her niceties muſt bleed. 
For it there was not to be found 


But the ſame rap foretold th' approach 


Oft him who walk'd, or rode in coach, 


A poor relation now and then, 
Might to my lord admittance gain, 
lordſhip hop'd to ſee 


And, what is more unhappy ſtill, 
Might paſs through all the motley tribe, 


As free as one, who brings a bribe. 
My lady too might pique her grace 


Wich carriage Riff and formal face, 


Which, ſhe deceiv'd, had taken care 
For ſome inferior to p 


| Or mig — — 


Ms pm rs Grote men, 
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Than ſenſe of honour will admit 
Between my lady and a cit. 

Thole evils wiſcly to prevent, 

And root out care and ditcontent, 

Ev'ry gay ſmart, who rides behind, 

With roſe and bag in taſte refin'd, 

Muſt muſick fully underſtand, 

Have a nice ear and fkilfu! hand ; 

At ev'ry turn be always found 

A perfect connoiſſeur in ſound ; 

Throuzh all the gamut ſkilful ſiy 

Varying his notes, now low, now high, 

According as he thifrs his place; 

Now hoarſely grumbling in the baſe, 

Now turning tenor, and ag un 

To treble raifing his ſhrill ſtrain; 

So to declare, where'er he be, 

His maſter's fortune 2nd degree, 

By the diſtinguiſhing addreſs, 

Which he'll upon the door expreſs. 

| Thomas, whom I have nam'd before 

'S ringing at CAc111A's door, 
perfect maſter of this art, 

— bers alike in ev'ry part: 

So that Cæcilia knew, before 

Her footman came unto the door, 

And in due form had told her fo, 

That Madam Vexus was below. 

The doors immediate open flew, 
The GoppEess, without more ado, 
Diſplaying beauty*s thouſand airs 

 Skim'd through the hall, and trip'd up ſtairs. | 
__Cxctit1a met her with a ſmile 

Of great delight, when all the while 

It her falſe heart could have been ſeen, 
She wiſh'd the had at Cyprus been. 

Baut ladies, ſkill'd in forms and arts 
Don't in their faces wear their hearts, 
And thoſe above like thoſe below, 
Deal frequently in outſide ſhow, 
And always to keep up parade, 
Have a ſmile by them ready-made. 
Te forms, which ladies when ey meet 
| Muſt for good-manners* ſake repeat, 

As humble ſervant, how d"you de, 

Andi in return, pray how are you F: 

| Enrich'd at ev'ry proper ſpace 

with due integuments of lace, 
3 As Madam; 5 Grace, and Goddeſhip, | 
Which we for brevity ſhall ſkip, , 
Happily paſt, in elbow-chair 

At length our ladies ſeated are. 

Indiff rent ſubjects firſt they chuſe, : 
And talk of weather and the news. 
That done, they fit upon the ftate, 
And ſnarl at the decrees of fate, 
Invectives againit Jove are hurl d, 
And They alone ſhould rule the world. 

Dull politicks at length they quit, 

And by ill-nature ſhew their wit; 1 
For hand in hand, too well we know, 
Theſe intimates are ſaid to go, 
So that where either doth preſide 
T' other's exiſtence is implied 
The man of wit, ſo men decree, 
Muſt without doubt ill- natured be; 
And the ill-natur d ſcarce forgets 
To rank himſelf among * 


—— 


Malicious VxN us, who by rote 
Had ev'ry little anecdote, 
And moſt minutely could advance 
Euch intereſting circumſtance, 
Whicl unto all intrigues related, 
Since Jupiter the world created, 
Diſplay'd her eloquence with pride, 
Hinted, obſerv'd, enlarg'd, applied; 
And not the reader to detain 
With things impertinent and vain, 
She did, as ladies do on earth 
Who cannot bear a rival's worth, 
in ſuch way each tale rehearſe 
| As good made bad, and bad made wort: : 
; Cz#c1t1a too, with ſ.änt-like air, 
But lLetely come from evening pray'r, 


— 


Who knew her duty, as a ſaint, 


Always to pray, and not to faint, 
And, rain or thine, her church ne'cr mitt, 
Prude, dovetce, and methodiſt, 


_ | With equal zeal the cauſe promoted, 


Miſconſtru'd things, and words miſquoted, 


| {Miſrepreſented, miſapplied, 


And, inſpiration being her guide, 
The very heart of man diſſected, 


And to his principles objected. 
| Thus, amongſt us, the ſanctiſied, 


In all the ſpirituale of pride, | 

| Whoſe honeſt conſciences ne er reſted, 
Till, of carnalities diveſted, 

T bey knew and felt themſelves t inherit 


| A double portion of theſpirit : 


Who from one church to t'other roam, 


Wu their poor children ſtarve at home, 
_ | Conf d'cing they may claim the care 


Of Providence, who ſent them there, 


I And therefore certainly is tied 
Io fee their ev'ry want ſupplied; 


Who unto preachers give away, 

That which their creditors ſhould bay: 
And hold that choſen veſſels muſt 
Be generous before they re juſt. 

And that their charity this way 


Iban bind o'er heaven their debts to pay, 


And ſerve their temp'*ral turn, no doubt. 
Better than if they'd put it out, | 
| Whilſt nought hereafter can prevent, 


| Their ſure reward of cent. per cent. 


Who honeſt labour ſcorn, and ſay 


| | None need to work who love to pray, 


| For hew'n will ſatisfy their cravings, 


[By ſending of Elijah's ravens, 
| Or rain fawn, when their ſpirits fail, 


A diſh of manna, or a quail; | 
Who from Moorfields to Tattenham ca 
In furious fits of zeal reſort, 


| Praiſe what they do not underſtand, 


Turn up the eye, ſtretch out the hand, | 


Melt into tears, whilſt————blows 


The twang of nonſenſe through his *. 
Or——deal: in ſpeculation, 

Or -hums his congregation, 
Or———talks with the lord of hoſts, 
with pillars and with poſts ; 


| 


Who ſtrictly watch, leſt Satan ſhoy'd, 


Roaring like lion for his food, 
Enſnare their feet his fatal trap in, 
(and their poor fouls be taken napping; 
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Who ſtrictly faſt, becauſe they find, 
The fleſh till wars agiinſt the mind, 
And fleſh of ſaints, like finner's, muſt 
Be mortified, to keep down lutt; 
Who, four times in the year at leaft, 
Join feaſt of love to love of feaſt, 
Which, though the profligate and vain 
In terms of blaſphemy prophane, 
Yet all the ceremony here is 
Pure as the myſteries of Ceres; 
Who, God's ele, with triumph feel 
Within themſelves ſalvation's ſeal, 
And will not, muſt not, dare not doubt, 
That hearꝰn itſelf cant blotit out; 
| After they've done their holy labours, 
Return to ſcandalize their neighbours, 
And think they can't ſerve heav'n ſo well, 
As with its creatures filling hell : EE 
So that, inflam'd with holy pride, 
They ſave themſelves, damn all beſide. 
For perſons, who pretend to feel | 
The glowings of uncommon geal, 
Who others ſcorn, and ſeem to be 
Righteous in very great degree, 
Do, bove all others, take del delight | | 
Jo vent their ſpleen in tales of ſpite, 
And think they raiſe their own renown 
By pulling ot a neighbour's down ; 
Still lying on with moſt ſucceſs, 

Becauſe they charity profeſs, 

And make the outſide of religion, 
Like Mahomet's inſpiring pigeon, 
To all their forgeries gain credit, 

_ *Tis enough ſure that faid it. 
But what can all this rambling mean ? 
Was ever ſuch an hodge-podge ſeen? 

 'Vsnrs, CaciI IA, Saints, and whores, 
| Thomas, Vertu, Bells, Knockers, Doors, 15 
Lords, Rogues, Relations, Ladies, Cits, 
Years, Flambeaux, Thunderbolts, Horns, Wits, 
Vulcan, and Cuckold-maker, Scandal, 


Muſic, and Footmen, Ear of Handel, 


Weather, News, Envy, Politicks, 


| Intrigues, and Women's Thouſand Tricks, 
Prudes, Methodiſts and Devotees, 


"a Faſtings, Feaſts, Pray ro, and Charities, 
Ceres, with her myſterious train, 


. — —, 

Fleſn, 8 Love, Hate and Religon, | 
A Quail, a Raven and a Pigeon, 

All jumbled up in one large diſh, 

| Red-Herring, Bread, Fowl, Fleſh, and Fiſh. 
Where's the connection, where's che plan 
The devil ſure is in the man. 

All in an inſtant we are hurl'd 

From place to place all round the world, 5 
Yet find no reaſon for it mum 
There, my good critic, lies the hum 
Well but me thinks, it would avail 

To know the end of this=a TALE. 
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* Euripides his taſte refin'd, 


That bears about it nothing real : | . | 
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CH Aa CC SPRALT Et 
AN TPISTLE TO MR. GARRICK. 


HANKS to much induftry and pains, 
Much twiſting of the wit and brains, 


= 'Trwſlation has unlock'd the tore, 


And ſpread abroad the Grecian lore, 
While Sophocles his ſcenes are grown 
E'en asfamiliar as ourown. 
No more ſhall taſte preſume toſpeak 
From its incloſures in the Greek; 
But, all its fences broken down. 
Lie at the mercy of the town. 

Critic, I hear thy torrent rage, 
<< *Tis blaſphemy againf that ſtage, 
© Which /Eſchylus his warmth defign'd, 


«© And Sophocles his laſt direction, | „ 
* Stamp'd with the ſignet of perfection.“ | | 
Perfection! tis a — ideal, | 5 


For excellence was never hit 

In the firſt eſſays of man's wit. 

Shall ancient worth, or ancient fame 
Preclude the Moderns from their claim? 


; | Muſt they be blockheads, dolts, and fools, | 


Who write not up to Grecian rules? 
Who tread in buſkins or in ſocks. 


| [Muſt they be damn'd as Heterodox, 


Nor merit of works prevail, 


Except within the claſſic pale? 


"Tis ſtuff that dears the name of 3 
Not current half a mile from college; 
Where half their lectures yield no more 
(Beſure I ſpeak of times of yore) 

Than juſt aniggard light, to marks 

How much we ! are in the dark: 


ads ruchlights in a ſpacious room, 
755 Juſt burn enough to form a gloom. 


When Shake ſpeare leads the mind a tw 
From France to England, hence to France, 


Talk not to me of time and place; 


1I own I'm happy in the chace. 
Whether the drama's here or there, 

| "Tis nature, Shakſpeare, every hoe: 
The poet's fancy can create, 


Contract, enlarge, annihilate, 

| Bring paſt and preſent cloſe together, 
In ſpite of dittance, feas, or weather; 
And ſhut up in a ſingle action 


What coſt whole years in its cranſaQtion, | 8 


| | So, ladies at a play, or rout, 


Can flirt the univerſe about. 

Whoſe geographical account | 

Is drawn and pictured onthe mount: 
Vet, when they pleaſe; contract the plan, 


I And ſhut the world up in a fan. 


True Genius, like Armida's wand, | q 

| Can raiſe the ſpring from barren land, | 
| While all the art of Imitation, (. 
Is pil ring from the firſt creation; 
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7: anſplanting flowers, with uſeleſs toil, 

Which wither in a foreign ſoil. 
As conſcience often ſets us right 
By its interior active light, 
Without th” aſſiſtance of the laws 
To combat in the moral cauſe ; 
So Genius, of itſelf diſcerning, 
Without the myſtic rules of learning, 
Can, from its preſent intuition, 
Stike at the truth of compoſition. 

Yet thoſe who breathe the clafſic vein, 
Enliſted in the mimic train, 
Who ride their ſteed with double bit, 

Ne er run away with by their wit, 
Delighted with the pomp of rules, 

The ſpecious pedantry of ſchools, 

(Which rules, like crutches, ne'er became 
Of any uſe but to the lame, ) | | 
Purſue the method ſet before em; 

Talk much of order, and decorum, 

Of probability of fiction, 

Of manners, ornament, and dition, 

And with a jargon of hard names, 

A privilege which dulneſs claims, 

And merely us'd by way of fence, 

To keep out plain and common ſenſe,) | 

Extol the wit of antient days, 

The ſimple fabric of their plays; 
Then fromthe fable, all ſo chaſte, 
Trick'd up in antient modern taſte, 

So mighty gentle all the while, 

In ſuch a ſweet deſcriptive ſtile. 
While chorus marks the ſervile mode 
With fine reflection, in an ode, 

_ Preſent you with a perfect piece, 

Form'd on the model of old Greece. 
Come, pr'ythee Critic, ſet before us, 
The uſe and office of a chorus. 
What! filent ! why then I'll produce 
Its ſervices from antient uſe. 
Tis to be ever onthe ſtage, 
Attendants upon grief or rage; 

To be an arant go- between, 
Chief-mourner at each diſmal ſcene ; 
Shewing its ſorrow, or delight, 

By ſhifting dances, leſt and right, 
Not much unlike our modern notions; 1 
Alagio or Allegra motions; 

To watch upon the deep diſtreſs, 

And plaints of royal wretchedneſs; Th 
And when, with tears, and execration, 

They ve pour'd out all their lamentation, 
And wept whole cataracts from their eyes, 
_ To call on ri vers for ſupplies, | 

And with their Hats, and Hees, and Fees, 
To make a ſymphony of woes. 
Doubtleſs the Antient want the a art 
Io ſtrilee at once upon the heart: 

Or why their prologues of a mile 

In fimple—call it—humble ſtile, 

— unimpaſſioned phraſe to fax 
« *Fore —— of this play. 

« I, hapleſs Polydore, was found 

0 or others drown'd !'* 

Or, J, a gentleman, did wed, 
The lady 1 wou'd never bed, 
++ Great Agamemnon's royal daughter, 
Who's coming hither to draw water,” 
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Or need the chorus to reveal 
Reflexions, which the audience feel; 


And jeg them, leit attention fink, 


To tell them how and what to think ? 


Oh, where's the Bard, who at one view 
Cou'd look the whole creation through, 
Who travers'd all the human heart, 
Without retourſe ta Grecian art? 

He ſcorn'd the modes of imitation, 

OF altering, pi!fering, and tranſlation, 
Nor painted hortor, grief, or rage, | 
From models of a former age; 

The bright original he took, 

And tore the leaf from nature's boak. | 
"Tis Shakſpeare, thus, who ſtands alone 
But why repeat what Yeu have ſhown ? 
How true, how perfect, and how well, 
The feelings of our hearts mult tell. 


AN EPISTLE ro C. CHURCHILL, 
2 or . | 


F. at 2 PE ET you'd with to dine, 
| They cheat your palate with adulterate wine, 


| Would you, reſolve me, critics for you can, 


Send for the maſter up, or chide the man? 


The man no doubt a knaviſh buſineſs drives, | 


But tell me what's the maſter who connives ? 


| [Hence you'll infer, and ſure the doctrine's true, | 
Which ſays, no quarter to a foul Review. | 


It matters not who vends the nauſeous flop, 


IuMiaſter or 'prentice z ; we deteſt the ſhop. 


Critics of c, a manly liberal racc, 


. 1 | Approv'd or cei:{ur'd with an open face; 


Boldly purſu'd the free deciſive gaſk, 


Nor ſtabb'd, conceal'd beneath a ruffian's maſk. 


To works not men, with honeſt warmth, ſevere, 
Th' impartial judges laugh'd at hope or fear: 


4 Theirs was the noble Kill, with gen' rous aim, | 
To fan true genius to an active flime ; 9 


To bring forth merit in its ſtrongeſt light, 

Or damn the blockhead to his native night. 
But, as all ſtates are ſubject to decay, 
'T he ſtate of letters too will melt away, | 
Smit with the harlot charms of trilling ſound, 


| [Softneſs now wantons e en on Roman ground ; 
Where Thebans, Spartans, ſought mw Honour 


graves, 
Behold a weak enervate race of ſlaves. 


(In claſſic lore, deep ſcience, language hs | 
[Though modern witlings are but ſcantly read, 


Profeſſors * fail not, who will loudly bawl _ 


| | In praiſeof either, with the want of all: 


Hail'd mighty critics to this preſent hour. 
—The tribune” s name furviv'd the tribune”s pow” r. 


th * The ee chis opportunity, 1 | 
ing all inſinuations ro the contrary, to declare, that 
he has no particular aim at a gentleman, whoſe abili- 


ty be ſufficiently acknowledg cs. 
| HR SEE 
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But to give "TE 
And all ſelf-will'd with lawleſs hand to raife 
| Malicious ſlander on the baſe of praiſe. _ 


Who lives on credit of a borruw'd fame; 


For quaint reflections in the putrid jnbes, 
Talents uſurp'd demand a cenſor's rage, 
A dunce is dunce proſerib'd in ev'ry age. 


All, all are objects of theatric wit 4 
Are ye then, actors, privileg'd alone.. 
o make that weapon, ridicule your own ? 
_ Profeftions bleed not from his juſt attack, wr 
Who laughs at pedant, coxcomb, knave, or 
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Now Quack and Critic differ but in name, 
Empiries frontleſs both, they mean the ſame 3 
This raw in Phyſic, that in Letters freſh, 
Both ſpring, like warts, excreſzence from the 
oth. 


Half form'd, half bred in printers” hircling ſchools, 


For all profeſſions have their rogues and fools, 

Though the pert witling, or the coward knave, 

Caſts no reflection on the wiſe or brave. | 
Yet, in theſe leaden times, this idle age, 


When, blind with dulneſe, or as blind with rage, 


Author gainſt author rails with venum curſt, 
And happy He who calls out blockhead firſt ; 


From the low earth aſpiring genius tprings, 


And ſails triumphant, born on eagles wings. 
No toothleſs ſpleen, no venom'd critic's aim, 


Fhall rob thee Churchill, of thy proper tame; 
While hitch'd for ever in thy nervous rhyme, 
Tool lives, and ſhines out fool to lateſt time. 


Pity perhaps might with a harmleſs fool 


To ſc pe tht obſervance of the critic ſchool z 


But if low malice, leagu'd with felly, rift, 


Arm'd with invectives, and hedg'd round wit! 


lies; 


| Should wakeful dulneſs, if ſhe ever wake, 


Write ſleepy nonſenſe but for writing's ſake, 
And, ſtung with rage, and plouſly ſevere, 

Wiſh bitter comforts to your dying ear; 

If ſome fmall wit, ſome filk-lin'd verſeman rakes, 


Courtier, phyfician, lawyer, p ſo 8 cit, | 


Fool; on and off the ſtage are fools the ſame, 


And every dunce is (atire's lawful game. 


Freely you thought, where thought has freeſt room, 
Why then apologize ? for what ? to whom ? | 


Though Gray's-Inn wits with author ſquires unite; | 
And ſclf- made giants club their labour'd mite, 
_ "Though pointlets ſatire make it; weak 
In the dull babble of a mimic ape, 
Boldly purſue where genius points the way, 
Nor heed what monthly puny critics ſay. 
Firm in thyſelf, with calm indifference ſmile, | 
When the wiſe Vet'ran knows you by your ftile, 
With critic ſcales weighs out the partial wit, 
What 1, or You, or He, or no one writ 


eſcape, . 


Denying thee thy juſt and proper worth, 
falſhood's ſpurious iſſue hirth ; 


Diſgrace eternal wait the wretch's name 


Who wears the trappings of another's wit, 


| Relates her wiſhes, and with joy deceives. 


| 
\ 


Ot fathers bantlings which he could not get! 


But ihre d Suſpicion with her ſquinting eye, 
To truth declar'd, prefers a whiſper'd lye. 
With greedy mind the proffer'd tale believes, 


The World, a pompous name, by cuſtom due 


To the ſmall circle of a talking few, 


With heart-telt glee th” injurious tale repeats, 


An lend: the whiſper buzzing through the ſtreets. | 


quack 


Oh! then with me forſake the t 


_ | Holds any portrait, and with any name; 
Or, like your nitches, planted thick and 
Wil ferve to cram the random hero in. 
5 Joy mighty bard too—whatſo'et thy name, 
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The prude demure, with ſober ſaĩint - like air; 
Pities her neighbour for ſhe's wond'rous fair. 

And when temptations lie before our feet, 

Beauty is frail, and females indiſcreet: | 
She hopes the n::mph will every danger ſhun, 
A et prays de vouily that the deed were done. 
Mean time fits watching for the daily lie, 

As ſpiders, lui & to catch a fimple fly. 
Let is not ſcandal to one ſex confin'd, 
Though men would $> it on the weaker kind. 
Vet, this great lord, creation's maſter, man, 
Will vec his malice where the blockhead can, 
Imputing crimes, of which e' en thought is free, 
| For initance now, vour Roſciad, all to me. 
If partial friendſhip, in thy ſterling lays, 

Grows all too wanton in another's praiſe, 

Critics, no judge by ways themſelves have known, 
| Shall ſwear the praite, the poem is my own ; 


For tis the method in theſe learned days 


For wits to ſeribble firſt, and after praiſe. 
Critics and Co. thus vend their wretched ſtuf?, 
And kelp out nanſenſe by a monthly puff, 

Exait to giant forms weak puny elves, 2 
And deſcant ſweetly on their own dear ſelves; 
| | Fur w.zxs per month by learning's midwives paid? 
Demand a puffing in the way of trade. | : 

; Reterv'd and cautious, with no partial aim 

My muſe e' er ſonght to blaſt another's fame. 

' With willing hand cou 'd twine a rival's bays, 


From candeur ſilent where ſhe cou'd not praile : 


But if vile rancour, from (no matter who) 
Actor ormimic, printer, or Review; 
Lies, oft o'erthrown, with eraſeleſs venom ſpre18 
Still hiſs out iczndal from their Hydra head; 


If the dull malice boldly walk the town, 
Patience berſelf wou'd wrinkle to a frown. | 

Come then with juſtice draw the ready pen, 
Give me the works, I wou'd not know the men: 

| Al in their turns might make repriſals too, 

Had all the patience but to tread them through. 

Come, to the utmoſt, probe the deſperate woun#., 

Nor ſpare the knife where er infeftion's fonnd ! 

But, prudencr, Churchill, or her ſiſter, Fear. 

Whiſpers forbezrance to my fright'ned ear. 

horny road, 

j Left we ſhould flounder in ſome Fleet-Ditch Ode, 


And ſunk for ever in the lazy flood 


Weep with the Naiads heavy drops of Mud. 
Hail mighty Ode! which like a pictute frame, 


| 
3 


er Durfy, for it's all the ſame. | 
To brother bards ſhall equal praiſe belong, 
— or wit, for genius, comedy and ſong ? 


No coſtive Muſe is thine, which freely rakes 


With eaſe familiar in the well-known jakes, 
Happy in {kill to ſouſe through foul and fair, 
And toſs the dung out with a /ordly tir. 
So have I ſeen, amidſt the grinning throng, 
The ſiedge proceſſion flowly dragg'd along, 
| Where the mock female ſhrew and hen-peck'd maic 


_ | Scoop'd rich contents from either copious pail, 


Call'd burſts of laughter from the roaring rout, 
And daſh'd and fplaſh'd the filthy grains about. 
| Quit then, my friend, the Muſes” lov'd abode, 
Alas! they lead not to preferment s road. | 


Sound but a horn, preſs furward to the door: 


Who, while ſhe ftrives to cleanſe each actor hurt, 


Yet still continued, as they're paid, 
See every ſcience which the world wou'd know, . 


Io me an honour, and to letters too) 
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Be ſolemn, ſad, put on the prieſtly frown, 
Be dull! 'tis ſacred, and becomes the gown. 
Leave wit to others, do a Chriſtian deed, _ 
Your foes ſhall thank you, fur they know their need. 
Broad is the path by learning's ſons puſſ-1s'd, 
A thouſand modern wits might walk abreaſt, 
Nid not each poet mourn his luckleſs doom, 
ſtled b ants out of elbow room. 
. who 4 their love, nor fear their hate, 
A ſuſt mourn in filence o er the Muſeꝰs fate. 
No right of common now on Pindus' hill, 
While all our tenures are by critic's will; 
Where, watchful guardians of the lady muſe, 
Dwell monſtrous giants, dreadful till Reviews, | 
Wha, as we read in fam'd romance of yore, 


But let ſome chief, ſome bold ad vent'rous knight, 
| Provoke thoſe champions to an equal fight, 
Strait into air ef ſpaceleſs nothing fall 
The caſtle, lions, giants, dwarf and all. 

Ill it befits with undiſcerning rage, 
To cenſure giants in this poliſh'd age. 
No lack of genjus ſtains theſe hoppy times, 
No want of learning, and no dearth of rhymes. 
The ſee-ſaw Muſe that flows by meaſur'd laws, 
« In tune ful numbers, and affected pauſe, | Ls 
With ſound alone, ſound's happy virtue fraught, 


Which hates the trouble and expence of thought, | 2 = | | Mn 22 
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Once, every moon throughout the circling year, 
With even cadence charms the critic car. 
While, dire promoter of poetic fin, 

A Magazine muſt hand the lady in. 
How Mederns write, how nervous, 
5 e 5 5 
The AN TI-Rosciap's decent Muſe 


Vuaubs with her praiſe, and rubs him into dirt. 

| Sure never yet was happy æra known 
Jo gay, fo wiſe, ſo taſteful as our own. 

Our curious hiſtories riſe at once COMPLETS, 

per ſheet. 


Your Magazines ſhall every month beſtow, 
Whoſe very titles fill the mind with awe, 
Imperial, Chriſtian, Royal, Britiſh, Lav, 

Their rich contents will every reader fit, 
 Seateſman, Divine, Phils/opher, and Mit; 

Compendious ſchemes! which teach all 
| once, | . 
And make a pedant cox comb of a dunce. 

Baut let not anger with ſuch frenzy grow, 

Drau canſir like, to ſtrike down friend and foe, 
Toreal worth be homage duly paid, 
But no allowance to the paltry trade. 

My friends 1 name not (though I boaſt a few, 


things at 


Fain would I praiſe, but, when ſuch Things oppoſe, 
My praiſe of courſe muſt make them s foes. 
If manly Jon xsox, with ſatyric rage, | 
L Laſh the dull follies of a trifling age, 5 
I his ſtrong Muſe with genuine ſtrength aſpire, 
| Glows not the reader with the poet's fire? 
IIS che true fire, where creep the witling fry 
To warm themſelves, and light their ruſhlights by. 
YA like Gzay's ſhall pleafing penſive 


ſtrong and 
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Or who like him ſhall ſweep the Theban lyre, 

And, as his maſter pour forth thoughts of fire ? 

E'en now to guard afflited learning's cauſe, 

To judge by reaſon's rules, and nature's laws, 

Boaſt we tue critics in their proper right, 

While LowTH and Learning, Huzp and Tafte 
unite. 

Hail ſacred names Oh guard the Muſe's page, 

Save your lov'd miſtroſs from a ruffian's rage; 

See how the gaſps and ſtruggles hard for life, 


Her wounds all bleeding from the butcher's knife $ 


Critics, like ſurgeons, bleſt with curious art, 
Should mark each paſſage to the human heart, 
But not, unſkilful, yet with lordly air, 

Read ſurgeon's lectures while they ſcalp and ter. 
To names like theſe I pay the hearty vow, 
Proud of their worth, and not aſham' d to bow. 


| To theſe inſcribe my rude, but honeſt lays, 


And feel the pleaſures of my conſcious praiſg ; 
Not that I mean to court each letter'd name, 


| And poorly glimmer from reflected fame, 


But that the Muſe, who owns no ſervile fear, 


ls proud to pay her willing trioute here. 
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| A GAIN lege my ol ojeftion, 
That modern rules obſtruct perfectlon, 


And the ſeverity of Taſte 
ras laid the walk of genius waſte. 


_ | Fancy'sa flight we deal no more in, 


Our authors creep Inſtead of ſoaring, 
And all the brave imagination | 


| | Is dwindled into declamation. 


But fill you cry in ſober ſineſs, 


| © There is diſcretion e'en in madneſs.“ 


A pithy ſentence, which wants credit! 
Becauſe I find a poet ſaid it: | 


| Their verdi&t makes but ſmall impreſſion. 


Wo are known lyars by profeſſiun. 
Riſe what exalted flights it will, 
True genius will be genius ſtill ; 


_ | And fay, that horſe would you prefer, 
| Which wants z bridle or aſpur? 

| The mettled ſteed may loſe his tricks; 

I The jade grows callous to your kicks. 


Had Shakſpeare crept by modern rules, 


| | We'd loſt his Witches, Fairies, Fools: 
| Inſtead of all that wild creation, 


He'd form'd a regular plantation, 
A garden trim, and all inclos'd, 


In niceſt ſymmetry diſpos' d, 


The hedges cut in proper order, 
Not e' en a branch beyond the border: 


1 


| Naw like a foreſt he appears, 


The growth of twice three hundred years 
Where many a tree aſpiring ſhrouds 

Its airy ſummit in the clouds, | 
While round its root ſtill love to wine 
The ivy or wild eglantine. 


\ of | 


Attemper'd ſweetly to the ruſtic wor ? 


_” With Kule dads of Drefden bees, 
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& But Shakſpeare's all creative fancy 
% Made others love cxtravagancy : 
c While cloud-capt nonſenſe was their aim, 
« Like Hurlothrumbo's mad lord Flame. 
True—who can ſtop dull imitators ? 
Thoſe younger brothers of tranſlators, 
Thoſe inſets, which from genius riſe, 
And buzz about, in ſwarms, like flies ? 
Faſhion, that ſets the modes of dreſs, 
Sheds too her influence o'er the preſs : 
As formerly the ſons of rhy me 5 
Sought Shakſpeare's fancy and ſublime; 
By cool correctneſs now they hope 
To emulate the praiſe vi Pope. | 
But Pope and Shakſpeare both diſclaim 
Theſe low retainers to their fame. 
What taſk can dullneſs e er effect 
So eaſy, as to write correct? 
Poets, tis ſaid, art ſure to ſplit 
Ny too much or too little wit; 
So, to avoid th' extremes of either, 
They miſs their mark and follow neitlier; 
They ſo exactly poiſe the ſcale 8 
That neither meaſure will prevail, 
And mediocrity the Muſe 

Did never in her fons excuſe. 
"Tis true, their tawdry works are grac'd 
With all the charms of modern taſte, 
And every ſenſeleſs ling is dreſt 
In quaint expreſſion's tinſel veſt. 
Say, did you never chance to meet 
A monſfiev:-baracr in the fireet, 
Whoſe ruffle, as it lank depends, 
And dangles o'er his fingers? ends, 
Nis olive tann'd complexion graces 


While for the body Monfieur Puff, 
Wou' d think e'en dowlas fine enough? 

Fa fears it with our men of rhymes, 
Sweet tinklers of poetic chimes. 
For lace, and fringe, and tawdry cloaths, 
Sure never yet were greater beaux; | 
But fairly ftrip them to the ſhirt, 
They're all made up of rags and dirt. | 

And ſhall theſe wretches bards commence, 

Without or ſpirit, taſte, or ſenſe ? REES 

And when they bring no other tresſure, 
Shall I admire them for their meaſure ? 
Or do I ſcorn the critic's rules 
ZBecauſe 1 will not learn of fools? | 

Although Longinus' full-mouth'd paſſe 


With all the foe of genius glows ; 


Though Dionyſius' learned taſte 
Is ever manly, juſt, and chaſte, 
Who, like a ſkilful wiſe phyſician, 
Diſſects each part of compoſition, 
And ſhews how beauty ſtrikes the ſou! 
From a juſt compact of the whole; 
Though judgment, in Quintillian's page, 
| Holds forth her lamp — age; TY 
Yet Hypercriti s diſdain, EN 
A race of blockheads dull and viin, 
And laugh at all thoſe empty fools, 
Who cramp a gen'us with dull rules, 
And what their narrow ſcience mocks 
Damn with the name of Het'rodox. 
Theſe butchers of a poet's fame, 
While they uſurp the critic's name, 


| Harangue an hour on watchmen's praiſe, 


| 
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* And robb'd his maſter, to defray | | 
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Who, like Cameleons, fred on air, 
And ftarve, to gain an empty breath, 

| Which only ſerves them after death. 

I Grant I ſucceed, like Horace riſe, 


. 
Cry This i; taſte - that's my opinion. 
And poet; dread their mock dominion. 

So have you ſeen with dire affright, 
The petty monarch of the night, 
Seated aloft in elbow chair, 


Command the priſoners to appear, 


. 
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And on the dire effect of frays ; 

Then cry, You'll ſuffer for your daring, 
ee And d—n you, youſhall pay for ſwearing." 
Then turning, tell the aſtoniſh'd ring, 


| 1 fie to repreſent the x ix d. 


”— 


EPISTLE TO THE SAME, 


T757. 


| AS my good dame x wicked child * 
It takes the gentle name of wild; 


| ic cheſts he breaks, if lacks he picks, 


"Tis nothing more than youthful tricks: 


| The mether's fondneſs ſtamps it merit, 


For vices are a ſign of ſpirit. 
Say, do the neighbours think the ſame 


| With the good old indulgent dame? 


Cries goſſip Prate, © I hear with grief 
My neighbour's ſon's an arrant thief. 
Nay, could you think it, I am told, 
He ſtole five guineas, all in gold, 8 
You know the youth was always wild— 


© The money he had loſt at play. 


4 All means to ſave him muſt now fail, 
“What can it end in — In a Fail.” | | 


Howe'er the dame doats o'er her youti:, 


4 | My goſſip ſays the very truth. 


But as his vices love wou'd hide, 


or torture them to virtue's fide, 


$o triendihip's glaſs deceives the eye, 


(A glaſs too apt to magnify) 


And makes you think at leaſt you ſee ” 


| | Some ſpark of genius ev'n in me, 
| Yon ſay 1 ſhou'd get fame: I doubt it: 


Perhaps I am as well without it. gt 
For what's the worth of empty praiſe * 
What poet ever din'd on bays ? | 
For though the Laurel, rareſt wonder 
May ſcreen us from the ſtroke of thunder, 
This mind I ever was, and am in, 
lt is no antidote to famine. 
And poets live on ſlender fare, 


And ſtrike my head againft the ſcies: 
Common experience daily ſhews, 


That poets have a world of foes ; 


And we ſhall find in every town 
Goſſips enough to cry them down; 


Who meet in pious converſation 


I' anatomize a reputation, 


With flippant tongue, and empty head, 
Who tall of things they never read. | 


F 


Their idle cenſures I deſpiſe : : 
Their niggard praiſes won't ſuffice. 
Tempt me no more then to the crime 
Of dabbling in the font of rhime. 

My Muſe has anſwered all her end, 
If her productions pleaſe a friend. 

The world is burthen'd with a ſtore, 
Why need } add one ſcribbler more? 


ABOUT TO PUBLISH A 


VOLUME OF MISCELLANIES. 
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INCE now, all ſcruple's caſt away, 
| Your works are riſing into day, 
Forgive, though I preſume to iend 
This honeſt counſel of a friend. | 
N as verſe now goes, 
Be a ſtrange kind of meaſur d proſe, 
Nor let your proſe, which ſure is worſe, 
Want nought but meaſure to be verſe, 


Write from your own imagination, 


Nor curb your Muſe by imitation: | 
For copies ſhew, howe'er expreſt, 
A barren genius at the bett. 

hut Imitation's all the mode— 


Vet where one hits, — cad. 


The mimic bard with pleaſurc ſees 
__ Mar. hated mage „ 
Aſſumes his ſtyle, affects a ſtory, | 

Sets every circumſtance before ye, 


The day, the hour, the name, the dvelling, 


And mars a curious tale in telling: 
Obſerves how eaſy Prior flows, 
Then runs his numbers down to proſe. | 
Others have ſought the filthy ftews 
To find a dirty flip-ſhod Muſe. 
Their groping genius, while it rakes | 


The bogs, the common-ſew'rs, aud jakes, | . 


 Ordure and filth in rhyme expoſes, 
Diſguſtful to our eyes and noſes; sn 

Wich many a —— muſt offend. us, 

5 And much | 


* '» > ps +»: 


| . * * Hiatus non deflendu. 
O Swift! how would' ſt thou bluſh to ſee, 
Buch are the bards who copy Thee ? 
This, Milton for his = will chuſe ; 
 Whereinreſembling Milton's Muſe ? 
Milton, like thunder, rolls along 
In all the majeſty of ſong ; 
While his low mimics meanly creep, | 
Not quite awake ; nor quite aſleep ; 
Or, if their thunder chance to roll, 
- Tis thunder of the muſtard . 
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The Riff expreſſion, phraſes ſtrange 


The Epithet's prepoſterous change. 


Forc'd numbers, rough and unpolite, 
Such as the judeing ear affright, 
Stop in mid verſe. Ye mimics vile! 
Ist thus ye copy Milton's ſtyle ? 


j His faults religiouſly you trace, 


But borrow not a ſingle grace. 
How few, (fay, whence can it proceed ) 
Who copy Milton, e'er ſucceed ! 
But all their labours are in vain: 
And wherefore fo ? the reaſon's plain. 


| Take it for granted, tis by thoſe 


Milton's the model moſtly choſe, 

Who can't write verſe, and won't write proſe. 
Others, who aim at fincy, chuſe 

To woo the gentle Spencer's Muſe. 

This poet fixes for his theme 

An allegorv, or a dream; 

Fiction and truth together joins 

Through a long waſte of flimſy lines 3 

Fondly believes his fancy glows, 

And image upon image grows; 

Thinks his ſtrong Muſe takes wond' rous . fights, 

Wheneꝰ er the ſings of peerleſs wights, 


[Of dens, of paltreys, ſpells and knights: 


Till allegory, Spencer's veil 


IT” inſtruct and pleaſe in moral tale, 


With him's no veil the truth to ſhroud, 


But one impenetrable cloud. 


Others, more daring, ſix their hope 


Jon rivaling the fame of Pope. 


Satyr's the word againſt the times 


: | Theſe catch the cadence of his rhymes, 


And borne from earth by Pope's ſtrong wings, | . E | 
Their Muſe aſpires, and boldly flings _ 1 


ner dirt up in the face of Kings. 


In theſe the ſpleen of Pope we find; 


I But where the greatneſs of his mind ? 


His numbers are their whole pretence, 
Mere ſtrangers to his manly ſenſe. 
Some few, the fav'rites of the Muſe, 


"- Indo with der — -- 


{Round whom Apollo's brighteſt rays 


| Shine forth with undimirgſh'd blaze 
{Some few, my friend, have ſweetly wod 


In Imitatian's dang*cous road. 


. Long as Tobacco's mild perfume | 5 | 
shall ſcent each happy curate's room, 


| Oft as in elbow-chair he ſmokes, 
And quaffs his alc, and cracks his jokes, 
So long, O * Brown, ſhall laſt thy praiſe, 


| {Crown'd with Tobacco-leaf for bays ; 
_  { And whoſoe er thy verſe ſhall ſee, 
. Shall fill another Pipe to thee. 


» Ifrne Hawkins Brown, Eſa. author of 1 12 piece 


called the Pipe of Tobacco, a moſt excellent imituti- 


on of ſix different authore. | 


Bade infant fancy 
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TO GEORGE COLMAN, ESQ. 


A FAMILIAR EPISTLE. 
WRITTEN JANUARY 1, 1761, 
TROM TISSING TON IN DERBYSHIRE. 


NDSHIP with moit is dead and cool, 

A dull, inactive, ſtagnant pool; 
ours like the lively current flows, 
And ſhares the pleaſure it beſtows. 
If there is ought, whoſe lenient pow's 
Can ſoothe afflictionꝰs painful hour, 
Sweeten the bitter cup of care, 
And ſnatch the wretched from deſpair, 
Superior to the ſenſe of woes 7 
From friendſhip's ſource the balſam ae 
Rich then am I, poſſeſt of thine, 
Who know that happy balſam mine. 

In youth, from nature's genuine hot, 
The fouls congenial ſpring to meet, 
And emulation's infant ftrife, 

Cements the manin future life. | 
Oſt too the mind well-pleas'd ſurveys 
Its progreſs from its childiſh days; 
Sees how the current upwards ran, 
And reads the child o'er in the man. 
Tor men, in reaſon's ſober eyes, 
Are children, but of larger fize, 
Have till their idle hopes and fears, 
And Hobby-Horfe of riper years. 
Wether ableſſing, ora curſe, 
My rattle is the love of verſe. 
Some fancied parts, and emulation, 
Which ſtill aſpires to reputation, 
plume her flight, 
And held the — full to ſight. 
For vanity, the poet's fin, | 
Had ta'en poſſefſion all within: ft 
And he whoſe brain is verſe poſſeſt, 
Is in himſelf as highly blet, 
As he, whoſe lines and circles vie 
With heav'n's direction of the ſky. 
Howe er the river rolls its tides, 
The cork upon the ſurface rides. 
And on Ink's Ocean, lightly buoy d | 
The corkc of vanity is Lloyd. 8 

Let me too uſe the common claim 

And ſouſe at once upon my name, 5 
Which ſome have done with greater fireſs, 
Who know me, and who love me leſs. 
Poets are very harmleſs things, 
| Unleſs you teaze one till it ſtings ; 

And when affronts are plainly meant, 

| We're bound in honour to reſent : 

And whattribunal will Gray | 

An injur'd perſon to reply ? | 

In theſe familiar emanations, 1 
Which are but writing converſations, 
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| Where thought appears in diſhabille, 
And fancy does Juſt what ſhe will, 
The ſoureſt critic would excuſe 

The vagrant allies of the Muſe : 
Which lady, for Apollo's bleſſing, 
Has ſtill attended our careſſing, 

As many children round her ſees 

As maggots in a Cheſhire cheeſe, 
Which I maintain at vaſt expence, 
Of pen and paper, time and ſenſe : 
And ſurely 'twas no ſmall muſcarriage 
When firſt I enter'd into marriage. 
The poet's title which I bear, 

With ſome ſtrange caſtles in the air, 
Was all my portion with the fair. 


1] ; However narrowly I look, 
n 


Phebus's valorem book, 

I cannot from enquiry find 

Poets had much to le: ve behind. 

They had a coyphold eſtate 

In lands which they themſelves create, 


; A fooliſh title to a fountain, 


A right of common in a mountain, 


| | And yet they liv'd amongf the great, 


More than their brethren do of late; 
Invited out at feaſts to dine, FT 
Eat as they pleas d, and drank their „en 

Nor is it any where ſet down 

They tipt the ſervants half a crown, 
{ But paſs'd amid the waiting throng 
And pay'd the porter with a ſong ; 


fas once, a wag, in medern days, 


| When all are in theſe bribing ways, 

His ſhillings to diſpenſe unable, 

Scrap'd half the fruit from off the adds, 
And walking gravely through the croud, | 


DE” —— ſtood obſequiouſly, and bow d, 
BW To keep the faſhion up of tipping, | 


{| Dropt in each hand a golden pippin. 


But there's a difference indeed | 
_ I Twixt ancient bards and modern breed. 
Though poet known, in Roman days, 


Fearleſs he walk'd the public ways, 

Nor ever knew that ſacred name 

| Contemptuous ſmile, or painful ſhame 

| While with a fooliſh face of praiſe, 
The folks would ſtop to gape and gaze, 
And half untold the ſtory leave, 
Pulling their neighbour by the ſleeve, 


While th' index of the finger ſhews, 
| —There—yonder* „ 
This finger, I allow it true, 

| Points at us modern poets too; 


But 'tis by way of wit and joke, 


To laugh, or as the phraſe is, ſmcte. 


Vet there are thoſe, who're fond of wit 
Although they never us d it 1 


9 Who wits and witlings entertaij 


Of Taſte, Virtu, 4 vain, 
And dinner, grace, grace-cup done, 


Expect a wond'rous deal of fun: 


6c . end pro hone bind 
«© That's He that wrote the laſt new p 
«© His Humour's exquiſitely high, 
0 You'll hear him open by and by.“ 
| The man in print and converſatiop 


| * 
4 


— ard w ryv was 


Try the ſtrong efforts of your pen, 


e Obedient to the fabled woe; 


While you, my friend, are ſure to pleaſe | 
With all the pow'rs of comic eaſe. 


| Are full of wiſhes, full of fears. 


One might by pleaſant thoughts be led, | 
To loſeatrifling maiden-head ; 


Who held no judgment like their own ; 
And yet theirreaſons fairly ſcan, | 

And ſeparate the wheat and bran 
What little wheat is left behind. 


Of chatt'ring round and round about 3 


The man's is drawn too coarſe and rough, 
The lady's has not ſmutenough. 
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And he, whoſe humour hits the town. 
When copied fairly, and ſet down, 

In public company may paſs, 

For little better than an aſs. 

Perhaps the fault is on his fide, 

Springs it from modeſty, or pride, 
Thoſe qualities aſham'd to own, 


| For which he's happy to be known 3 


Or that his nature's ſtrange and ſhy, 

And diffident, he knows not why; 

Or from a prudent kind of fear, 

As knowing that the world's ſevere, 

He wou'd net ſuffer to eſcape 

Fxmiliar wit in eaſy ſhape : 

Left gaping fools, and vile repeaters, 
Should catch her up, and ſpoil her features, 
And, for the child's unlucky maim, 


Ide faultleſs parent come to ſhame. 


Well, but methinks I hear you ſay, 
Play. 


| te Thetheatres are open yet, 


The market for all ſterling wit; 


& And draw the characters of men; 
& Or bid the burſting tear wflow, 


© With Tragedy's ſevereſt art, 


% Anatomtize the human heart, 


© And, that you may be underitood, 
Bid nature ſpeak, as nature ſnou' d.“ 

That talent, George, though yet untried, 
Perhaps my genius has denied; N 


Authors, like maids at fifteen years, 


But *tis a terrible vexation 
To give up with it reputation. 
And he, who has with Plays to do, 


Has got the devil to go through. 
Critics have reaſon for their rules, | 
I dread the cenſure of your fools. 


For tell me, and conſult your pride, 
Set Garrick for a while aſide) 5 
ow cou'd you, George, with patience best, 
The critic proſing in the play'r? 
Some of that calling have I known, 


You'd be amaz'd indeed to find, 
For, after all their mighty rout, 


Tis but a kind of clock-work talking, 


 _ Likecrofling onthe ſtage, and walking. 


The form of this tribunal pat, 


The play receiv'd, the parts all caſt, 
Tach actor has his own objections, 


Each character, new imperfections: 


It want's a touch of Cibber's eaſe, 


A higher kind of talk to pleaſe: 
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Such as your titled folks would chuſe, 


| And Lords and Ladyſhips might uſe, 


| Which ſtile, whoever would ſucceed in, 


Muſt have ſmall wit, and much good breeding, 
If this is dialogue — ma foi, | 25 
Sweet Sir, ſay I, pardonnez moi ! 

| As long as life and buſineſs laſt, 

The actors have their ſeveral caſt, 

| A walk where each his talent ſhews, 
Queens, Nurſes, Tyrants, Lovers, Beaux > 
Suppoſe you've found a girl of inerit, 


| | Wou'd ſhew your part in all its ſpirit, 
{ Take the whole meaning in the ſcope, 


Some little lively thing, like Pope, 

{ You rob ſome others of a feather, 

They've worn for thirty years together. 
But grant the caſt is as you like, 

To actors which you think will ſtrike, 

To-morrow then - (but as you know 


Write then, my friend - Write what Pc al I've neera Comedy to ſhew, 


Let me awhile in converſation, 

Make free with yours for application) 
The arrow's flight can't be prevented 
To-morrow then, will be preſented 


xe Jzarouvs WIT EI To-morrow ? Right, 
How do you fleep, my friend, to-night * * 


| Have you no pit-pat hopes and fears, 


| Roaſt-beef, and catcalls in your ears ? 


Mabb's wheels a- croſs your temples creep, 
You toſs and tumble in your ſleep, 


 ] And ery aloud, with rage and ſpleen, 
| ©* That fellow murders all my ſcene.“ 


|} 


To-morrow comes. I know your merit, 


And ſee the piece's fire and ſpirit ; 
I Yet friendſhip's zeal is ever hearty, 
| And dreads the efforts of a party. 


The coach below, the clock gone five, ; 


Nou to the theatre we drive: 


Peeping the curtain's eyelet t ly 
Behold the houſe in dreadful view! 


_ | Obſerve how cloſe the critics fit, | 


And not one bonnet in the pit. | 
With horror hear the galleries ring, | 
Noſy ! Black Joke ! God ſave the King 
Sticks clatter, catcalls ſcream, Ercote ! 


. } Cocks crow, pit hiſſes, galleries roap : 


E'en cha? fome oranges is found 


I | This night to have a dreadful found: 


"Till, decent fables on his back, 


8 1 (Your prologuizers all wear black} 


The prologue comes; and, if its ming, 


{te very good, and very fine : 42 


If not, I take a pinch of ſnuff, 


And wonder where you gut ſuch ſtuff. 


That done, a-gape the critics fit, 


eee of the comic wit. 


The fidlers play again pell-mell ; 
But hiſt —the prompter rings his bell. 
Don there! hats off! the curtain draus 
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AUGHTER of Chaos and old Night, 
Cimmerian Muſe, all hail! 


5 That wrapt in never -twinkling gloom canſt write, 


And ſhadoweſt meaning with thy duſicy veil ! 
What Poet ſings, and ſtrikes the ſtrings? 
It was the mighty Theban ſpoke, 
Hie from the ever-living Lyre 
With magic hand elicits fire. 
Heard ye the din of Modern Rhimers bray ? 
It was cool MI gn, or warm * | 
Involv d in tenfold ſmoke. 


| WF 


| The tha!low Fop In antic veſt, 
Tir'd of the beaten road, 

Proud to be ſingly dreit, | 
Changes, with every changing moon, the mode, 
Say, * not then the heav*n-born Muſes too 

Variety purſue ? | 
Shall nat applauding critics hail the vogue? 
Whether the Muſe the ſtile of Cambria's ſons, 
Or the rude gabble of the Huis, 
Or the broader diale& | 
Nt Caledonia ſhe effect, 
Or rene — thy Rill ranker brogue 2 


. 3. 


 Onthis terreſtrial ball 
Ihe tyrant, Faſhion, governs all. 
She, fickle Goddeſs, whom, in days of yore, | 
The Ideot Moria, on the banks of Seine, 
Unto an antic fool, hight Andrew, bore : 
Long ſhe paid him with diſdain, 
And long his pangs in ſilence he conceal'd: 
At length, in happy hour, his love-ſick pain 
On thy bleſt Calends, April, he reveal d. : 
From their embrace 5 iprung, | 

Ever changing, ever ranging, 

_ Faſhion, Goddeſs ever . 


i 1. 


Perch'd on ** dubious height, She love to fue, | 
Upon a weather-cack, aſtride. | | 
Each blaſt that blows, around ſhe goes, 
While nodding o'er her creſt, 
Emblem of her magic pow'r, 
The light Cameleon ſtands confeſt, | 
Changing its hues a thouſand times an hour. 


| _ * I take the liberty of inſerting the two following 

Odes, though 1 cannot, with ſtrict propriety, print 
them as my own compoſition. 'The gry is, they 
were written in concert with a friend; to whoſe | 


labours I am always happy to add my own: I mean | 


the — ol the RIS Wife. 


t 


By hill, and dale, and mead, and greenſward g's. 


| He hes a enwrapt in conſcious pride, 
| 
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| And ina veſt is ſhe array'd, 
Of many a dancing moon-beam made: 
Nor zoneleſs is her waiſt: 
But fair and beautitul, I ween, 
As the ceſtus - ciactur d Queen, | 
Is with the Rainbow's ſhadowy girdle brac'd, 


II. 2. 


She b bids purſue the fav'rite road 
Of lofty cloud-capt Ode. 
MMeantime each bard, with eager ſpeed, 
Vaults on the Pegaſean Steed : 
Yet notthat Pegaſus, of yore 
Which th' illuſtrious Pindat bore, 
But one of nobler breed; 
High blood and youth his veins inſpire : 
From Tottipontimoy he came, 
Who knows not, Tottipontimoy, thy name? 
The bloody-ſhoulder'd Arab was his Sire; 
* His White-noſe, He on fam'd Dose 
plains 
Reſign'd his fatal breath : 


9 $ In vain for life the ſtruggling courſer ſtrains. 


Ah! who ean run the rare with death ? 
"The tyrant's ſpeed, or man or ſteed, 
Strives all in vain to fly. 
He leads the chace, he wins the race, 
We . fall, and die. * 


3 


Third from Whitenoſe ſprings 
Pegaſus with eagle wings : 
Light o'er the plain, as dancing ad . 
With many a bound he beats the ground, . 
While all the Turf with acclamation rings: 


— 


He won Northampton, Lincoln, Oxford, York : ; 


He too Newmarket won: 

There Granta's Son 

Seiz'd on the Steed ; 0 
| And thencehim led, (fo fatedecreedy 
To where old Cam, renown'd in poet”s ſong, 
With his dark and inky waves, 
Either bank in filence laves, 


| | Winding flow his ſluggiſh ſtreams along. 


HI. * 


What ſtripling neat, of viſage bee 
In trimmeſt guiſe array d, | 


| Eft the neighing Steed aſſay d? 


His hand a taper ſwitch adorns, his heel 

2 refulgent with elaſtic ſteel: 

The whiles he wins his whiffling way, 
Prancing, ambling, roumd and round, 


Till ſated with the pleaſing ride 
From the lofty Steed diſmounting, # | 


By gurgling rill, or chryſtal fountain. 


1 The Author is either miſtaken in this place, or 

has elſe indulged himſelf in a very unw | 
poetical licente. White-noſe was not the Sire, but 
* the Godolphin Arabian. See my Calendar. 
HIV. 
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= Now * — Obſcure — _ 


| Man's feeble race eternal dangers waits 


: Ke, ſee, he * | with 1 wings ;outfreal 
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Lo! next, a Bard, ſecure of praiſe, 
His ſelf-complacent countenance diſplays. 
His broad Muſtachios, ting'd with golden die, 
Flame like a meteor, to the troubled air: | 
Proud his demeanor, and his eagle eye, 
O'er-hung with laviſh lid, yet ſhone with hl 
3 The grizzle grace | 
| | Of buſhy peruke ſhadow'd o'er his face. 
In large wide boots, whoſe ponderous weight 
Would fink each wight of modern date, 
He rides, well pleas'd : fo large a pair 
Not Garagantua's ſelf might wear: 
Not He, of nature fierce and cruel, 
Who, if we truſt to antient Ballad, 
Devour'd Three Pilgrims in a Sallad ; 


— fame germane hight — ; 


III. 3. 


Accoutred thus, th” adventrous Youth 5 | 
F- Seeks not the level lawn, or velvet mead, 5 | 
| Faſt by whoſe ſide clear ſtreams meandring creep; 


But urges on amain the fiery Steed 


Ep Snowdon's ſhaggy fide, or Cambrian rock un- 


couth : 
Were the venerable herd | 
of Goats, with long and ſapient „ | 
And wanton Kidlings their blithe revels keep. 
Now up the mountain ſee him ſtrain ! 
No down the vale he's toit, 
Now flaſhes on the fight again, 


IV. 3 


With high or low, all, all, is woes | 
Diſeaſe, miſchance, pale fear, and dubious ftw: 
But o'er every peril bounding, 


: Ambition views not all the ills ſurrounding, 


And, tiptoe on the mountains ſteep, 
Reflects not on the yawning deep. 
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And long reſounding mane, 
The Courſer quits the plain. 
| Aloft i in air, fee, ſee, him bear 
The Bard, who ſhrouds = 
His Lyrick Glory in the clouds, 1 
| Too fond to ſtrike the ſtars with lofty head! 
He topples headlong from the giddy height, 


5 Deep in the Cambrian Gulph 4 in — 


| _ : 
IV. 3- 


0 Steed Divine what daring ſpirit 

Rides thee now ? though he inherit 
Nor the pride, nor ſelf-opinion, 
Which elate the mighty Pair, 

Each of Taſte the fav'rite minion, | 

Prancing through the deſart air: 
Vor. VIII. 


P 0 mn m 8. 
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Yet ſhall he mount, with claſſic houſing's grac' J, 
And, all unheedful of the Critick Mock, 
Drive his light Courſcr o'er the bounds of Taſte. 


& By help mechanic of Equeſtrian-Blocle, 


| 3 


| 


r OBLIVION, 


1 


ARENT or Easz! Ont.rviox old, 
| Who lov'ſt thy dwelling-place to hold, 
Where ſcepter'd Pluto keeps his dreary ſway, | 


| Whoſe ſullen pride the ſhiv'ring ghoſts obey! 


Thou, who delighteſt ill e to dwell 
By ſome hoar and moſs-grown cell, 
At whoſe dank foot Cocytus joys to roll, 


; Or Styx” black ſtreams, which even Jove controul! Y 


Or if it ſuit thy better will 
To chuſe the tinkling weeping rill, 
Hard by whoſe fide the ſeeded poppy red 


| Heaves high in air his ſweetly curling head, 


While, creeping in meanders flow, 
Lethe's drowſy water's flow, 


| | And hollow blaſts, which never ceaſe to ſich, | 
Hum to each care-ftruck mind their dane le- y: 


A prey no longer let me be 
To that goſſip Mz uon v, | 
Who waves her banners trim, and proudly Ales. 
To ſpread abroad her bribble-brabble lies. 

With thee, OBr 1vion, let me go, 

For ME MOR 's a friend to woe; 

Wich thee, FoxctTFUuLNESS, fair ſilent cue, 


1 5 . 


u. ; 


All, All is thine.” Thy pow'rful Ty 
The throng'd poetic hoſts obey : 


| Though in the van of MMR x proud t appear, 
At thy command they darken in the re r. 


What though the modern Tragic ſtrain 
For nine whole days protract thy reign, 


| Yet through the Nine, like whelps of curriſh kind, 
Iscarcely it lives, weak, impotent, ar:d blind. 


Sacred to thee the Crambo Rhune, 
The motley forms of Pantomirne : 


| | For Thee from Eunuch's throat ſti ll loves to flow 
The ſoothing ſadneſs of his warblee. woe: 


Each day to Thee falls Pamphlet clean : 
Each month a new-born Magazin: : 


Hear, then, O Goppess, hear thy vot'ry's pray 11 
And, if Thou deign'ſ to take ane moment's care, 

| Attend Thy Bard! who duly pays; 

The tribute of his votive lays; 


=” According to Lillzus, who beſtows the Paren- 
tal Function on Oblivion. | 


| Verba OBRTIVIS EN DI regun? OrNirirun | 


Lib. xiii. Cap, 8. 
There is a fimilar pgs in | Duſberus. | 


e 


Whoſe Muſe till offers at thy ſacred ſhrine ;— 
Thy Bard, who calls TIE His, and makes him 
Tru1xe. 
O, ſweet FoxGETFULNESS, ſupreme 
Rule ſupine o'er ev ry theme, 
Ober each ſad ſubject, o'er each ſoothing ſtrain, 
Of mine, O Goss, ſtretch thine awful reign ! 
Nor let Mx MR v ſteal one note, 
Which this rude hand to Thee hath wrote! 
So ſhalt thou ſave me from the Poet's ſhame, 
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2 on the letter d Rubric Dobsr Ev poſt my | 


Name. 
1 


opiate poppies cron 4, 
Shedding 3 ſoft around! 


| os! with 


O come! Ar Goppkss, drunk with Lau- 


reat's Sack 

See where ſhe fits on the benumb'd Torpedo's 

| back! | | 
Me, in thy dull Elyſium lapt, O bleſs 
With thy calm Forgetfulneſs ! 
Andgently lull my ſenſes all the while 

With placid poems in the finking ſtile ! 

Whether the Herring-Poet ſing, 

 __ Great Laureat of the Fiſhes' King, 

Or Lycophron prophetic rave his fill, 
Wrapt in the darker ſtrains of Johnny—; 

Or, If Hz ſing, whoſe verſe affords 
| £ \ bewyof the choicoft words, 
£ wo ho meets his Lady Muſe by moſs-grown cell, 
Ai orn'd with epitnet and tinkling bell: 
Ĩ beſe, Goypess, let me till forget, 

| With all the dearthof Modern Wit! 
So m iy ſt Thou gently o'er my youthful breaſt, | 
| Spreaa » y . welcome hapd, OBL1viox's friend- 
STS ly y 2 


THE 1'ROGRESS « or ENVY 


war: TEN IN THE YEAR 1781. 


a un a happy ſate of mortal 4 ads, 5 
| Sith Ex vA ſure attendant upon fame, 
: Ne doth ſhe reſt i rom rancorous deſpight, 
Until the works lu m mickle woe and ſhame ! 
© Unhappy he whon 1 Exvy thus doth ſpoil, 
Ne doth ſhe check her ever reſtleſs hate: 
Until the doth his n 2putation foil : 
Ah! luckleſs imp is he, whoſe worth hs 


Forces him pay this Leary tar for * 
: '"'Y 


There ſtood an ancient mount, yclept Parnaſs, 
(The fair domain of facred poeſy) 

Which, with freſh odours ever-blooming, was 
— with the dew of Gy : 


5 Not far fun thee, Dan Cnavern, 


? O NMS. 


Which now in foothing murmurs whiſy'ring i 
lides, 
Wat' Sg with genial waves the fragrant ſoil, 
Now rolls adown the mountain's ſteepy fides, 
Telching the vales full beauteouſly to imile, 
Dame NaTurE's handy-work, not form'd by 
lab'ring toil. 


| 


nr. 
The Musexs fairs theſe peaceful ſhades among, 
With ſkilful fingers ſweep the trembling ſtring: ; 
The air in filence liſtens tothe ſong, 


And Tru forgets to ply his lazy wings; 
| Pale-viſag'd CAx x, with foul unhallow'd feet, 


| Attempts the ſummit of the hill to gain, 


Ne can the hag arrive the bliſsful ſeat; 

Her unavailing ſtrength is ſpent in vain, 
Cox r ENV fits on the OP» and mocks her empty 
pain. 
0 1 oY 

Oft Puox Rus ſelf left his divine abode, 
And here enſhrouded ina ſhady bow'r, 
| Regardleſs of his ſtate, lay'd by the God, 
| And own'd ſweet Muſic's more alluring pow'r, 
On either fide was plac'd a peerleſs wight, 
Whoſe merit long had fill'd the trump of Faux; 


This, Faxcr's darling child, was SPENSER 
hight, | 


4 5 

Who 15 full pleaſing on the banks of Tame; 
That no leſs fam'd Man __ and * was his 
5 name. | : 


"Wo ; 


Now harmleſs talk, now emulouſly ſing; 


| While Vir Tus, pouring round her ſacred balm, 


i 


Makes happineſs eternal as the ſpring. 

| Alternately they ſung ; now Sytxsz« gan, 5 
| Of jouſts and tournaments, and champions ſtrong 3 H 
Now Mit Tox ſung of diſobedient man, 
And Eden loſt: The bards around them throng, 73 


1 Drawn by the wond'rous magic of their — ſong 


VL 
antient RS 
1 wight, 

A lofty ſeat on mount Parnaſſus held, | 
Who long had been the Muſes' chief delight ; | 


His reverend locks were ſilver d o'er with eld; * 
Grave was his viſuge, and his habit plain 


And while he ſung, fair nature he diſplay d, 
I In verſe albeit uncouth, and fimple ſtrain; 
Ne mote he well be ſeen, ſo thick the ſhade, 
3 Which clms and aged oaks hi all around him made 


Next SHAXSPEARE fat, irregularly 

And in his hand a magic rod did ary gets 
Which viſionary beings did create, 

And turn the fouleſt droſs to pureſt gold 


1 N »"8 


Whatever ſpirits rove in earth or air, 
Or bad or good, obey his dread command; 
To his beheſts theſe willingly repair, 
Thoſe aw'd by terrors of his magic wand, 
The which not all their pow'rs united might with- 
ſtand. 


VIE. 


Beſide the bard there ſtood a beauteous maid, 

Whoſe glittering appearance dimm'd the eyen ; 

Her thin- wrought veſture various tints difplay'd, 

Faxe v her name, yſprong of race divine; 

Her mantle* wimpled low, her filken hair, 

Which looſe adown her well-turn'd ſhoulders 
ſtray d, 

© She made a net to catch the wanton air, 

Whoſe love ſick breezes all around her play'd 


maid. 
IX. 


And ever and anon ſhe we'd] inair 
A ſceptre, fraught with all-creative power: 
She wav 'd it round: Eftſoons there did appear 
Spirits and witches, forms unknown before: 
Again ſhe lifts her wonder - worlcing wand; 
Eftſoons upon the flow'ry plain were ſcen 
The gay inhabitants of fairie land, 
And hiithe attendants upon Mas their queen 


In myſtic circles danc'd along th' inchanted green. FM 


. BF + 


On th' other ſide ſtood NA TuRE, goddeſs fair; 
A matron ſeem' d ſhe, and of manners ſtaid; 
Beauteous her form, majeſtic was her air, 
In looſe attire of pureſt white array d: 
A potent rod ſhe bore, whoſe power was "I | 
(As from her darling s works may well be ſhown) 
That often with its ſoul-enchanting touch, 
She rais'd or joy, or caus'd the deep- felt groan, 


And each man's 8 made ſubſervient to her own. | 


. 


But 101 thick fogs from out the ch aiſe, | 
And murky mitts the buxom air invade, 
Which with contagien dire infects the ſkies, 
And all around their baleful influence ſhed ; 
Th infected ſky, which whilom was ſo fair, 8 
With thick Cimmerian darkneſs is o'erſpread ; 


The ſun, which wilom ſhone without compare, 


Muffles in pitchy veil his radiant head, 


- | And fore the time ſore· krieving ferks ws wat ry] .. 


= bed, 

= -- 
Envy, the daughter of fell Acheron, 
(The flood of deadly hate and gloomy night) 


Had left precipitate her Stygian throne 
And through the | 


* Winpled. A word uſed by Spenſer for kun 
down. The line incloſed fed, by Spenſer $ is one a 
f 


And ſeem in whiſpers ſoft to court the heav'nly | 


frighted heavens wing'd her flight : 


, 


| 


1 
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With careful eye each realm the did explore, 
Ne mote ſhe ought of happineſs ol ſerve; 
For happineſs, alas! was now no more, 
Sith ev'ry one from virtue's paths did ſwerve, 
And trample on religion baſe defigns to ſerve. 


XIII. 


At length, on bleſt Parnaſſus ſeated high, 
Their temple circled with a laurel crown, 
SPENSER and MIL ro met her fcowling exe, 
And turn'd her horrid grin into a frown. 

Full faſt unto her ſiſter did ſhe poſt, 

There to unload the venom of her breaſt, 

To tell how all her happineſs was croſt, 

Sith others were of hppineſs poſſeſt: 

Did never gloomy hell ſend n like * 8 


XIV. 


Within the covert of a . wood, | 

Where fun'ral cypreſs ſtur- proof branches ſpread, 

O'ergrown with tangling briers a cavern ſteod: 

Fit place for melancholy * dreary-head. 

Here a deformed monſter joy'd to won, 
Which on fell rancour ever was ybent, 

All from the riſing to the ſetting ſun, 

Her heart purſued ſpite with black intent, 


oy [Ne could Fw iron mind at human woes relent. 


xv. 


In flowing fable ſtole ſhe was yclad, 
Which with her countenance did well accord ; 


| Forth from her mouth, like one through grie | 


dene mad; 
A frothy ſea of nauſeous foam was pour'd ; 3 
A ghaſtly grin and eyes aſquint, diſplay | 
The rancour which her helliſh thoughts contain, 
And how, when man is bleſt, ſhe pines away, 
Burning to turn luis happineſs to pain 


[Maric the monſter's name, a for to God and . 


man. | 


$ PR the floor black loathſome _ ain a 


Their gullets ſwell'd with poiſon's mortal * | 


Which ever and anon they ſpit at all 


Whom hapleſs fortune leads too near her den; 5 
Around her waiit, in place of filken zone, 
Alife - devouring viper rear'd his head, | 
Wo no diſtinction made twixt friend and en, 
But death on ev'ry fide fierce brandiſhed, 
FR ys reckleſs mortals, fly, in vain is Li —— 


XVII. 


lmpatient Ex vv, through th ætherial waſte, 


With inward venom fraught, and deadly ſpite, 


| Vntothis cavern ſteer d her panting haſte. 


Enſhrouded in a dark ſome veil of night. 

Her inmott neart burnt with impetuous ire, 

And fell deftru&ion ſparkled in her look, 

Her ferret eyes flaſh'd with revengeful fire, 

A-while contending paſſions utt*rance choke, 
At length the fiend in furious tone her filence broke. 


* Dreary-head. Gloomineſs. 
+ Hardy-head. Courage. 
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XVIII. 


Sister, ariſe! ſee how our pow'r decays, 
No more our empire Thou and I can boaſt, 
Sith mortal man now gains immortal praiſe, 


Sith man is bleſt, and Thou and I are loſt : I 
See in what ſtate Parnaſſus Hill appears; |} 


See ProE Rus ſelf two happy bards atween ; 
Ses how the God their ſong attentive hears; 
This SyENSER hight, that MiL Ton, well I 


5 ween 
Who can behold unmov'd fk: heart tormenting 
— ? | 
: Siſter, ariſe ! ne let our courage droop, 


Perforce we will compel theſe mertals own, 
That mortal force unto our force ſhall ſtoop ; 
Envy and MAL 1cE then ſhall reign alone: 
Thou beſt has known to file thy tongue with lies, 
And to deceive mankind with ſpecious bait: 
Like Tu urn accoutrea, ſpreadeſt forgeries, 
Ihe fountain of contention and of hate: | 
_ Ariſe, unite —_— and be as _ | ane 


XX. 


The Fiend obey d, and with impatient voĩce— 
2 Tremble, ye bards, within that bliſsful ſeat; 
% Marler andExvy ſhall o'erthrow your joys, | 
| 6&6 Nor ProE8Bus ſelf ſhall our deſigns defeat. {| 
ee Shall We, who under friendſhip's feigned veil, | 
«© Prompted the bold archangel to rebel; | 
66 Shall We, who under ſhow of ſacred zeal, | 


„ Plung'd half the pow'rs of heav'n in loweft | 
bel 


40 Such vie grace of us no mortal man ſhall el. | 


-pabn now, more hideous . to che eight, | 
By reaſon of her raging cruelty, 

She burnt to go, equipt in dreadful plight, 
And find fit engine for her forgery. 

Her eyes inflam'd did caſt their rays aſkance, | 
While helliſh imps prepare the monſter's car, 
ls which ſhe might cut through the wide expanſe, | 
And find out nations that extended far, | 


When all was pitchy dark, ne twinkled one bright 


XXII. 


Black v was 8 checker, 3 by & Ag_ dire, 
And each fell ſerpent had a double tongue, 


Which ever and anon ſpit flaming fn, -- bh 


The regions of the tainted air among; | 
A lofty ſeat the ſiſter · monſters bore, 

In deadly machinations cloſe combin'd, _ 
Dull Fol Lv drove with terrible uproar, 
And cruel DiscorD follow'd faft behind; 


Cad help the man *gainſt whom fuch caitiff foes are} 


win : oh | 


. 
XXIII. 
Aloft in air the rattling chariot flies, 


While thunder harſhly grates upon its wheels; 


Black pointed ſpires of ſmoke around them riſe, 
The air depreſs d unuſual burthen feels; 
Deteſted ſight! in terrible array, | 

They ſpur their fiery dragons on amain, 

Ne mote their anger ſuffer cold delay, 

Unt the wiſh'd-for region they obtain, 


And land their dingy car on Caledonian plain | 


XXIV. 


; Here, eldeſt lon of Mar tex, long had dwelt 


A wretch of all the joys of life forlorn ; 

His fame 0:1 double falſities was built: 
(Ah! worthleſs ſon, of worthleſs parent born!) 
Under the ſhew of ſemblance fair, he veil'd 


Ihe black intentions of his helliſh breaſt ; 


And by thefe guileful means he more prevail d 
Than had he open enmity profeſt ; 


wa The wolf more ſafely wounds when i in ny $ cloath- | 


ing dreſt. 
XXV. | 
Him then themſelves atween they joyful be, 


| (Sure ſign of woe when ſuch are pleas d, alas!) 


Then meaſure back the air with ſwifter pace, 
Until they reach the foot of Mount Parnaſs. 
Hither in evil hour the monſters came, 

And with their new companion did alight, 

Who long had loſt all ſenſe of virtuous ſhame, 
Beholding worth with poiſonous deſpight; | 


On his fuccels ä their i — — 


Long burnt He fore the ſummit to obtain, 


And ſpread his venom o'er the bliſsful ſcat ; 


Long burnt He fore, but ſtill He burnt in vain ; 3 


Mote none come there, who come with irie 
feet. 


At length, at unawares, he out doth ſpi pit 


That ſpite which elſe had to himſelf been bane ; 


The venom on the breaſt of MIT ro lit, 


And ſpread benumbing death thro' every vein; 3 


| he Baer i hr „— gn. 


As at the banquet of Thyeſtes old, 
The ſun is ſaid t' have ſhut his radiant eye, * 
So did he now through grief his beams vith-hold, 8 
And darkneſs to be felt o'erwhelm'd the ſky; 
Forth ĩſſued from their difmal dark abodes 
The birds attendant upon hideous night, 


Shriek-owls and ravens, whoſe fell croaking 3 


bodes | 
Approaching death to miſerable wight : 


: [Did never mind of man dehold ice dreadful gt 


XXVIII. 


Arorro wails his darling done to die 

By foul attempt of Exvy's fatal banc; 

The Muss ſprinkle him with dew of Caftaly, 
And crown his death with many a living ſtrain; 
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Henry PArNxASSUS beats his aged breatt, 
Aged, yet ne'er before did ſorrow know; 
The flowers drooping their deſpair atteſt, 
T' aggrieved rivers querulouſly flow 
All nature ſudden groan'd with ſympathetic woe. 


Zut lo! the ſky a gayer livery wears, 
The melting clouds begin to tade apace, 
And now the cloak of darkneſs diſappears, 
(May darkneſs ever thus to light give place!) 
Erſt griev'd Arol Lo jocund looks reſumes, | 
The Nix E renew their whilom chearful ſong, 
No grief Pax x Ass aged breaſt conſymes, 
For from the teeming earth new flowers ſprong, 
The plenteous rivers flow'd full peacefully along. 


The ſtricken Bard freſh vital heat rene wess, 

Whoſe blood, erſt ſtagnate, ruſhes through his 
veins 3 

Life through each pore her ſpirit doth infuſe, = 

And FAME by MTI unextinguiſhed reigns : 


Upheld by one of mortal progeny, ; 

A Female Form, yclad in ſnowy white, 

Nẽ. half ſo fair at diſtance ſeen as nigh ; 
Poucras and TxuTH appear, EN v and Lau 

wg DER dic. 5 e 


; 


| To T H * 
IEALOöUuS WI y E. 


SPOKEN BY MB. GARRICK. 


1 HE Jzairovs W 
A charming ſubject! but a wretched plan. 
lies ſkittiſh wit, o' erleaping the due bound, 
Commits flat treſpaſs upon tragic ground. 
| Quarrels, upbraidings, Jealouſies, and ſpleen, 
| Grow too familiar in the comic ſcene. 
Tinge but the language with heroic chime, 
Tis Paſſion, Pathos, Character, Sublime ! 
What round big words had ſwell'd the 
A king the huſband, and the wife a 


112! a Comedy ! poor 


pompous ſcene, 


queen! 


| Then might diſtraction rend her gracetul hair, 


See ſightleſs forms, and ſcream, and gape, and ſtare. 
_ Drawcanfir death had rag'd without controul, 
Here the drawn dagger, there the poiſon'd bowl. 
What eyes had ſtream'd at all the whining woe! 
What hands had thunder'd at each Mat and 04 ! 


— 


e „ Ii rr's ia ra-par, 1761. 
| 3% STE „„ (Rn. neglected, mourns his wither'd bays; 
{IF But ſoars to heav'n from virtue's | 


Her patriot ſmiles fell, like refreſhing dews, 
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Mut peace ! the gentle prologue cuſtom ſends, 
Like drum and ſerjeant, to beat up for friends. 
At vice and folly, each a lawful game, 

Our author flies, but with no fartial aimy 

| He read the manners, open as they lie 

In nature's volume to the general eye. | 
Books too he read, nor bluſh'd to uſe their Kore. 
He does but what his betters did before. | 
Shakſpeare has done it, and the Grecian ſtage 
Caught truth of character from Homer's page. 


1 If in his ſcenes an honeſt ſkill is ſnew nu, 
| And borrowing little, much appears his on; 


If what a maſter's happy pencil drew 
He brings more forward, in dramatic view ; 


] To your deciſion he ſubmits his cauſe, 


Secure of candour, anxious for applauſe. 


| But if all rude; his ane frenes deface 


1 


The ſimple beauties which he meant to grace ; 
If, an invader upon others land, 

He ſpoil and plunder with a robber's hand, 
Do juſtice on him !-—As on fools before, 


| [ 
And give to Blechieads paſt one Blecthead more , 


| : 


PROLOGU K, 


| 


[INTENDED TO HAVE BEEN SPOKEN AT. 


DRURY-LANE THEATRE, ON HIS MAJES- 


generous 
praiſe. 5 


When Kings themſelves the proper judges ſit 


Oer the bleſt realms of ſcience, arts and wit, 
Each eager breaſt beats high for glorious fame, 
And emulation glows with active flame. | 


Thus, with Auguſtus roſe imperial Rome, 
For arms renown'd abroad, for arts at home. 
I Thus, when Elizafill'd Britannia's throne, 
What arts, what learning was not then our own? 


Then finew'd Genius, ſtrong and nervous roſe, 
In Spenſer's numbers, andin Raleigh's proſe; 
On Bacon's lips then every ſcience hung, . 
And Nature ſpoke from her own Shakſpearc's tongue, 
To wake to life each pleaſing uſeful Muſe, 

While every virtue which the Queen profeſs'd, 


| | Beam'don her ſubjects, but to make them bleſt. 
JO glorious times! O theme of praiſe divine 
; | ghe happy, Britain, then ſuch times are thine. 


| Beholde'en now ſtrong ſcience imps her wing, 
And arts revive beneath a Patriot King. | 
The Muſes too burſt forth with double light, 

To ſhed their luſtre in a Monarch's fight. 

His cheering ſmiles alike to all extend 
Perhaps this ſpot may boaſt a Royal Friend. 

And when a Prince, with early judgment grac'd, 


Hicaſlf ad garha ourthe way to tft 


Sorte powerful genius of uncommon fize, 


— 


Ex ve, inexpreſſive, all alike ! 

ö 11 of — than in our punch they ſaw, 

For punch can roll his eyes, and wag his jaw ; 
With one fet glare they mouth'd the rumbling verſe ; | 

Our Gog and Magog look not half fo fierce? 


| Of raillerythen, ye modern wits, beware, 


© Theirs was the ſkill, with honeſt help of art, 
To win, by juſt degree, the yielding heart, 1 
What if our Shakſpeare claims the magic throne, 


And be what our great Shakſpeare was before. 


PROLOGUE TO HECUBA. 


Waken' d each ſoft emotion of the breaſt, | 
And called forth tears, that would not be ſuppreſt. 


Who, lacking Genius, have a deal of Taſte, 
Can you forgive our modern ancient piece, 


Ad fings 
Nevive the Grecian faſhions with their plays! 


| Each geſture then would boaſt unuſual charms, 
From lengthen d legs, ſtuff d body, ſprawling arms 
Vour critic eye would then no pigmies ſee; | 


No features then the Poet's mind would trace, 


| Yet, though depriv'd of inftruments like theſe, 

Nature, perhaps, may find a way to pleaſe ; | 

Which, whereſoe er ſhe glows with genuine flame, 
In Greece, in Rome, in England, is the ſame. 


They differ only in one point of view, | 
For Shakſpeare's nature, was their nature too. 
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Caught with the flame perhaps e engere may riſe 
And, pleas'd with nature, nature's depth explore, 


SPOKEN BY MR. GARRICE, 1761. 


A Grecian bard, two thouſand years ago, 
| Plann'd this fad fable of illuſtrious woe; 


Yet, O ye mighty Sirs, of judgment chaſte, 5 


Which brings no chorus, tho” it comes from Greece ? 
Kind focial chorus, which atl humours meets, 

and dances up and down the ſtreets. 
— Oh ! might true taſte, in theſe unclaſſie days, 
Then, rais'd on ſtilts, our Players would ſtalk and 

nage 8 

And, at three ſteps, {ride o'er a modern ſtagez 
But Buſkins make a giant, even of me. 


But one black vizor blot out all the face. ; 
O! glorious times, when actors thus could ftrike, 
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Nor damn the Grecian poet for the player. 


And in one inſtant makes us all his on; 


; 


| 


PO E MS. 


O D 


| sroxEN ON A PUBLIC OCCASION AT WAT. 


| MINSTER SCHOOL. 


| OR at Apollo's vaunted ſhrine, 
Nor to the fabled Siſters Nine, 
Offers the youth his ĩneffectual vow, 185 
Far be their rĩtes— Such worſhip fits not now; 
When at Eliza's ſacred name : 
Each breaſt receives the preſent flame: 
While eager genius plumes herinfant wings, | 
And with bold impulſe ſtrikes the accordant ftringe, 


Reflecting on the crouded line 

Of mitred ſages, bards divine, 
Of patriots, active in their country's cauſe, 
Who plan her councils, or direct her laws. 


Oh Memory! how thou lov'ſt to ſtray, 
Delighted, ver the flow'ry way 9 8 
Of childhood's greener years ! when ſimple youth 


Pour' d the pure dictates of ingenuous truth ! 


| 


N 


"Tis then the ſouls congenial meet, 
Inſpir'd with friendſhip's genuine heat, 
Ere intereſt, frantic zeal, or jealous art, 
Have taught the language foreign to the heart. 
Tas here in many an early ſtrain | 
Dryden firſt try his claſſic vein, 
Spurr'd his ſtrong genius to the diftant goal, 
In wild effuſions of his manly foul; 


| When Bulby's ſkill and judgment ſage, 


| Tie flow of numbers with the ſtrength of thought. 


Repreſs'd the poet's frantic rage, TS 
Cropt his luxuriance bold, and blended taught 


Nor, Cowley, be thy Muſe forgot! which ſtrays 

In wits ambiguous flowery mac | 
With many a pointed turn and ſtudied art : 

Though affectation blot thy rhyme, 

Thy mind was lofty and ſublime, 


And manly honour dignified thy heart: 


Though fond of wit, yet firm to virtue's plan, 


| The Poet'strifles ne er diſgrac'd the Man. 


Well might thy morals ſweet engage : 
TH' attention of the Mitred Sage, 


| Smit with the plain ſimplicity of truth. 


For not ambition's giddy ſtrife, 
The gilded toys of public life, 


| Which ſnare the gay unſtable youth, 


Cou'd lure Thee from the ſober charms, 
Which lapt thee in retirement's arms, 


5 Whence Thou, untainted with the pride of ſtate, 
Coud'ſt ſmile with pity ca the buſtling Great. 


| Such were Eliza's ſons. Her foſt'ring care 
Here bade free genius tune his grateful ſong ; 


Whichelſe had waſted in the deſart air, 


Or droop'd unnotic'd mid the vulgar throng. 


— Ne'er may her youth degenerate ſhame 
The glories of Eliza's name ! 

But with the poet's frenzy bold, 

Such as inſpir'd her bards of old, | 
Pluck the green laurel from the hand of Fams 


$E1 


The 
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- { claſp his knees, his wrath aſfi 
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THE TEARS AND TRIUMPH 
OF PARNASSUS : 


LY SK 


SET TO MUSICK AND PERFORMED AT DRURY- 


LANE, 1760. 


The Scene diſcrvers Arot fo and tle NINE Mu- 


SES 27; _ proper Habits. 


AroLtLo. 
ATE gave the word; the deed is done; 


| Asten hows more; 
5 *** career of fame is run, 
- - wm» all the loſs deplore. 
e — tear off their 1 


Cartiorn 


| wel, ſiſters of the ſacred ſpring, 
Well may you rend your golden hair; 
Well may you now your dirges _ 
And mas with cries che troubled air. 


3 c 1 0 R u TY 
| Face gave the ord, as. 
EL 4TE 

Founded in juſtice was his ſway 3 
Ambition never mark'd his way. 

| CALLioPEg. 

Unleſs the beſt ambition that can fire 
A monarch's breaſt and all his ſoul inſpire, 
The gen'rous purpoſe of the noble mind, 
The beſt ambition—to ſcrve human * 


 AroLLo. 


. Ya, Virgins, yes; ; that wiſh ſublime 
Rank'd him with thoſe of earlieſt time, 
Who for a people's welfare ſtrove; 
Whoſe ſpirits breathe ztherial air, 
And for their meed of earthly care, 
Drink Nectar with Olympian Jove. 


By CALLIOPE. 
Oh Wers! fair daughter of the "Re 


And Macy !—that with aſking eye 


Near the Omx1yoTExT do'tt ſtand 3 
And, when mankind provoke his rage, 


anuages 
And win the thunder from his hand ! 


CL 10. 


Oh white- rob e cæleſtial maid ! 
Twin-born with JusTics! by whoſe ad 


: 
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He liv'd the guardian of the laws; 
Near Lins«TyY! round Ar. B10x's ile 
That bid'ſt eternal ſunſhine ſmile, 
Who now wil! guard your ſacred cauſe ? 


| 


Cuno ur. 
e e Bos | 
| Ei 


Where were yes Muſes, when the fatal ſheere 
The Fury rais'd, to cloſe his rev'rend years? 
But ah! vain with ou could nut ſtop the blow ? 
No Omen warn'd ye of th' impending woe. 


Ar nn 


See * BIT ANN IA ſtands 
With cloſe-infolded hands, 
On vonder ſea- beat ſnore 
Behold her languid air | 
To! her diſhevell'd hair 
Mlajeſtic now no more? | 
Still on the ſullen wave her eye is bent, 
The TaID EN r of the Marx thrown idle by; 
Orp Tuauzs, his ſea- green mantle rent, 
 Inverts his urn, and heaves a doleful figh. 
Hark ! to the winds and waves 
Frantic with grief ſhe raves, 
And, cruel Gods! ſhe cries ; 
Each chalky cliff around, 
Each rock returns the ſound, 
— cruel Gods replies. 


Cn 


| See ! the proceſſion fad and flow, 


| Walks in a ſolemn pomp of woe 


Through awful arches, gloomy iſles, 
And rowsof monumental piles, 
Vhere lie the venerable juit, 


Where heroes moulder into duſt. 


Now quietly inurn'd he lies, 
Pale! pale ! inanimate and cold: 
Where round him balefu! vapours riſe, 
_"Midft bones of legiſlators ad! ! 


Cir. 


of him FR, ſought thi den Gaul 


Oe'r thick-embattled plains, 


| Who felt, wholiv'd, and reign'd for all, 2 


7 * ly now remains 
A 1 0 * 6. 
Bring, bs handfuls, lillies bring 
Bring me all the flow'ry ſpring. 


Scatter roſes on his bier ; 
Ever honour'd, ever dear! 


CTuonryvs 


: 1 Seater kate & 
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Mu cv v deſcends. 


No more, harmonious Progeny of ſove, 
No more let fun'ral accents riſe; 

The great, the good AuGvsTvs reigns above, 
Tranſlated to his kindred ſkies. 


C'n. 3 
OE RE NTT Pane» - -- 
: C a LTL1OPE. 


were f. my * 
B O u. 


Wilthy the hew now b 
5 Es en . 


| Kogrent career of fame is run, 
| _ And all the loſs deplore. 


Enter Mans. 


Lo? Mars, from his beloved land, 
Where freedom long hath fix'd her ſtand, 
Bids ye collect your flowing hair, 
And again the laurel wear: 
8 For ſee! BIT AR xIA rears her drooping head 3 3 
Again reſumes her Tz1DENT of the main; e 
Tuns takes his urn, and ſeeks his wat'ry bed, 


| While gay content fits ſmiling on the mm. 55 


Hark ! a glad voice. 
 Proclaims the people's choice. 


Cuno us, within the Scenes. 


He is our liege, our rightful lord ! 
| of heart and tongue with one accord 
Wo) all will ſing 
Long live the king 

Ae is our liege he !—he alone! | 

With Bz1T1sn HART he mounts the throne ; 5 

Around him throngs a loyal band; 

He will protect his Na TIvx Land! : | 
: He i is our liege, &c. 
- [The 3 riſe and pac on ah lacks | 


Cartiore. 


The muſes new thats heads ſhall raiſe 3 ; 
1 The arts to life ſhall ſpring; 
Virgins, we'll trim our wither'd bayes, 
3 And wake each vocal ſtring; 

No ſhall the ſculptor's happy ſkill 
5 Touch the rude ſtone to life; 
I be painter ſhall his canvaſs fill, 
Pleas'd with his mimic ſtriſe. 


— Þ x * | 


_ Yweet aan | Firn! 8 Tauzn! ' 
Now by your aid the royal youth 

Shall live the guardian of the laws ; 
Dear LIBERTY ! round ALB10N's iſle 
That bid'ſ eternal ſunſhine ſmile, 


He now will guard your ſacred cauſe. 


P . 


Ar OL L o. 


Bleſt Prince ! whoſe ſubjects in each adverſe hour 
| For freedom itil have ſtood ! 


pow'r, 
The pow'r of doing good ! 


| | | | M AR s. 
G | Now open all n explore 


Of harmony the loftieſt ſtore; 
Leet the drum beat alarms, 
Such as rouze us to arms; 


| y | 
Swell the rapture, ſwell it high; 


And in notes ſublime and clear 


| Pour the  ftrong melody, that Heav' 5 ber. 


are e. 


Nothing mortal will I ſound ; ; 

Lo! the flame, the flame divine ! 

High I mount, I quit the ground, 

Holy fury ! I am thine. ; 
With rage poſſeſt 


1 Big ſwells my breaſt ! 


In viſons rapt, before my ſight appears 


. 1 — — 4 


M A R 8. 
1 fir FR Rhine 3 his flood 


Deep - crimſonꝰd with the Gallic blood 


I hear, I hear the diſtant roar 


Of ruin on yon hoſtile ſhore ! 
I ſee, young Prince, to thee I ſee 


The ſavage Indian bend the knee ! 
Lo! Arzie from her ſable kings 
Her richeſt ſtores in tribute brings ! 


And fartheſt Ix p, beneath the rifing day 
1 mate down * arms, and venerates thy ſway. 


cer. 


1 fs Bellona baniih'd far 
I ſce him cloſe the gates of war, 
While purple rage within 
Wich gaſtly ire ſhall Erin, 
And rolling his terrific eyes, 
Where round him heaps of arms ariſe, 


| | Bound with a hundred brazen chains, 
| In 3 and thirſt for e pins 


Cure. 


8 Swe peace returns; 
O''er Albion's ſons 
Zhe waves her dove-like wing 3 
On ev'ry plain 
The ſhepherd train 
Their artleſs loves ſhall ſing. 
Pale Dis cox v ſhall fly 
From the Nga of the U 


Bleſt iſle! whoſe Prince but deems the ſoy? reign 


The ceumpet' ll elangr ſhall pierce theoug . 
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To black Cocytus hurl'd; 
There, there ſhall feel 
Ixion's wheel, 
The furies with their ſerpents curl'd ; 
With the unceaſing toil thall groan 
Of the unconquerable tone, 
And leave in harmony the Britiſh world. 


KATO 


Proceed great days; lead on th- e years; 3 
Such years (—for lo] the ſcene of fate appears ” 
Such years, the DzsT1Xx1Es have ſaid, ſhall roll; 
Jove — and thunder ſhakes the pole. 


ARCADIA. A DRAMATIC| 
P A 5 T 0 R A . 
| SCENE I. 4 view of the conntry, 


| Surenznns AND SHEPHERDESSES, 


c u 


AnrphERDs, buxom, blithe and free, 
* l 


32 „„ 


AJ. 


| Hither haſte, and bri along 

| Merry tale and jocund 4 

Lo the pipe and tabor beat 

Frolic meaſures with your feet, 

E' ry gift of time employ; 
Make the moſt of proffer d joy. 

Pleaſure hates the ſcanty rules 

| Fortion d out by dreaming fools, 


Cnonve 


| Shepherds, buxom, blithe and free 
| Now the time for * 


s 1 1 v4 15 
RECITATIVE. 


| * ye happy ſwains, rejoice z 
lt is the heart that prompts the voice. 
Be ſorrow baniſh'd far away 
Thyrſis ſhall make it holy-day. 
Who at his name can joy ſuppreſs ? 
| An- to rule and bleſs. 


| DAMO N. 


And hark ! from rock to rock the ſound 
Of winding horn, and A Ang: hound, 
Vote VIII. Ge 


LN Siphords, G.. 5 


I TEASED his gative plains ; 
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| Breaking with rapture on the ear, 
Proclaims the blitheſome Pheabe near: 
See where ſhe haſtes with eager pace, 
To ſpeak the joys that paint her face. 


SCENE II. Opens to a proſper of rocks. 
Hunt mer, Huntreſfes, c. — dewen from them. 


N u o 1 n k. 
Hither I ſpeed with honeſt glee, 


Such as befits the mind that's free; 

Your chearful troop, blithe youth, to join, 
And mix my facial joys with thine. 

Now may each nymph, and frolic ſwain, 


O'er mountain ſteep, oc level plain, 
Court buxom health, while jocund horn 


| Bids echo wake the luggard morn, 


AIR. 


| When the morning peeps forth, and the e 
cool gale, 


| | Carries fragrance and health over mountain and dale; 
Up, ye nymphs, and ye ſwains, and together we'll 


rove, 


Up hill, down the valley, by thicket or grove : 


Then follow with me, where the welkin reſounds 
With the notes of the * the 
buounds. 


+ Let the wretched be laves to ambition and * 5 
All the blefling we aſk is the bleſſing of health. | 
So ſhall innocence ſelf give a warrant to joys 


No envy diſturbs, no dependence deſtroys. 


2 Then follow with me, where the welkin ain 5 
Wich the notes of the horn, and che oy of the | 


hounds. 


| er hin, dale, and woodland, with rapture we | 


roam 3 


| ver returning, fill find the dear pleaſures at home 3 


Where the chearful good humour gives honeſty grace, 
And the heart ſpeaks content in the ſmiles of hs 


face. 
Then follow with me, wherethe welkin nd 


With the notes of the — ane the 228 * che 
hounds, 


'D 4 M * T A $. 
| RECITATIVE. 
Small care, my friends, your youth annoys, 


9 Which my —_— preſent } Joys. 


11 


E Though the 5 locks of filver'd age, 
And long experience hail thee ſage; 
I'll ſuits it in this joy, to wear, 


A brow ſo over- hung with care. 


I Better with us thy voice to raiſe, 
I And join a whole Arcadia's praiſe. 


DA NM A TAs. | 
With you I joy that Thyrſis reigns 


» 


But eye them with a jealous fear. 


. _ lives in them life o'er again. 


178 


But praiſe is ſcanty to reveal 
The ſpeaking bleMings all muſt feel. 


DAMO x. 


True, all muſt feel—but thankleſs too? 
Nor give to virtue, virtue's due ? 
My grateful heart ſhall ever ſhew 
The debt 1 need nut bluſh to owe. 
” WH V 

That I go where lift, that I fing what I pleaſe, 
That my labour's the price of contentment and eaſe, 
That nn care from abroad my retirement annoys, 
That ar home I can taſte the true family joys, 
That my kids wanton ſafely o'er meadows and 


Ih my ſheep graze. ſecure from the robber or fox ; 
Theſe are bleſſings 1 ſhare with the reſt of the ſwains, 


For it's Thyrſis who ge them, —— main- | 


"WO. 
| DamazrTaAs 
:"KECITATIVE 
Periſh my voice, if e'er I blame 


Thy duty to our guardian's name! 
 Hiz-@ive talents & revere, 


Intent to form our bliſs alone, 
- he generous youth forgets his own. 3 
Nor ee his buſy mind eraploys 
To iind a partner of his joys. 
So nigh: his happy offspring wm 
0 vir:ues _ their fire hath ſhewn. 


41 


With; Joy the parent loves to trace 
Reſemblance in his chilaren's face: 
Anu us he forms their docile youth 
To w.lk che ſteady paths of truch, 
Obſcrves them !theoting intu men, 


Wl.ile active ſons, with flame, 
Catch virtue at their father's name 
When full of glory, full of age, 
The parent quits this buſy ſtage, _ 
What in the ſons we moſt admire, 

Calls to new life the honour d fire. 


PECCVELUD 
RECITATIVE. 


0 prudent Sage forgive the zacal 

Or thoughtleſs youth. With thee Il, 
The glories now Arcadia ſhares 

May but embitter future cares. 


Oh mighty Pan! attend Arcadia's voice, 
Inſpire, direct, and ſanctify his choice. 


AIR. 
So may all thy ſylvan train, 
Dryad, nymph, and ruſtic faun,” 
To the pipe and merry ftrain, | 
Trip it o'er the ruſſet lawn ! 
May no thorn or bearded graſs 
Hurt their footiteys as they paſs, 


Ts © TO, 1. 


1 


For our wiſhes are crown'd, and our 2 2 


| Who, where wich and good humour ard harmony' 


Now as ; I trod yon 8 | © "oY 
| Where Ladon rolls its filver tide, 


7 Sail'd a proud barge of richeſt freight: 


0 8 MN 0 


Whilſt in gambols round and round 
They ſport it o'er the ſhaven ground ! 


Though thy Syrinx, like a dream, 
Flying at the face of day, 


Vaniſh'd in the limpid ſtream, 


Bearing all thy hopes away, 
If again thy heart ſhould burn, 
| In careſſing, 

Bleſt, and bleſſing, 
May'ſt thou find a with'd return. 


O mighty Pan! attend Arcadia” s voice, 
Inſpire, direct, and ſanctify his choice. 


[4 daxe of luntſmen and kuntreſſes. 

D 4 M K TA 3. 
RECITATIVE. 
Price ede proces. wich rand ale, 


I Which ſpeaks a heart unknown to care, 


Young Delia haſtes. The glad ſurprize 


I Oft rapture flaſhing from her eyes. 


ENTER DELIA. 
DzLi1A 


AIR. 


Shepherds, ſhepherds, come away 3 3 
Sadneſs were a fin to- day | | 
Lerche pipe's merry notes aid the {kill of the voice ; | 


BY Joice. 
Rejoice, and be glad ; 
For ſure he is mad 


found, 


Never catches the ſmile, nor lets 2 


Let the ſtupid be grave, 
"Tis the vice of the ſlave; 
| But can never agree | 
With a maiden like me, 


: Whois born in a country that's happy and free. 


D 


1 RECITATIVE, 


| What means this rapture, Delia ? Shew 
| 3 event 2 —— burn to know. 


All gayly deck'd in gorgeous ſtate, 


Where ſat a nymph, more freſh and fair | 
Than bloſſoms which the morning air 
Steals perfume from; the modeſt 

Of maiden bluſh beſpread her face. 
 Hither it made, and on this ſtrand 

Pour'd it's rich freight for ſhepherds” lang, 


Ladon, for this, ſmooth flow thy tide ! 


The precious freight was Thyrks bride, 


EE Þ hoo 


DAM TAS. 
RECITATIVE. 


Stop, ſhepherds, if aright I hear, 

The ſounds of joy proclaim them near: 

Let's meet them, friends, P'll lead the way; 
Joy — me young again to-day. 


SCENE I. 
the ſea, with a weſſel at a diſtarce, 


fo: 
1 


P12 2 1. 


RECITATIVE. 


- bey Pan with tender care, | 

View this ſwain and virgin far; 

they ever thus impart 

return of heart for heart. 
y the pledges of their bliſs 
| Climb their knees toſhare the kiſs. 
May their ſteady blooming youth | 
While they tread the paths of — 
Virtues catch from either fide, 
From Ge bridegroom and the bride. 


. 


Mee they tread the cas 5 of truth, . 
Virtues catch from either ſide, 


From the bridegroom and the bride. 


AN EPISTLE TO MR. COLMAN. 
WAITTEN IN THE YEAR 20096. 


ou FR dear = Gan I'm none * choſe 
That condeſcend to write in proſe 3 1 2 
| Infpir'd with pathos and ſublime, 
I always ſoar—in doggrel rhyme, 
And ſcarce can aſk you how you do, 
Without a jingling line or two. 
| Beſides, I always took delight in 
| What bears the name of eaſy auriti 
Perhaps the reaſon makes it pleaſe = 
5 Is, that I find it” 5 writ with caſe. | 


I vent a notion here in private, | 


Which public taſte can ne'er connive at, 


Which thinks no wit or judgment greater 
Than Addiſon and his Spectator 
Who ſays (it is no matter where, 
But that he ſays it, I can ſwear) | 
With eaſy verſe moſt Bards are ſmitten, 
Becauſe they think it's caſy written ; 
Whereas the eaſier it appear, 

The greater marks of care it wears; 


7 
8 


4 a Paſtoral — ta the 9 
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or which, to give an explanation, 
Take this by way of illuſtration: 
Ihe frm'd Mat Prior, it is ſaid, 
Ott bit his nails, and ſcratch'd his head, 

and chang'd a thought a hundred times, 
nec uſe he did not like the rhymes, 
make my meani g clear, and pleaſe ye, 
| 1 ſhori, he Ilbιν0i f to write eaſy. 

\nd yet, no eritie ee defines 

js poems into Io: nr} lines. 

have a ſimile wilt hit hm; 
7's verſe, like cloaths, was made to fit him, 
Which (as no Taylor e' er denied) 

he better fit, the more they re tried. 


Though I have mention'd wes” 8 names 
Think not I aim at Prior's fame. 
Tis the reſult of admiration 
i) ſpend itſelf in imitation ; 
«© imitation may be ſaid, 
icht is in me by nature bred, 
id you have better proofs than theſes | 
+ hat I'm idolater of eaſe. 


Who, but a madman, would engage 
A Poetin the preſent 


Write what we will, our works belpek ws 5 


Imitatares, jeruum Pecus. 

| Tale, Elegy, or lofty Ode, 

We travel in the beaten road: 

The proverb ſtill ſtick: cloſely by us, 


INI dictum, quod non d. cum Frius. 


he only comfort thai I know _ 

ls, that *twas ſaid an age ago, 
Ere Milton ſoar'd in thought ſublime, 
Ere Pope refin'd the chink of rhyme, 


re Colman wrote in tile ſo pure, 


Or the great TWO the Cox Noise Un 3 

Ere I burlefqu'd the rural cit, ' 

Proud to hedge in my ſcraps of wit, 

And happy in the cloſe connexion, 5 

T' acquire ſome name from their reflexion 

So (the ſimilitude is trite) 

The moor till ſhines with borrow'd light, 

And, like the race of modern beaux, 
Ticks with the ſun for her lac'd cloaths. 
Methinks there is no better time 

To ſhew the uſe I make of rhyme, 


| Than now, when I, who from beginning 


Was always fond of couplzt-linning, 


_ | Preſuming on gocd nature's ſcore, 


Thus lay my bantling at your door. 


The firſt advantage which I ſee, 

Is, that 1 ramble looſe and tree: 

The Bard indeed full oft complains =} 
That rhymes are ferters, links, and chains, 
And when he wants to leap the fence, 


- Scill keep him pris“ ner to the ſeriſe. 


ou c er in common place he ae, 
Rhyme s like your fetters on the age, 
Which when the player once hath wore, 


it makes him only ſtrut the more, 


While, raving in pathetic ſtrains, 
He ſhakes his legs to clank his chains. 
| 2 A2 
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From rhyme, as from a handſome face, 
Nonſenſe acquires a kind of grace ; 
I therefore give it all its ſcope, 
That ſenſe may unperceived elope : 


+ So miniſters of baſeſt tricks 


(L love a fling at politicks) 

Amuſe the nation, court, and king, 

With breaking Fowke, ard hanging Byng 3 

And make each pury rogue a prey, | 

While they, the greater flink away. 

This fimile perhaps would ſtrike, 

If match'd with ſomething more alike ; 

Then take it dreſs d a ſecond time 

In Prior's eaſe, and my ſublime. 

Say, did you never chance to meet 

A mob of people in the ſtreet, 

Ready to give the robb'd relief, 

And all in haſte to catch a thief, 

While the ſly rogue, who filch'd the prey, 

Too cloſe beſet to run away, 

Stop thief ! ſtop thicf ! exclaims aloud, 
And fo eſcapes among the croua? 

So Miniſters, &c. : | 


| © England how I indy fie! 
For ſure thy loſſes now are great; 
Two ſuch, what Briton can endures 
Minorca and the Connoiſſeur ! 


To-day, before the ſun goes * 
Will die the Cenſor, Mr. Towx! : 
He dies, whoe er takes pains to con him, 
With bluſhing honours thick upon him; 
O may his name theſe verſes ſave, 
Be theſe inſcrib'd upon his grave 


The ConNotsSEUR, a ſuicide! 
Yet think not that his ſoul has fled, 
Nor rank him mongſt the vulgar dead. 

Hove er defunct you ſet him down, 

He's only going out of Town. 


THE PUFF. 


1 DIALOGUE BETWEEN THE loox 
| | SELLER AND AUTHOR. | 


BOOST II 21. 

T USEUM, fir! that's not enough. | 
New works, we know, Es puff; 
A title to entrap the eyes, 5 

And catch the reader by ſurprize 3 

As gaudy ſigns, which hang before 
The Tavern or the alehouſe door, 

Hitch every paſſer's obſervation, 
Magnetic in their invitation. 

— That SMAXSPEARE is prodigious fine ! 
S$hal! we ſtep in, and taſte the wine ? 


3 


FF. 6 SM 


Men, women, houſes, horſes, bock 
All borrow credit from their looks. 
Externals have the gift of ſtriking, 
And lure ans fancy into liking. 


| AUTHOR 
, | | | | 


Oh ! t perceive the thing you mean 


Call it &. Fames's Magazine. 


BootrsttLLE® 
Or the Now Br 
I v T u OR 


+ 


: One name's 2» good 25 half 2 lcore. 


* 


And titles oft give nothing leſs 

Than what they faringly proteſs. 
Puming, I grant, is all the mode; 
The et mmen hack»-ey turnpike read + 


But cuſtom is the blockhead's guide, 


And ſuch low arts aiſguſt my pride. 
Succeſs on merit's force depends, 


N ot on the partial voice of friends ; 


that bully fin 3 

But that Thich paſſeth Meru within: 

| Which bids the warmth of friendſhip glow, 
And wrings conviction from a foe. 


{| Deſerve ſucceſs, and proudly . 
6 Not ft: al a paſſage into fame. 
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Vour l fr, will never do; 8 
| You'rer ght in theory, it's true. ; 
But then, experience in cur trade 
Says, there's no harm in ſome ponds 
Suppoſe we fad, by Mr. Lloyd? 


4A 


1 The very ing I would ERP . 


And would be rather plcas'd to own. 
Myſelf unknowing, and unknown : 
What could th* unknowing muſe __ | 
| But information or negle&t ? 
| Unknown—perhaps her reputation | 
Eſcapes the tax of defamation, 
And wrapt in darkneſs, laugh's Abort, | 
While critic blockheads throw their dirt: 
But he who madly prints his names - 


L | Invites his for to take ſure aim. 


* —ĩS 


True but a name will always bring | 


[a better ſanction to the thing: 


And all your ſcribling foes are ſuch, 
Their cenſure cannot hurt you much ; 
And, take the matter ne'er ſo ill, 


Py | If cu don't print it, fir, they will, 
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Aur u oO. 


Well, be it ſo—that ftrugele's -er 
Nay,—this ſhall prove one ſpurthe more. 
| Pleas'd if ſucceſs attends, if not, 
i've ait my name, and made a blet. 


BoorxsSELLESR 
Dat good prin. 
Av "Y n OR 
The print ? why there 


7 truſt to honeſt Lxacn's care. 
What is't to me? in verſe or proſe, 
I find the tuff, you make the cloaths : 
Add paper, print, and all ſuch dreſs, 
Will loſe no credit from 4is preſs. 


'Roore ttt nn 


You -v1ite miſtake the thing I mean, 
I'll fetch you, fir, a Macazixe; 
| You fee that picture there—the Que rx, 


arne 


1 dedication to her too! | 
| What will not folly dare to do ? 
O days of art! when happy ſkill 
_ Can raiſe a likeneſs whence it will; | 
When portraits aſ no RE VYVNOLDS' aid, 
And queens and kings are ready made. 

No, no, my friend, by helps like theſe, 
T cannot with my works ſhould pleaſe ; 
No pictures taken from the life, 

| Where all proportions are at itrite 3 


No HuuMiN C- III, no PAINTED — | 


No BEA r juſt landed in the Towsn, 

5 No woob kN NOTES, no CoLourR'D Map, - 
No CounTRrY-DaNCE ſhall itop a gap; 
O PurLoMATH, be not ſevere, 

lt not one problem meets you here; 
Where goſſip A, and neighbour 3, 
Pair, like good friends, with C and D; 25 
And E F G, HI K join; ny 

And curve and incidental line 55 
Fall out, fall in, and croſs each other, 
Juſt like a ſiſter and a brother. | 

% Y Cc tiny poets, tiny wits, 

| Who friſk about on tiny tits, | 
Who words disjoin, and ſweetly eng, 
Take ore third part, and take the ching; 
Then cloſe the joints again, to frame 

| Some LADV's, or ſome CI v's name, 
Enjoy your own, your proper Phabus ; 
We neither make, nor print a REnus, 
Na Ca Au BO, no AcrosTic fine, 

Great letters lacing down each line; 

No ſtrange ConuxDaum, no invention 
Beyond the reach of comprehenſion, 

No Rio Db, which whoe'er unties, 
Claims twelve Muszums for the Patze, 
Shall ſtrive to pleaſe you, at th' expence 
of imple taſte and common ſenſe, 
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BooKk8tetE xt LE 


But would not OxxAMENT — 
Some real grace, and proper uſe ? 
A FRONTISPIECE would have its weighty 
Wy engrav'd on copper-plate. 


Auron. 


Plain letter- preſs ſhall do the feat, 
What need of foppery to be neat? 5 
The Paſte- board Guard delights me more, 
That ſtands to watch a bun-houſe door, 
Than ſuch a mockery of grace, 
And ornament ſo out of place. 


= Boots Fits 


But one awd more, and I have 3 


JArarxr might inſure its run. 


3 9 55 | A C77 Hen 


Patent | for what! can patents give 
A Genius? or make blackheads live? 
If ſo, O hail the glorious plan 


| Ard buy itat what price you can. 


But what alas ! will that avail, 
Beyond the property of fale ? 
| A property of little worth, 


If weak our produce at its birth. | 
For fame, for honeſt fame we ſtrive, | 


But not to ſtruggle half alive, 


I | And drag a miſerabie being, 


Its end ſtin fearing and foreſeeing. | 
Oh! may the flame of geniue blazes, 


| | Enkindled with the breath of praiſe ! 


But far be ev'ry fruitleſs puff, 


I Io blow to * a dying ſnuff. 


„ % 2 2 2 


5 1 Put ſhould not ſomething, fr, be fig. 


Particular on ev'ry head ? 

What your ORIGINALS will be. | 
What infinite variety, 

Multum in Pare», as they ſay, 


| | And ſomething neat in every way ? 


4 


5 wiſh there could—but that depend. 


| Not on myſelf, ſo much as friends. 


but ſet up a new machine, 


| With barneſs tight, and furniſh'd —_ 5 . 
| Where ſuch, who think it no diſgrace, 
Io ſend in time, and take a place, 


The book-keceper ſhall minute down, 


B OO YS EZ LIE 


8 | with pleaſure dive to town. | 


Ay, tell 3 that, ſir, and then ſay, 
What letters come in every day; 2 


a | And what great Mies your care procures, 


| 
1 


To | Join their ſocial hands wah your: 
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Au ru on. 


What! muſt I huge propoſals print, 
Merely to drop ſome ſaucy hint, 

That real follæs of real fame 

Will give their works, and not their name? 
his Puff s of uſe, you ſay—why let it, 
We'll boaſt ſuch friendſhip when we get it. 


BoorsSEtLE Es 


| Oet it! Ah, ſir, do but 7 
You'll have * the — 
There's Cuuncnizri—vill not Cuus cuir lend 
| Aſſiſtance ? | 9 
Aur non. 


8 Surely—to his FIE Nb. 
 BoorsztL tes 


And then your intereſt might procure 
Something from either Cox N oliss x ux. 
Colman and Tnoax rox, both will join 
Their ſocial hand, to ſtrengthen thine: | 
And when your name appears in print, 

_ WillGaxricx never drop a hint? 


AVUuTHOR 


True, I've indulg'd ſuch hopes before, 
W and many more; 
And they, perhaps, again will join 
Their hand, if not aſham d of mine. 
Bold is the taſk we undertake, 
The friends we with, . 
For Wits, like adjectives, are known 5 
| To ding w Gut which Sends — 


B 


ae dn in our way of cs 
We might procure ſome uſeful aid : 
Could we engage ſome able pen, 
To furniſh matter now and then ; 1 
There's what's his name, fir ? wow's comple 
W 


Auron. 


Take beck your nde whence he came. 
Carry your crutches to the lame. 55 


„ 


1 You muſt enrich your book, indeed! 
Dire Mair never will ſucceed; 
rr 
By half ſo apt to buy, as praiſes 
And praiſe is hardly worth purſuing, 
Which tickles authors to their ruin. 
Books ſhift about, like ladies tres, 7 
And there's a faſhion in ſucceſs. 

But could not we, „ 
Armies imaginary raiſe? 

And bid our generals take the field, 
To head the troops that lie conceal'd ? 
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Zid General x$$Av lead the van, 
3y—Oh ! the Sty/e will ſhew the man t 
Bid Major Scix xe bold appear, 
With all his pot-hooks in the rear. 


AUTHOR 


True, truc———our Nzws, our Prosx, our 
Ruymrs, 

Shall ſhew the colour of the times; 

For which moſt ſalutary ends, | 

We've fellow-ſoldiers, fellow-friends. 

For city, and fur court affairs, | 

| My lord duke's butler, and the mayor” 1 

For politicks—eternal talkers, 

Profound obſervers, and park-walkers. 

For plays, great actors of renown, 

(Lately or juſt arriv'd in town) 

Or ſome, in {tate of abdication, 

Of oratorial reputation; 

Or thoſe who live on ſcraps and bits, 

Mere green room waſps, and temple wits 3 

Shall teach you, in a page or two, 

What Garricx ſhould, or ſhould not do. 

Trim poets from the City deſk, 

Deep vers d in rural pictureſque, | 

Who minute down, with wond”rous pains, 

What River's Almanack contains 

On flow'r and ſeed, and wind, and weather | 

And bind them in an Ode together | 

Shall through the ſeaſons monthly "ing 


| 
1 
[| 
| 


0 3 AUTUMN, SUMMER), n 


B % 


"a fir ! Jie you dove to fly = 


; 1 did but hint things for the beſt. 


Do what you pleaſe, tis your deſign, 
And if it fails, no blame is mine; 


| og tony es | 


4 „ | 
| I'm yoursy—Adieu! | 


-F AN IMITATION or TUEOCRITVS- f 


Tora, | xv « 


; | he Miſtreſs Scor 6 


s 2 2 2 1. 


Ma My — glad you're hens. 
My Miſes, though reſolv d to wait, = 
Is quite unpati ent tis ſo late. 

She fancy'd you would not come down, 
— pray walk in, Ma“ * BROWN» 


I wonder how I got along. 
Beſides the walk is fo immenſe 
Not that I grudge a coach expence, 


_ .__ See butthe 


| 8 look. up; ay Gs 
 —Surely he cannot find it out. 


-” then the child will never know) 
From houſe to houſe would ramble out, 


_ And every night a drunken bout. 
For at a tavern he will ſpend 


Wh we mu kun on ten, mutton, = 


L L © Y D's 
Mus. Seo 7. 
Your ſervant, Ma Dau. Well, I ſwear 
I'd giv'n you over—Child, a chair. 
Pray, Ma N, be ſeated. | 


Ws 6 B MA OW N. 


I vow = 7 with . — 
There ĩs ſuc ng and ſuch 
The folks are — S dfobliging ; ; 


| — worbaticg carts and drays 


So clog up all thoſe narrow ways 
What with the buſtle and the throng, 


But then it jumbles me to death, 

— And I was always ſhort of breath. 
How can you live ſo far, my dear? 
* to come here. 


M = s. seo r. 


* Lard! Ma', I left it all to Ein, | 
Huſbands you know, will have their whim. 
He took this houſe. Thĩs houſe ! this den.— 
temper uf ſome men. 

And I, forſooth, am hither hurl'd, 


Les gram, * 8 


ser. 


 Jach, come "—_y | 


Ma $. 


"Twas not papa we talke'd about. 


| Mas Brown. N 
Foo 


1 Upon my e he underſtands. 5 
| — There's a ſweet child comer ki me, come, 
| Will Jorly have a ogar-plumb?? | — 


mM x 8. S c o 
This Perſon, Mavan (call him ſo 


His twenty ſhillings with a friend. 
— rabbits fricafeed and chicken, 
ich curious Choice of dainty icking, 
Each night got ready at the Crown, 
With port and punch to waſh em down, 
Would ſcarcely ſerve this belly-glutton, 


54 Go on, II. 
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Mas. Bnow tw. 


My good man, too—Lord bleſs us! Wives 
Are 2 lead unhappy lives, 
Although his profits bring him clear 
Almoſt two hund. ed pounds a year, 
Keeps me of caſh ſo ſhort and bare, 
That I have not a gown to wear 3 
And this old luteſtring on my back. 
— But we've no time, my dear, to waſte. 
Come, where's your cardinal, make haſte. 
The Kix e, God bleſs his majeſty, — | 
Goes to the houſe of lords to-day, 5 
In a fine coach and eight, 


And rides — 


Mans. ScorT. 


Aye, aye, you know, | 
Great as ee Pers ſhow. 


But tell me, do- l' ve never ſeen 
Her preſent majeſty, the Queen. 


Mus. B A O u. 


2 


Lard ! ve nods ati. 


| Hark — twelve I . | 


Mas. S e o r. 


Web my things,—I'll ſoon have dane, 


& It's time enough, you know at one. 
Why, girl: LED the creature ſtands ? 


Some water here, to waſh my hands. 


| | —Be quick—why ſure the ipſy ſleeps! 
Look how the drawling daudle creeps. 


That baſon there—why don't you pour, 


ay—ſtop, ſtop no more— — 
Lud! | could beat the huſſey down, 


 ] She's pour'd it all upon my gown 
5 —Bring me my ruffles—can'ft not mind? 
And pin my handkerchief behind. | 


Sure thou haſt aukwardneſs enough, 


80 — fetch my gloves, and fan, and muff. | 
| —- Well, heav'n be prais'd—this work. is done. g 


Pm ready now, my dear let's run. 


| | Girl,—put that bottle on the ſhelf, 


K 


I „ 
I wonder how you meet with ſuch, 855 
I But you've a charming taſte in dreſs. | 


A Madam ? 


| Mas ser. 77 
Mn 3. Bnown. 

. Oh! that's impoſſible=—for I 

Am in the world the worſt to buy. 


| 


0 eee es. 
| . 


{Five ſhillings, 28 I think, a yard. 


DP Pray fir, take care—your horſe will kick. 
5 —I'm glad did not bring the be. 
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AI was afraid it ſhould be gone 
_*Twas what I'd ſet my heart upon. 


Mas. Brno w t. 


Indeed you bargain'd with ſucceſs, 
For its a moſt delightful dreſs. 
Befides, it fits you to a hair, 

And then tis ſlop'd with ſuch an air. 


Mzs. 8 co 1. 


Im glad you think ſo, Kitty, here, 
Jary, my ove, ay dnt your Et 

ackyy my love, nay dont you cry, 

abroad —1 not 1; 

— all the Bugabcc to fright ye 
Beſides, the naughty horſe will bite ye; 
With ſuch a mob about the fireet, - 
Bleſs me, they'll tread you under feet. 
Whine as you pleaſe, I'll have no — 
Vou' d better blubber, than be lame. 
The more you cry, the leſs you. 
— Come, come then, give mamma a kiſs, 
_ KirtTy, If:y, here take the boy, 
And fetch him dowa the laſt new tay, 


8 Make him as merry as you can, 


—T herey 2 why ogy yon 

1 Bzows. 
| | Oh Land! 

Mas SEeT. 

Pray gu before, - 
M k 3. * R O WN. 

es, now. 
„ s e o r. 
Mapau, pray. 


MA S8. Buown. 


wen then, for once, * 
ua 8e 7. 
; Rd what an uproar! what athrong ! | 
How ſhall we do to get along? 
What will become of us ?—look here, 
Here's all the king's horſe-guards, my dear. 2 
Let us croſa over—haſte, be quick, 


He'll Lin his rider — he's ſo wild. 


Mas. Brow x. 


| Don't be afraid, my dear, come on, 
Why don't you ſee the guards are gone? 


Mus. Scor. 
Well, I begin to draw my breath; 


1 


| 


| 
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They kick and prance, and took fo bold, 


It makes my very blood run cold, 
But let's go forward—come, be quick, 
The crowd again grows vaſtly thick. 


Mus. BOW. 
Come you from Palace-yard, old dame ? 


OrDd Won a x. 


S e o r. 


And i his egen gone by 


| 0.0. B On. 


bo: To fee — himſelf to-day? 


"MS SC o r. 
Can you direct us, dame ? 5 
or D Woman | 
. Sees 
1 not tand a fege for ever 
By frequent trying, Tzoy was won. 


| All things, by trying, may be done. 
>, WES ESD 
8 Proverbe well ſhe's gene- —-— 
hall we turn back, or venture on? . 
Look how the folks preſs on before, 


2 OT > es ens. 
s seo r. 
Perdigious ! I can hardly ſtand, 


Lord bleſs me, Mrs. Bxown, your hand; | 


And you, my dear, take hold of hers, 
For we muſt ſtick as cloſe as burrs, 
Or in this racket, noiſe and pother, 


| | We certainly ſhall loſe each other. 
29  —— Good God! my cardinal and ſack | 


Are almoſt torn from off my back. 
Lard, I ſhall faĩnt - Oh Lud—my — 
I'm cruſh'd to atoms, I proteſt. : 
God bleſs me—1 have dropt my fan, 
Pray be Cod ms? I 
| Man 


1 as -— "7 = 


I You'll meet with ſome misfortune here. 
I tand back, I ſay—pray, fir, forbear— 
{| Why, don't you ſee the ladies there? 

| Put yourſelves under my direction, 


1 I'll be your fafe protection. 
Ma s. Scor. 


But I was almoſt ſcar'd to death | 
For when a horſe rears up and capers, 
It always puts me in the vapoure. 


For as I live,—nay, dont you laugh | 
| Te recher fe a toad by half, 


You're very kind fir ; truly few 
Are half ſo complaiſant as yOu» | 
We wall be glad at any day | 
This obligation to cepay, 
And you'll be always ſure to meet 
A welcome, fir, * the trees 
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gears ſuch a name, I can't tell how 

To tell him where I live, I vow. 

— Mercy ! what's all this noiſe and ftir ? 
Pray is the Kix G a coming, fir ? 


MAN. | 
No—don't you hear the people ſhout ? 
Tis Mr. Pr r, juſt gong ouT. 


Ma s. Brow N. 


Aye, there he goes, pray heav'n bleſs him ! 
| Well may the people all careſs him. 

Lord, how my huſband us d to fit, 

And drink ſucceſs to honeſt PIT r, 

And happy o'er his evening cheer, | 

| en, you thall pledge this toaſt my dear. 

| M a xs. 


Hift—Glence—don't you hear the drumming & 
Now, ladies, now, the Kixc's a coming. | 
| MN don” t you ſee the guards approach! , 


Ma s. B 2 O x. 

Which is the king ? ” 
MR 8. Scor7. 

| Which ia the cock Þ 
 $ScoOTcCHMaAN. 


Which is the noble EAn L oy Bur, 
. Geud-faith, I'll gi him a ſalute. | 
For he's the Laird of aw our clan, 

1 Troth he's a benny muckle man. 

Here aomes the Coach, fo very ſſor 
As if it ne er was made to go, 

In all the gingerbread of ſtate, | 
8 its own weigkt. 


Mas. Sc o r. 


| Upon my word, it "s monſtrous fine! | 
Would half the gold upon't were mine 
How gaudy all the gilding fhews! 
It put's one's eyes out as it goes. | 
With a rich glare of various hues, 
With ſhining yellows, ſearlets, blues ! 
It muſt have coſt a heavy price; | 
_ "Tis like a mountain drawn by mice. 


 Mxs. Brow x, 
-— painted, gilded, and ſo large; | 
Bless me ! tis like my lord mayor's * 
And ſoit is—look how it reels ! 

— 36 wheels. 


Ma x. 


Lage! it can't paſs F. ames's gate, 
Jo big the coach, =" bd. ſtrait, 
: might be made to rumble through 
And paſs as other coaches do. 

Could they a bady- coachman get 

So mot prepoſterouſly fit, | 
 Who'd undertake (and no rare thing) 
Without a head to drive the king. 


Mas. Scor. 


Lad! * are thoſe two ugly things 
There—with their hands upon the ſprings, 
Vor. VIII. | 


1 


| 


| 


F 
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Filthy, as ever eyes beheld, 

With nalced breaſts, and faces fwell'd ? > 

| What could the ſaucy maker mean, 

To put ſuch things to fright the Quzzx ? 


M A N. 
Oh! they are Gods, Ma'm, which you ſee. 


| Of the Marine Society, 


Trit:rs, which in the ocean dwell, 


And only riſe to blow their ſhell. 


Ma. Ser. 


Gods, dye call thoſe filthy men? 
Why don't they go to ſer again ? | 
Pray, tell me, fir, you unde: and, 


What do theſe Tritens do on land? 


 Mns B.: oe N. 
And what are they ? thoſe hindmoſt things, 


Men, fiſh and _ with fleh, lens * 


. M a x. : 
Oh, 8 Uke the ebert, 


All of one family and brothers, 


Creatures, which ſeldom come a-ſhore, 
Nor ſeen about the King before. 
For Skew, they wear the yelloro Hue, 
Their proper colour is 7. rue-blue. 


| — + L F ® Vu 
"2 bleſs us! what's this noiſe about ? 


I Lord, what a tumult and a rout ! 


How the folks holli. hiſs, and hoot! 


| | Well—Heav'n preſerve the Eanz, or Bu 7] 1 
II cannot ſtay. indeed, not I, 
| If there's a riot I ſhall die. 


Let's make for any houſe we can. | 


; | Do—give us ſhelter, honeſt man. 


MA 3. 


| B x 0 W N. 
I wander'd where you was 


my dear, 


1 thought I ſhould have died with fear. 
I This noiſe and racketing and hurry 


Has put my nerves in ſuch a flurry! 


Il could not think where you was got, 


I thought I'd loſt you, hrs. Cor; 


| Where's Mrs. Tape, and Mr. Grin 


Lard, I'm ſo glad we're all got in. 


A DIALOGUE 


[BETWEEN THE AUTHOR AND HIS FRIEND | 


- an nm>: 
FO U ſay, © it hurts you to the ſoul | 
To brook confinement or controul. 
Aud yet will voluntary run 
To that confinement you would un, 
Content to drudge along the track, 
With bells and harneſs on your back. 


| Alas ! what genius cin admit 


eee ers trad 
— hr 


—_ NY 4 a . = oo” oo — * — * - © q . 
EPE rr rr 
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Which often flings whole ſtores away, 
And oft has not a doit to pay ! 
ive us 2 work, indeed of length 
Something wb. ich ſpeales poetic ſtrength; 
Is ſluggiſh fancy at a ſtand ? 
No ſcheme of conſequence in hand ? ' 
| 3 4 plan, nor book condemn, 
But why your name. and why A. M! 
 AvTReR 
Yes—it ſtands forth to public view 
Within, without, on white, on blue, 
In proper, tall, g:gantic Letters, TEE 
Not daſh'd—emvowell'd-—like my bettcrs. 
And though it ſtares me in the face, 
Neflects no ſhame, hints nodiſgrace. 
While thoſe unlaboured trifles pleaſe, 
Familiar chains are worn with eaſe. 
Behold! to yours and my ſurprize, 
"Theſe triſtes to a VoTust riſe. | 
Thus will you fee me, as I go, 
Still gath'ring bulk Ifce balls of ſnow, 
Steal by degrees upon your ſhelf, 
And grow a giant from an elf. 
The current ſtudies of the day, 
Can rarely — 
A — may deferve a loole, 
But Heav'n defend us from a Book ! 
ALIIEI flie on Scandal's wings, 


But works of length are heavy things, 
—Not one in — — | 


Fornmns 
I mean a work of merit—— 


A v * nu o " 
F 1 I * N D. 
: An Tafte usr buy. 


Abra 


| And half ae. 
Whom your good Taſte ſhall recommend. 


Ds Experience will by facts — 


5 The 5 N 
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| Whoſe nuptas, fir du 


Ar 1 5 


r 
Nofintmthe thouſand readers paſs, 
It till looks throughits pane of = 
And ſems indignant to exclaim 
Faſson ye Sons of TasTr, for ſhame ! 
While duly each revolving moon, 
| Which often Comes, Cod knows too ſoon, 
Continual plagues my foul moleſt, | 
And Magazines diſturb my reſt, 
While ſcarce a night I teal to bed, 
Without a couplet in my head. 


x 


3 * W: 2 plays, and odds and ed. | 


Yes re £ | 


3 — 


y 6d K M . 


6 
—_ —_ 


And i in the morning when I fiir, 

Pop comes a Devil, Copy ſir.“ 

i can:ot ſtrive with daring flight 

bo reach the bold Parnaſſan II EIO; 

Aut at it's foot, content to ſtray, 

in eaſy unambitious way, 

Pick up thoſe flowers the muſes ſend 

To make a noſegay for my friend. / 

In ſhort, I lay no idle claim 1 

To genius ſtrong, and noiſy fame. CR | | 
| 


PEI" - 


But with a hope and wiſh to pleaſe, 
ant as I would livez with eaſe. 


FAI 2 N p. 


| E | 
Proſe, — letters, | | | wal 


4er 


| . Not a line. 

T And How, hk I reft ſecure ; 

e can't loſe much, who's always poor. 
And if, as now, through numbers five, 

This work with plezſure kept alive | 

| Can ſtill its currency afford, 

5 Lor fear the breaking of its hoard, 


£ (Can pa you, as at ſundry times, 


"or el per Mag, two thouſand Rhimes, | 
rom whence ſhould apprehenſion grow, 
| That elf ſhould fail, with richer Co? 

No dcey of 2 monthly grub, | 
| Mivſelf alene a learned ches, 
[1 aſk my readers to no treeet 
Of — haſi*d-up meat, | | : 
Nor ſeek to pleaſe theatricle friends, | — : 


Fanny. 


} Your method, fir, is plain enough ; | | | g 
And all the world has read your Pury®. | 
Th' alluſion's neat, exprefitdn clean, | | 7 


| About your travelling Ma CHINE, 
Bur * is a Magazine. 


Auron. 


| ow tes tt: 1 
As Joie bays, what's in a name? | | 
| Beſides it is the way of trade, 


ö 


5 Through which all ſcience is convey d, 


I Thus knowledge parcels out her ſhares; 
The Cour has bers, the Lawvzns * | 

Something to Se no Axs ſure is duc, —- 

Why not one 3 for You : EF: 


Frrnnd. 


| That's eo Mandan e my friend, 
8 

Parr of your ſcheme—a free tranlationg = | 
To Senor As is a profanation ; | 
_ | What! break up Latin! pull down Greek ! 

f (Peace tothe foul of fir onx cnzzxE It) 7 
And ſhall the gen'rous I run, 


Broach'd from the rich FaLzanIAN un? 


s See the Porr. | 
+ The ir retrr of Grek leaning in Engin 


L L © Y D's 


Will out to Engl ſwine, 
8 old Gn wine 
Alas! ſuch beverage only fits 
Collegiate taſtes, and claſſic wits. 


Avro. 


I ſeek not, with ſatyrick ſtroke, 
To ftrip the 2 of his cloak; 
| — him cull and ſpout quotations, 
And call the jabber, demonſtrations, 
Re his the great concern to ſhew, 
If Roms gowns were ficd or no * ; 
Whether the Grecians teak a flice 
Pur times 1-dayy or only wits 
Still le: him work abov. his hole, 
Poor, buſy, blind, laborious mole ; 
Still let him 1 _ explain, 
pugn, remark, an again. 
"TD though they waſte the midnight oil 
In dull, minute, perplexing toil, 
Not underitarding, do no good, 
Nor can do hum, not un 
By ſchalars, apprehend me right, 
1 mean the learned, and polite, 
Whoſe knowledge unaffected flows, 
And fits as eaſy as their cloaths ; 
Whogare not though an ac or ſed 
Miſplac'd, endanger PuIsciax' s head; 
Nor think his wit a grain the worſe, 
Who cannot frame a Latin verſe, 
Or give the Roman proper word 
To things the Rowans never heard. 
_ Tis true, except amagy the Great, | 
Letters are rather out of date, 
And guacking genius more diſcerning, | 
Scoffs at your regulars in learning. 


| —PEDANTS, indeed, are learning 3 curſe, | 


Zut Io N onA e is ſamething worſe : 

All are not bleſt with reputation, 
Built on the wax r of EpucaTion, 
And ſome, to letters duly bred, 

Mayn' t write the worſe, becauſe they've 
Though books had better be unknown, 
Than not one thought appear our own ; 
As ſome can never ſpeale themſelves, 
But through the authors an their ſhelves, 
Whoſe writing ſmacks too much of reading. 


d 3 
2 | Farnno. 


3 ind thay fault is ſeldom known, 
| Save in your bookiſh college drone. 
Who, conſtant (as I've heard them fay) 
Study their fourteen hours a-day, | 
And ſquatting cloſe, with dull attention, 
Read themſelves out of apprehenfion ; 
Who ſcarce can waſh their hands or face, 
For fear of loſing time, or place, e 
And give one hour to meat and drink, 
Nut never half @ one to THINK. | 


AvTuon 


| Lorg! I have ſeen a thouſand ſuch, 
Who read, or ſeem to read, too much. 


See S1GONIUS and ManvTiv * 


| 


| 


2 | give him coat and breeches 


| *** 


5 3 neat, and clean. 


©; '$o would I clath a fre tranſlation, 
| Not pull down authors from my helf, 


„ d E M s. 


So have I known, in that rare place, 

Nhere Claſfics always breed diſgrace, 

A wight, upon diſcoveries hot, 

As whether flames have heat or not, 

Study himſelf, poor ſceptic dunce, 

'nto the very fire at once, 

And clear the philoſophic doubt, 

Zy burning all ideas out. 

Wich ſuch, eternal books, ſucceſſive 

Dead to no ſciences progreſſive, 

While each dull fit of ſtudy paſt, 

juſt like a wedge. drives out the laſt, 

rom theſe I ground no expectation 

Of genuine wii, or free tranſlation ; 

Hut you miſtake me, friend. 
i Lranf}ations are but modern cloaths) 

i ureſs my boy for inſtance ſake 

Maintain theſe children which I make) 


Fi 5. 


You would not let your child 8 | 


Av rn 0. 


10 ſpoil their wit, and plague myſelf, 
My learning ſtudious to — | 


r e way. 


2 


But let the Moralift convey 
Things in the manners of 


3 Natzer than that old garb affume, 


= Which caly fuits a man at Rome. 


| 4 


Originals will always pleaſe, 


| And copies too, if done with eaſe. 


Would not old PI Aurus wiſh to wear, 


| Turx'd Emi hoſt, an Englih 1 1 


if Tnonx ron, rich in native wit, 


I Would make the modes and diction fit ? 
_ | Or, as I know you hate to roam, 


To fetch an inſtance nearer home; | 


Though in an idiom moſt unlike, 


| A fimilari CY muſt ſtrike, | 

of fimple nature fond, | 
In art and genius correſpond ; | 
And native both (allow the phraſe ; 
Which no one Engliſh word conveys) 


2 Wrapt up their ſtories neat and clean, 


Eaſy as= —— 


FA IZ u 5. 


31 oy Davits you men 


rie very man —not mere tranſlation, 
| But La FexTAINE by tranſmigration. 
— + + 


1 Your Hon act now—een borrow bees = 
His eaſy wit, his manly ſenſe, ; 


_— 


— 
— — 
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AUTHOR. 


Authors, as Dxvpzr's maxim runs 
Have w!:at he calls poetic ſons, 
Thus Mit rox, more correctly wild, 
Was richer 5perſer's lawful child: 
And Cuuacnitt, got on all the nine, 
Is Daypex's heir v ev'r, line. 
Thus DEATSs proves his parents plain, 
The child of EAS E, and La FON TAINE. 
| . Fn 22m Þ 
His muſe, indeed, the work ſecures. 
And aſks our praiſe as much as yours ; 
For, if delighted, readers too f 
May pay their thanks, as well as you. 
ZBut You, 1 (fo folks complain? 
For ever in this vein, | 
This proſe in — this meaſur d talk, 
This pace, that's neither trot nor walk, 
Aim at no flights, nor ſtrive to give 


Av THO KR. 


. o critics no offence, I hope) | 
Pn 10x ſhall live as long as PoE, 
Each in his manner ſure to pleaſe, 


While both have ſtrength, and both have eaſe; 


Vet though their various beauties ſtrike, 
Their eaſe, their ſtrength is not alike. 
Both with conſummate horſeman's ſkill, 
Ride as they lift, about the fill, 
But take, peculiar in their mode, 
Their favourite horſe, and favourite road. 
FTFor me, once fond of author-fame, 

Now forc'd to bear its weight and ſhame 

I have no time to run a race, : 
A traveller's my only pace. > 
They, whom their ſteeds unjaded bear 
Around Hydepark, to take the ar, 
May friſk and prance, and ride their fill, 
And go all paces which they will; 
Wie, hackney tits nay, never ſmile, 

Wo trot our ſtage of tairty mile, | 

Muſt travel in a conſtant plan, 

And run our journey, as we can. 

Le: 2 x > > F 
A eritic ſays, upon whoſe ſiceve 

Some pin more faith than you'll believe, 
That writings which as eaſy pleaſe, 
Are not the writings done with eaſe. 
Prom whence the inference is plain, 


| Your friend MaT Pn1on wrote with pain, | 


wo e 
With pain perhaps he might correct, 

With care ſupply each looſe defect, 
Vet ſure, if rhime, which ſeems to flow 
Whether its maſter will or no, * 
Ir humour, not by ſtudy ſought, 
Rut riſing trem immediate thought, 
Are proots of eaſe, what hardy name 
Shall eerdiſpute a Px Ions claim 
But fill your critic's obſervation 
Serikes at no PoE T's reputation, 


— 


| 


” n W a 


His keen reflection only hits 

Your rhiming fops and pedling wits. 
As ſome take ſtiffneſs for a grace, 

And walk a dancing-mafter's pace, 
And others, for familiar air 

Miſtake the flouching of a bear; 

So ſome will finicfly trim, 

And dreſs their lady-muſe too prim, 
Others, mere ſlovens in their pen 
(The mob of Lords and Gentlemen ) 
Fancy they write with eaſe and pleaſure, 
By rambling out of rhime and meaſure. 
And, on your critic's judgment, theſe. 
Write eaſily, and not with Easx. ' 


|| | There are, indeed, whoſe wiſh purſues, 


And inclination courts the muſe ; 
Who, happy in a partial fame, 

A while poſſeſs a poet's name, | 
But read their works, examine fair, 


| |—Shew me invention, fancy there, 


Taſte 1 allow ; but is the flow 


Of genius in them? Surely, na. 
Tis labour from the claſſic brain. 
Reed your own Apprson's CAmPAlGY. 


| E'en he, nay, think me not ſevere, 
A critic fine, of Latin ear, 


| |Whotoff'4 his claflic thoughts around 
Wich elegance on Roman ground, 


Juſt ſimmering with the muſe's flame 
Woos but a cool and ſober dame ; 
And all his Engl; rhimes expreſs 
But beggar-thoughts in royal dreſs. 
In verſe his genius ſeidom glows, 
A PozT only in his proſe, 


_ | Which rolls luxuriant, rich, and chaſte, 
| Improv'd by Fancy, Wit, and Tafte. 


5 F A 1 K w . ö 
L taſk you for yourſelf, my friend, 


4 ſubject you can ne'er defend, 


And yon cajole me all the while 


With diſſertations upon ſtile. 


Leave others wits and works alone, 

And think a little of your own), | 
For Fav, whenall is ſaid and done, 
Though a coy miſtreſs, may be won; 


You take to jingle caſy rhime, 


And write an EL RSV complete. 
Or, not a more laborious taſk, 


Io you not yen a Claſſc Mas 


Avr On. 


| With will at large, and unclogg'd wine", 


I durſt not ſoar to ſuch 4ig4 things. 
For I, who have more phlegm than fire, 


But when I read with admiration, 
Perhaps 11 write in ImITAT10N. 

P F III N p. 
But buſineſs of this monthly kind. 
Need that alone engroſs your mind. 


| Afſiftance muſt pour in a-pace, 


"New paſſengers will take a place, 


ne 


And half the thought, and pains, and time 8 


| Would make an Op z, would make a PAT, 
Done into Engliſh, MAL Tocn's way, 
Stretch out your more Heroic feet, | 


Pu 


ns Es he ca et _ 8 


1 1 0 * D's 


And then your friends — 
AUTH on. 


Aye, they indeed, 
Might make a better work ſucceed, 
And with the helps which they ſhall give, 
I and the Magazine ſhall live. 


Fun IE ND. 
Yes, „„ 
Avur uo. 


Tu live 2 Authors did before 


THE POET. 


AN Errors To c. ENURCBILL. 


FELL — ſhall] with you joy of fame, 

That loudly echoes CnuncniT T's name, 

And ſets you on the Muſes throne, 

Which right of conqueſt made your own ? 

Or ſhall I (knowing how unfit | 

The world e'tcems a man of wit, 

That whereſcever he appears, 

They wonder if the knave has ears). 

Addꝛreis with joy and lamencation, 

Cod bor NCR and 3 | 

As colleges, who auly bring 

Their meſs of verſe to every king, | 

Too a&con:mical in taſte, 

Their ſorrow or their joy to watte : 

Mix both together, ſweet and fow'r; 

And bind the thorn up with the flow'r ? | 

Sometimes tis Elegy, or Ode. 

Epiſlle now's your only mode. 

| Whether that ſtyle more glibly hits, 

The fancies of our rambling wits, 

Who wince and kick at all oppreſſion, 

| But love to ſtraggle in digrefſion; 

Or, that by writing to the Gu gr 

In letters, honours, or eſtate, ITS 

We lip more eaſy into fame, 

By clinging to another's name, 

And with their ſtrength our weakneſs 1 | 
As ivy climbs about an oak; | 

As Tur T-HunTExs will buzz **, 

About a FzLLow-CoMMONER, | 

Or Crows will wing a higher flight, 

When ſailing round the floating kite. 
Whate'er the motive, 'tis the Ds | 

And I will travel in the road. 

The faſhionable track purſue, | 

And write my fimple thoughts to You, 

Juit as they riſe from head ta heart, 

marſhall'd by the herald Art. 

By vanity or pleaſure led, 

| From thirſt of fame, or want of bread, 
Shall any ſtart up ſons of rhime : 

* EASY, or SUBLIME ? 


. 


FPO E M S. 
—You'd think, to hear what Critics ſay, 


Their labour was no more than play : 
And that, but ſuch a paltry ſtation 
Reflefts diſgrace on education, 
(As if we could at once forſake 
What educ a helps to make) 
Each render has ſuperior ſkill, 
And ca. write better waen he will. 

In ſhort, howe'er you tuil and drudge, 
| The world, the mighty world, is judge, 


— 
— 


I And nice and fanciful opinion 


Sways all the world with ſtrange dominion; 
Opinion ! which on crutches walks, 


7 And ſounds the words another talks. 


Bring me eleven Critics grown, 


| | Ten have no judgment of their own: 


ut, like the Cyclops watch the nod 
Of ſome informing maſter god: 

Or as, when near his lateſt breath, 
The patient fain would juggle death, 
When DocToxs fit in Cos uI TAT 
(Which means no more than converſation, 
A kind of comfortable chat 
'Mongſt ſocial friends, on This and That, 

As whether ſtocks get up or down, | 
| And tittle-tattle of the town; 
Books, pictures, politics, and news, 


One doctor writes, all take the fee. 
But eminence offends at once 


The owliſh eye of critic dunce, | 
_ IDvurLiNess alarm'd, collects her Force, 


And Fol Ly ſcreams till the is hoarſe. 
Then far abroad the Liner flies 
From all th' artillery of lies, 

Mar 1ce, delighted, flaps her wing, 
And Er1Gram prepares her ſting. 
Around the frequent pellets whiſtle 


* 


While every bloclhead ftrives to throw 
His ſhare of vengeance on his foe : 


A. 


 4A5 if it were a Shrove-tide game, 


And cocks and poets were the ſame. 

Thus ſhould a wooden collar deck 
Some woe-full *ſquite's embarraſs'd neck, 
When high above the croud he ſtands 
| With equi-diſtant ſprawling hands, 
And without hat, politely bare, 
Pops out his head totake the air; 
The mob his kind acceptance begs 


* * 


— 


If dirt, and ſtones, and addle- eggs. 


| OGrx1vs! though thy noble ſkill 
Can guide thy Pegaſus at will? 
Fleet let him bear thee as the wind— _ 


n Dur 1.xxss mounts up and clings behind, 
In vain you ſpur, and whip, and ſmack, 


|] You cannot ſhake her from your back. 
| IIl nature ſprings as merit grows, 

| Cloſe as the thorn is to the roſe. = 

Could HexcuLanzgvua's friendly earth 

Give Mz vius' works a ſecand birth, 
MarEvoLENCE, with lifted eycs, 
Would ſanctify the noble prize. 
1 While modern critics ſhould behold 

Their near relation to the «/d, 5 
And wond'ring gape at one another, 


To fee the likeneks of a brother. 


Wo lies with whom, 3 


I Opinions never di 


From Sa TIR E, Op, and pert krisrzzz | 


2 0 
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But with us r:4:ming moderns here, 
Critics are not the only fear; 

The poet's bark meets ſharper ſhocks 
From other fands, and other rucks. 

Not fuch alone who underſtand, 
Whoſe book and memory are at hand, 
Who ſcientific ſkill profeſs, 

And are great adepts—mvreor leſs ; 
(Whether diſtinguiſh'd by degree, 

write A. M. or ſign M. D. 

Or make advances ſomewhat higher 
And take a new degree of Sinz.) 

Who read your authors, Greek and Latin, 

And bring your ſtrange quotations pat in, 
As if each fentence grew more terſe 

From odds and ends, 1 
I 21 Alle 3 
S ſocial wits e ſenſe, 
| = — ” 

Which ſhouts —— bs neighbours, 
Wha know that thought produces pain, 

And deep reflection mads the — "hx | 
Au therefore, wiſe and prudent grown. . 
Have no idea of their own. 

But if the man of Natur: ſpeak, 
Advance their Bayonets of Greet, 

Ned heap — a2 fark © bſtence, 
She cannot give a friend aſſiſtance. 

Not theſe alone in judgment riſe, 

And ſhoat at genius as it flies, 

| But thoſe who cannot ſpell will Tatx, | 
| As women ſcold, who cannot walk. 
Voor man of habit, who's wound up 

E To eat and drink, and dine and ſup, 

- But has not either will or pow's 
To break out of his formal hour; 
Who lives by rule, and ne'er outgoes it; | 

Moves like a clock, and hardly knows it ; 
Who is a kind of breathing being, 

Which has but half the pow'r of ſeeing; 

: Who ſtands for ever on the brink, Os 
2 
Nor has one reaſon to fupply | 
Wherefore he does a thing, or why, 

But what be does proceeds fo right, 
You's think him always guided by tz 
yu poetry and vice together 

ſun and rain in April <veather, 

Holds rake and wit as things the ſame, ' 
And all the difference but aNamns. 
A Rake! Alas! how many wear 

The bruw of mirth, with heart of care 
The defperate wretch reflection flies, 


And ſhans the way where madneſs lies, 


Dreads each increafing pang of grief, 
And runs to For. v for relief, | 
There, midſt the momentary joys 
Of giddy mirth and frantic noiſe, 
FanroYeTFULXNESS, her eldeſt born, 
Imoaths the World's hate, and blockhead' don, 
Then PrzASunz wins upon the 
YeCanzy, go whiſtle tv the wind; 
Then welcome frolic, welcome whim ! 
The world is all alike to him. 

Diſtreſs is «I! in apfrehenſron ; 
I ceaſes when tis paſt prevention: 
And happineſs then preſſes near, 
When nor a oye _ nor a _ 


_ | Till every error ſeems to riſe 
To Sins of moſt gigantic ſize. 


P © E M S. 


— But you've enough, nor want my preaching, 
= I was never forra'd for — 


Will have their gides, and taunts, and * 

How will the ſober Cit abuſe, 

The ſallies of the Culprit muſe ; 

To her and Poet ſhut the door 

And whip the beggar, with his whore ! 
PotT - Foot ! a WatTcnl a Krave) 

A mere mechanic dirty flave ! 

What is his verſe, but 23 

| Within an arbitrary fence ? 

At beſt, but ringing that in rhime, 

Which proſe would ſay in half the time? | 

Meaſure and numbers ! what are thoſe 


| But arrificial chains or proſe ? 
Which mechaniſm quaintly joins 


In parallels of fee-ſaw lines. | 

1 y wanton writes 
n PinDar's at d' ye call em) — flights 

Log uneven meaſure, — and tall, 288 

No rhiming twice, now not ar all, 

| In curves and angles twirls about, 

Like Chineſe rauing, in and out. 


Thus when 1 


CulFd al! the /roeets, cull'd all the flowr” is 
The churl, whoſe dull i i 


I —— — 


Too groſs to reliſh nature s bloom, 

Or taſte her fmple rich 

Shall caſt them by as uſeleſs uf, 

And fly with keennefs to his—ſnuff. = 
Look round the world, not one in ten, 

inks Poets good, or honeſt men. | 

"Tis true their conduct, * 


Isits often looſe to eaſy vice. 
Perhaps their Tamperance will not paſs | 


The due rotation of the glaſs ; 


5 And gravity denies 'em pow'r 


T“ unpeg their hats at fach an hour. 

| Some vices muſt to all appear 

As conftitutional as Franz 

And every Moralift will find 

A ruling paſſion in the mind: 
Which, though pent up and barricado'® 
[Like winds, where olus bravado d; 


[Like chem, will fally from their den, 
I And raiſe a tempeſt now and then; 
| onkioge tome Favpaucy fam ber flaw | 


| And rufffle all the world of man. e 
—"Can authors then exemption dra 

W 1 

They err alike with all mankind, 
Yet not the ſame indulgence find. 
Their lives are more conſpicuous grown, 
More talk'd of, pointed at, and ſhewn. 


Thus fares it till, however had, 
With every wit, and ev'ry bard. 


| | His publick writings, private life, 


Nay more, his miſtreſs, or his wife, 
And ev'ry ſocial, dear connection, 
Muſt bear a critical diſſection; 

While friends connive, and dal hate, 
Scoundrels traduce, and block heads bat 
Perhaps you'll readily admit 

There's danger from the trading wit, 


' Male prudes we know, (thoſe driv'ling — 


0c A we ww in 
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And both beat up for volunteers. 
By intereſt, or by birth allied, 
Numbers flock d in on either ſide. 

1T to his weapons ran at once, 
While all the cry was ** down with Do xe! in 
Onward he led his ſocial bands, 
The common cauſe had join'd their hands. 
Yer even while their zeal they ſhow, 

gen'ral foe, 


Th it all to fight a duel. 
They op ell wht» duck 
To pinle and tilt at one another. | 
| Jealousof every puff of fame. 
The idle whiſt'ſing of a name, 
The property of half aline, = 
Whether a comma's yuur's or mine, 
Shall make a Bard a Bard engage, 
And ſhake the friendſhip of an age. 
But Jiffident and modeſt wit | 
Is always ready to ſubmit z 
Fearful of preſs and publication, 
Conſults a brotaer's obſervation, fy 
Talks of che maggot in his brains, | 
As hardly worth the critic pain; 
If ought diſguſts the ſenſe or ear, 
% You cannot, fir, be too ſevere, 
_ *© Expunge, correct, do what you will, 8 
I leave it to ſuperior ſill ; | 
* Exert the office of a friend, 5 
«© You may oblige but can't offend.” 
'This Bard too has his private clan, 
Where He's the great, the only man. 
Here, while the bottle and the bowl 
Promote the joyous flow of foul, | 
l And ſenſe of mind, no doubt, grows * 
When filing legs can ſtand no longer) | 
mphatic judgment takes the chair, 
And damns about her with an air. 
Then each, ſelf-puff'd, and hero grown, | 
Able to cope with hoſts alone, | | 
Draweanſir like, his murders blends, 
_ Firſt flays his foes, and then his fricads. . 
While your good word, or 3 | 
Can lend a brother reputation; | 
While verſe of preface quaintly penn d, 
On raiſe the conſequence of friend, 
How viſlible the kind affeftion! 
= cloſe the partial fond connection! 
en He is quick, and Pm diſcerning, 
My judgment's ſtrong, and His is chaſte ; | 
And BoTu—ay Born, are men of . 
Should you nor ſteal nor borrow aid, 
And fer up for yourſelf in trade, 
Reſolv'd | fot mr to ſhow 
That 'tis not always Wit and Co. 
Feelings, before unknown, ariſe, 
And Cenius looks with — — 
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| Though thouſands may arrive at fame, 


Yet never take one path the ſame, 
An Authors vanity or pride 

Can't bcar a neighbour by his ſide, 
Although he but delighted goes 


| Alorg the track which nature ſhows, 


| Nor ever madly runs aſtray, 

To croſs his brather in his way. 

And ſome there are, whoſe narrow minds, 
Center d in ſelf, ſelf always blinds, 

Who. at a friend's re-echoed praiſe, 


Which their own voice conſpir d to raffe, 


Shall be more deep and inly hurt, 
I han from a foe's inſulting dirt. 
And ſome, too timid to reveal 


— 


| That glow of heart, and forward zeal, 


Which words are ſcanty to expreſs, 
Nut friends muſt feel from friends” ſucreſs, 
When full of hopes and fears, the Muſe, 

{ Which every breath of praiſe purſues, 
Wou' d open to their free embrace, 

Meet her with ſuch a blaſting face, 


| i hat all the brave imagination, 


Which ſeeks the ſun of approbation, 
| No more its early bloſſoms tries, 


_ Jut curis its tender leaves, and dies. 


Is there a man whoſe genius ſtrong, 
Kalls like a rapid ſtream along, 


V/ hnſe : Arſe. lor g hid in c? -wful niz, 


— — 


. ulis on us like a flood of light, 
| whole acting comprehenſive mind 
1 by alks fancy's region's, unconfin'd ; 3 


nom, nor the ſurly ſ nſe of price, 


| Nor affection, warps ande; 
| Who dr2gs no author from his ſhelf, 
I Li, talk on with an eye to f-if ; 


relef, alike, in converſation, 
of cenſure, or of approba. ion; 


ho freely thinks, and freely ſpeatt;, 

F | And meets the Wit he never ſeeks; 

_ | Whoſe reaſon calm, and judgment cool, ; 
| Can pity, but not hate a fol; | 


Who can a hearty praiſe beitow, 
If merit ſparkles in a foe; 


Who buld and open, firm: and true, - 


a f Flatters no friends - yet loves them too: . 
ſcendnscnitt will be the laſt to knew 


POSTS, 
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1 N Ruſſel-ftrect, — is 


Between two poſts a ſtrange debate. 


l wo potts—aye poſts—for poſts can ſpeak, 
In Latin, Hebrew, French or Greek, | 


{ One Rubric thus addreſs'd the other: 


© A noble ſituation, brother, 
«© With authors lac'd from top to toe, 
6. . ſhaw, 


= 


4 
© The Diaicgues of famous dead *, 
« You know how much they're bought and read. 
Gy e again we raiſe their ghoſts, 
., And make them chat through us two poſts z 
** Athing's half finiſh'd well begun, 
** Sotake the authors as they run. 
 *© The liſt of names is mighty fine, 
** You look down this, and I that line. 
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Though the ſun in its glories decreaff, 
| Of his beams in the evening is ſhorn, 
Yet he riſes with joy from the eaſt, 

And repairs them again in the morn. 


But what can youth's ſunſhine recall, 
Or the bloſſoms of beauty reſtore ? 
When its leaves are beginning to fall, 


| 


* Here's Por x and Swir r, and STEEL E and Gay, Itdies, and is heard of no more. 


And Cox en EV, in the modern way. 
Whilſt you have thoſe, I cannot ſpeak, 
But ſound moſt wonderful in Greek. 
A Dialogue I ſhould adore it, 
* With ſuch a ſhow of names before it. 
«© Modern, your judgment wanders _ 

The antient Rubric ſtrait reply d. 
* It grieves me much, indeed, to find 
We never can be of a mind, 
| ©. Refore one door, and in one ſtreet, 
Neither ouriclves nor thoughts can meet, 
© And we, as brother oft with brother, 

Are at a diſturce from each other. 
' FSuppoſe among the letter d dead, 

Some author ſhould erect his head, 
*© And ſtarting from his Rubric, pop 
*© Dire&tly into Davies ſhop, 
«© Turn o'er the leaves, and look about 
_ ©. To find his own opinions out; 
_ «© Dye think one author out of ten 
. Would know his ſentiments again ? 
Thinking, your authors differ leſs in, 
Than in their manner of expreſſing. 
<< *Tis ſtile which makes the writer known, 
The mark he ſets upon his own. | 


©* LetConGrEve ſpeak as CONGREVE writ, . 


And keep the ball up of his wit; 
* Let Swir r be Swir r, nor e er demean 
© The ſenſe and humour of the Dr Ax. 
Een let the antients reſt in peace, 
Nor bring good tolks from Rome or Greece 
To give a cauſe for paſt tranſactione, 
„They never dreamt of in their actions. 
I can't help quibbling, brother pott, 
* *Twere better we ſhould /ay the ghoſt, 
1 But twere a talk of real merit | 
« Could we contrive to raiſe their Spirit. 


4 J own has reaſon in his way, 

„ On Dialogues to bear fo hard, 

44 Is playing with a dangerous card; 

« Writers of rank are ſacred things, 

«© Andcruſh like arbitrary kings. 

« Perhaps your ſentiment is right, 
06 Heav'n grant we may not ſuffer by't. 
% For ſhould friend Da viEs overhear, 
„He'll publiſh ours another year. 


* By Lord Lyttleton. | 


— — 
HOU GH winter its deſolate train 


Of froſt and of tempeſt ing 
Vet Flora ſteps forward again, * 


And nature rejoices in ſpring, 


The ſpri pring-time of love then employ, 
"Tis a lefſon that's eaſy to learn, 

For Cupid's a vagrant, a boy, 

And his ſeaſons will never return. 

S 
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HALL I, from worldly friend eftrang'd, 
Embitter'd much, but nothing * 5 
1 that affection firm and true, 
Which Gratitude excites to You ; 
Shall I indulge the Muſe, or ſtifle 
| This meditation of a trifle ? 
But you, perhaps, will kindly ta 
The trifle for the Giver's ſake, 


I Who only pays his grateful Mite, _ 
_ | The juſt acknowledgment of Right, 


As to the Landlord duly ſent 


A pepper-corn ſhall paſs for rent. 


Yet Trifles often ſhew the Man, 
More than his ſettled Life and Plan: 

| Theſe are the ſtarts of inclinatien ; | 

Thoſe the mere gloſs of EpucaTion, 

Which has a wond' rous knack at turning 
A Blackhead to a man of 5 
And, by the helpof form and place, 
The child of Sin to babe of Grace. 


Not that it alters Nature quite, 


| And ſets perverted Reaſon right, 
But, like Hypoeriſy, conceals 


| The very paſſions which ſhe feels; 
Peace, brother, peace, * 67. | 


And claps a Vizor on his face, 
To hide us from the World's diſgrace, 
Which, as the firſt Appearance ftrikes, 
Approves of all things, or diſlikes. 


| |Likethe fond fool with eager glee, 


Who fold his all, and put to ſea, 
Lur'd by the calm which ſeemed to ſleep 


Jon the ſmooth ſurface of the Deep; 


| Nor dreamt its waves could proudly riſey 


Aud toſs up mountains at the ſkies. 


APPEARANCE is the only thing, 
A King's a Wretch, a Wretch a King. 


: Undreſs them both—You King, ſuppoſe 
For once you wear the beggar's cloaths ; 


Cloaths that will take in every air; 


_ | —Bleſs me! they fit you to a hair. 
No you, Sir Vagrant, quickly don 


The robes his Majefty had on. 
And now, O Won d, ſo wondrous wiſe, 
Who ſee with ſuch diſcerning eyes, 


Put obſervation to the Stretch, 
Come==which is King, and which is Wretch ? | 
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To cheat this World, the hardeft taſk 

Is to be conſtant to our Maſk. 

Externals make direct impreſſions 

And maſks are worn by all Profeſſions. 
What need to dwell on topics ſtale ? 

Of Parſons drunk with wine or ale? 

Of Lawyers, who with face of braſs, 

For lex-ged &hetoricians paſs ? 

O! Scientific Doctors big, 

Hid in the pent-houſe of their wig ? 

Whoſe converſation hardly goes 

Beyond half words, and hums ! and Oh's! 

Of Scholars, of ſuperior 7. aſte, 

Who cork it up for fear of waſte, 

Nor bring one bottle from their ſhelves, 

But keep it always for themſelves ? 

Wretches like theſe, my Soul diſdains, 

And doubts their hearts as well as brains. 

Suppoſe a Neighbour ſhould defire 

To light a candle at your fire, 

Would it deprive your flarae of Light, 


Becauſe another profits by t? FER 


But youth muit often pay its court, 

| To theſe great Scholars, by reports 
Who live on hoarded reputation, 
Which dires no riſque of Converſation, 
And boaſt within a ſtore of Knowledge, 
Sufficient, bleſs us ! for a College, 

But take a prudent care, no doubt, 
That not a grain ſhall ſtraggle out; 
And are of wit too nice and fine, 

To throw their pearl and gold to Sw.ncz 
And therefore, to prevent deceit. 

Think every Man a Hug they meet. 
Theſe may perhaps as Scholars "EE - 
Who hang themebves out for a Mu. . 
What ſigniſies a Lion's ſkin, _ 

[f it evunceals an Afs within? 

If thou'rt a Lion, prithee roar; TO 

I Aſs—bray once, and ſtalk no more; 
In words as well as Looks be wile, 

_ Silence is folly in Diſguiſe ; | 

With ſo much wifdom bottied up, 
Uncorlc and give your friends a ſup. | 

| What need your nor lings thus to fore * 
Why place the Dial in the Grave ? ; 
A fig tor Wit and Reputation, | 

Which ſneaks from all Communication. 

Fo in the poſt-bag, check by jole, 
Letters will go from pole to pole, 
Which may contain a wond' rous deal; 
But then they travel under ſeal, 
And though they bear your wit about, 
Fuet who ſhall ever find it out, 5 

Till truſty Wax foregoes its uſe, 

And ſets impriſon'd meaning looſe ? 
Vet idle folly often deems ” 
What Man muſt be from what "6 WRAP 3 

As if, to look a dwelling o'er, | 
You'd go no farther than the Door. 

Mark yon round Parſon, fat and ſleek, 
Who preaches only once a Week, 
Whom Claret, Sloth, and Ven'ſon join 
To make an ort lader Divine 
Whoſe Holineſs receives its beauty 
From income large, and little Duty ; | 
Who loves the Pipe, the Glaſs, the Smock, 
And keep; —a Cure tor his Finck. 
TER. 2 | © 
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| Should go to make a ſound divine; 
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The world, obſequious to his nod, 
Shall huil this oily man of God, 

While the poor prieft, with half a ſcore 
Of prattling infants at his Door, 
Whoſe ſober wiſhes ne'er regale 
Beyond the homely jug of Ale, 

Is hardly *ecm'd companion fit 

For man of Wealth, or min of Wit, 
4+ hough learn'd perhaps and wiſe as _ 
W ho figns with ſtar ug S. I. 

And full of ſacerdotal "+" 


I Lays God and Duty both ſide. 


« "This Curate, tay you. !earn'd and wiſe? 
„ Why docs not then this Carate riſe? 
This Curate then, at forty-!4re, 

(Years which become 1 Curacy ) 

At no great mart of Letters bred, 


| Had ftrange odd notions in his head, 


That Parts, and Books, and Application, | 


3 Furniſh'd all means of Fducition ; 


And that a pulpiteer ſhouls know 


More than his gaping flock bel-v ; 5 


1 hat Learning was not got with pain, 
T0 be forgotten all agein; | 
That Latin words, and rumbiing Greeks, 
However charming ſounds w (peak, 
Apt or unapt in each Quotation, 


| Were 1/5 on a Congregation, _ 
Who cnuld net undei ſtand one word 


Or all the learned ſtuff they heard ; 
hat ſomething more than preaching fine, 


That Church and Pray'r, and holy Sundays 
V. erc no excuſe for ſinful Monday ; 5 
That pious doctrine, pious Life, 
Should both make one, as Man and Wiſe. 

Thinking i in this uncommon Mode, 
So out of all the p. ieſtly road, 5 
What man alive can e' er ſuppoſe, 

Who marks the way PREFERMEST goes 
That ſhe ſhould ever find ner way 
To this pcr Curate's houſe of lay? 

Such was the Prieft, ſe (trwgcly wiſe ! 
He could not bow How ſhould He riſe ? 
Learped He was, d teeply read, 

Hut what of that — nut duly bred. 
For he had ſuck'd no gramwai cules 

Fr. in Royal founts, or Pub ic ichools, 
Nor gain'd a ſingle Corn or: Knowledge 
From that vaſt Granary—a College. 


140 Sranary, which focd ſppi.es | 
+ To vermin 0; uncurmen S'ze. 


Aye, now indeed the Mitter's clear, 
There is a mighty errut kere. 
A public ſchool's the place alone, 
Where Talente may be duly k1own. 


Ic has, no doubt, its imp-<rfeftions, 


But then, ſuch Friendia;; 3 ! ſuch connefiiens ! 
The Parent, who has torm'd his Plan, 8 
And in his Child conſider'd Man, 


| What is his grand and golden Rule ? 


C Make your connections, Ct:1d, at School. 
„% Mix with "_ Equale, fly 112 teriors, 


IJ But follow ci. your £:7erivrs 5 ; 


© On them your ev'ry Hope dCpCT.i:3y 
E Be prudent, I om, get . riends; 
And therefore like a ſp:der wat, 


2 2 
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4 And ſpin your Web about the greats 
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I my Lord's Genius wants ſupplies, 

% Why—You muſt make his Exercife. 
© Let the young Marquis take your Place, 
% And bear awhipping for his Grace. 

© Suppoſe (ſuch Things may happen once) 

6 The Nobles wits, and You the Dunce, 

% Improve the means of Education; 

„ And learn commodious Adulation, 

4 Your Maſter ſcarcely holds it fin, 

* Hechucks his Lordfhip on the Chin, 

C And would not for the World rebuke, 

© Beyond a pat, the ſchool-boy Duke. 

© The Paſtor there, of hat's the Place? 

c With ſmiles eternal in his Face, 

c With dimpling cheek, and ſnowy hand, 
% "That ſhames the whiteneſs of his band 


1 
«© Whoſe mincing Dialect abounds 


de In Hums and Hahs, and half form'd ſounds ; 


«© Whofe Elocwion, fine and chaſte, 


„ Lays his commands with judgment vaſt z 


: — 


| «6 Theſe were the means that made him tiſe, 


© And leſt the Company ſhould hear, 
© Whiſpers his Nothings in your Ear; 
% 'Fhink you 'twzs Zeal, or Virtue's Care 
% That placed the ſmirking Doctor there? 
© No twas Connections form'd at Schoo! 
«© With fome rich Wit, or noble Foot, 
% Obſequious Flattery, and Attendance, 
„„ A wilful, uſeful, baſe dependance; 
% A ſupple bowing of the Knees 
10 To any human God you pleaſe. 
For true good- breeding's fo polite, 
„% would call the very Devil white} 
_ «« Twas watching others” thifting Wilt, 
1 And veering to and fro with ſkit: 


Mind your connections, and be wiſe.” 
 Methinks I hear ſen Tom reply, | 
ll be a Biſhop by and by. 5 
Connections at a public School 
Win offen ſerve a wealthy Fool, 
By lending him a letter d Knare 
To bring him Credit, or to ſave; 


And Knavery gets a profit rca/, I 


By giving parts and worth ideal 
The child that mark: this ſlaviſh Plan; 
Will make his Fortune when a Man. 
While honeſt Wit's ingenious Mer? 
FEnjoys his pitrance, and his ſpirit. 
The Strength of public Education 


Is quick ning Parts by EmutaTion ; | 
And Emulation will create 23s | 


In narrow minds a jealous ſtate, 

Which ſtifled for a courſe of Years, 

From want of Skill or mutual Fears, 
\ Breaks ont in manhood with a zeal, 


Which none but rival Wits can fee!. 


For when good people Wits commence; . 
They loſe all other kind of ſenſe; 
(The maxim makes you ſmile, J ſee, 
| Retort it when you pleaſe on me ;) 
One writer always hates another, 
As Emperors would kill a brother, 
Or Empreſs Queen to rule alone, 
Pluck down a Huſband from the throne. - 
When tir'd of Friendſhip and alliance, 
Each fide ſprings forward to defiance, 
Inveterate Hate and Reſolution, 


Faggot and Fire and Perſecytion, 
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| Is all their aim, and all their Cry, 


Though neither fide can tell you why. 
toit they run like valiant Men, 
And (laſh about them with their Pen. 

What Inkthed ſprings from Altercaticn ! 
hat loppings off of Reputation! 
You might as ſoon huth ſtormy Weather, 
And bring the North and South together, 


4 As reconcile your letter'd foes, 


Wh come to all things but dry blows. 
Your deſperate lovers wan and pale, 
As needy culprits in a jail, 
Who muſe and doat, and pine, and die, 
Scorch'd by the light'ning of an eye, 
For ladies? eyes, with fatal ſtroke, 
Will blaſt the verieſt heart of oak) 
Will wrangle, bicker, and complain, 


IXterely to make it up again. 5 
Though ſwain look glum, and miſs look fiery, 
_ [Tis nothing but amantium iræ, SER 


And all the progreſs purely this 
| A trown, a pout, a tear, a kiſs. 


Thus love and quarrels (April weather) 


Like vinegar and oil together, 

Join in an eaſy mingled itcife, 

To make the fallad up of life. 
Love ſettles beſt from altercation, 
As liquors after fermentation. 


Between two bulky bodies jamm'd, 
Did you ne'er writhe yourſelf about, 
To find the ſeat and cuſhion out? 


How diſagreeably you fit, 


With b——m awry, and place unfit, 
Till ſome kind jolt o'er ill- pav'd town, 


| | Shall wedge you cloſe, and nail yon down, 


So fares it with your fondling dolts, 
And all love's quarrels are but jolts. 
When tiffs ariſe, and words of ſtrife 
Turn one to two in man and wife, | 
; (For that's a matrimonial courſe 


And ev'ry married man is certain | 
T' attend the lecture call'd the curtain 
Though not another word is ſaid, 


Which yoke-mates muſt go through perforeth : 


When once the couple are in bed: 
p There things their proper channel keep, 
15 (They make it up, and go to ſleep ) 


T heſe fallings in and fallings out, 
Sometimes with cauſe, but mott without, 
| Are but the common modes of ftrife, 


Which eil the ſprings of married life, 


Where ſameneſs would create the ſpleen. 


| For ever ſtupidly lerene, 


Obſerve yon downy bed to make it, 
You toſs the feathers up and ſhake it. 


; | 50 fondneſs ſprings from words and ſcuffline, 


As beds lie ſmootheſt after ſhuffling. 


_ |" Butauthors? wranglings will create 
_ The very quintefſence of hate; | 


Pence is a fruitleſs vain endeavour, | 
Sworn toes for once, they're foes fot ever. 
oh! had itpleas'd my wider better 


| That I had never taſted letters, | 
I Then ne Parnaſſian maggots bred, 


Like fancies in a madman's head, 
No graſpings at an idle name, | 
No childich hope af fatyge fame, 


. In a ſtage- coach, with lumber cramm . 
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No impotence of wit had ta'en 
poſſeſſion ? my muſe -ſtruck brain. 
er had my birth, with fortune fit, 
Varniſh'd the dunce, or made the wit; 
I had not held 2 thameful place, 

Nor letters pad me with diſgrace. 
—0 for a pittance of my own, 
That I miglit live unſought, unknown |! 

Retir'd from all this pedant ftr.te, 

Far from the cares of buit ling !'fe ; 
Far from the wits, the furls, the great, 
And all the little world I hate. 


THE MILK-MAID. 


HOF'ER for pleaſure plans a ſcheme, 
| Will find it vaniſh like a dream, 
Affording nothing ſound or real, 
Where happineſs is al: deal; 
In grief, in joy, or either ſtate, 
Fancy will always antedate, 
And when the thoughts on evil pore, 
Anticipation makes it more. 
Thus while the miud the future ſees, 
It cancels all its preſent eaſe. 
Is Pleaſure's ſcheme the point in view z 
How eagerly we all purſue! 255 
Well — Tueſday is th appointed 1 's 
Ho ſlowly wears the time away 
How dull the interval between, | 
How darken'd o'er with clouds of ſpleen, | 
Did not the mind unlock her treaſure, 
And fancy feed on promis d pleaſure. 
DTA ſurveys, with curious eyes, 
The clouds collected in the ſxies; 5 
Withes no ſtorm may rend the air, 
And Tueſday may be dry and fair; 
And U look round, my boys, and prays 
That Tueſday may be holiday. 
Things duely ſettled - hat remains ? 
Lo! "Tueſday comes —alas ! it rains; 
And all our viſionary ſchemes 
Have died away, like golden dreams. 
Once ona time, a ruſtic dame, 
{No matter for the lady's name) . 
Wrapt up in deep imagination, 
Indulg'd her pleaſing contemplation ; 
| While on a bench ſhe took her ſeat, 
And plac'd the milk-pail at her feet, 
Oft in her hand ſhe chink'd the pence, 
Tue profits which aroſe from thence; 
"While fond ideas fill'd her brain, 
Of layings up, and monſtrous gain, 
Till every penny which the told, 
Creative fancy turn'd to gold; 
And reaſoning thus from computation, 
She ſpolce aloud her meditation. | | 
«<< Pleaſe heav'n but to preſerve my healthy 


No doubt I ſhall have ſtore of wealth; 3 


It muſt of conſequence enſue 

«< I ſhall have ſtore of lovers too. : | 
4 Oh ! how I'll break their ſtubborn heart; | 
& With all the 2 of female arts. 
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% What Suitors then will kneel before me. 
& Lords, Earls, and V'ſcounts ſhall adore me. 
«« When in my gilded coach | ride, 

| © My Lady at his Lord ip's fide, 

e How will I laugh at all I meet 

& Clatt"ring in pattens down the ſtreet *! 

«© And Loxnix then Fif mind no more, 
© Howe'er I loy'd him heretotore; 


} 6e Or, if he talks of plighted truth, 


„ will not hear the fimple youth, 

© But riſe indignant from my ſeat. 

4e And ſpurn the Jubber from my feet. 

Actian, alas ! the ſpeaker's grace, 

Ne'er came in mare improper place, 

For in the toſſing forth her thoe, 

What fancied blifs the maid oe orthrew ! 

w hile down at once, with hideous fall, 

une lovers, wealth, and milk, and all, 
Ih: fancy ever — to roam, 


* 


Iko b. ing the gay materials home; 


i mag in tion forms the dream, 
nd accident deſtroys the ſcheme, 


THE REV. MR- $COT. 


| MONGST i os. 


5 IF Depends on Rank and Situation 3 


And men increaſe in fame and worth, 


I Not from their merits, but their Birth. 


Thus he 1s born to live obſcure, 
Who has the ſin of being poor ; 
While wealthy dullneſs Jol!s at eaſe, 
And is as witty as you pleaſe. 


«© The very Thing ! Bravo! Divine!” 
And ten "ts buzz d from Routc to Raute, 
While ladies whiſper it about, 

„ Well, I proteſt, a charming hit! 

« His Lord/hip has a deal of wit: 

«© How elegant that double ſenſe l 


_} cc Perdigions / waftly fine J immenſe 8 


When all my iord has ſaid or done, 


; | | Was but (he letting off a pun. | 
Mark the fat Cir, whoſe good round lum, | 


Amounts at leaſt to half a Plumb ; | 
Whoſe ckarict whirls him up and down 
Some three or four miles out of town; 


—_ - * 
—— 


or thither ſober folks repair, 


To take the Dyſt which they call air. 

Dail folly (net the wanton wild 

] Imagination's younger child) 

Has taken lodgings in his face, 

As finding that a vacant place, 

And peeping from 4's windows, tells 

To all beholders, where ſhe dwells. 

Yet once a week, this purſe- proud cit 4 | 

Shall ape the ſallies of a wit, 

| And after ev'ry Sunday's dinner, 

To prieftly ſaint, or city finner, | 

Shall tell the ſtory o'er and o'er, 

* Has told a thouſand oo ; 
2 


A FAMILIAR EPISTLE. 


FROM THE REV. MR. HANBURY'S HORSE, io 


„ What did his Lord/hip Tay ?—O | "ROY 
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Like gameiters, who, with eager zeil, 
Talk the game oer between the deal. 
Mark ! how the fools and knaves admire 
And chuckle with their Sunday ſquire: 
While he looks ple is d ut ev'ry gueſt, 
And lwghs much l uder than the reſt ; 
And cackling with inceſſint grin, 
*Triples the Dcuble of his chin. | 
Birth, rank, and wealth, have wond'rous ſkill ; 
Mkr Wits and Stateſmer when they will; 
While genius h Id we ei mation, 
Fromm lu-kleſs want of S n⁰ν,ti on; 
And, mou clouded ſcenes of life, 
He takes dame poverty to wife, 
Howe'er he work and teize his brain, 
His pou..1 of wi* 7.arce weighs a grain; 


While wich his r. N i ir avounds, 
And one light g: in ſwelle out to pounds, 


Receive, good fir, wth aſpect kind, 
This wanton ga//9p of th: mind; | 


But, fince all things increaſe in worth, 


rtion'd to their rwk and buth ; 


| Left you ſhould think the letter baſe, 


While I ſupply the poet's place, 
F'll cel! you whence and what I am, 


My Breed, my Bloc, my Sire, my Dam. 


My Sire was PIN DAR's Eagle, fon 


Of Pegaſus of HE LI oN; 


My Dam, the Hipfograph, which whirl'd 
Aft>lpho to the lunar world. 


Boch high-bred things of mettled bled, 


The beſt in all AroLrto's ſtud.  _ 
Now Cx1T1cs here would bid me ſpeak. 


The ot p horſe language, that is, Greek . 


For Hot x made us talk, you know, 


Almoſt three thouſand years ago; 


And men of Tae and Judgment yIx k, 


Allow the paſſage is divine. 


Dey were fine mettled things indeed, 


And of peculiar ſtrength and breed; 


What leaps they took, how far and wide | 


| — They'd take a country at a ſtride. 
Hou great each leap, Lon dix us knew, 


| Who from dimenſions ta'en of two, 
Affirms, with equal ardour whirld, 


A third, good lord ! would clear the world. Z 


But till ſome learned wight ſhall ſhew 


: If Accents Must be us'd, or no, = 
A doubt, which puzzles all the wiſe _ 
Of giant and of pigmy ſize, 


Who waſte their time, and fancies vex 


With aſper, lenis, circumflex, 


And talk of mark and punctuation, : 


As twere a matter of ſalvation ; 


For when your pigmies take the pen 
They fancy they grow up to Men, 


And think they keep the world in awe 
Ry brandiſhing a very Str aww 3 


Tin they have clear'd this weighty doubt, 


Which they'll be centuries about, 


As a plain nag, in homely phraſe, 


u uſe the language of cur days; 
And, for this firſt and only time, 
Juſt make a ner in eaſy rhime. 
Nor let it ſhock your thought or ſight, 
That thus a uadruped ſhould w.ite ; 
Read but the papers, and you'll ſer 


More prodigies of wit than me; 
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Groxvn men and Sparr;<vs t iught to dane 
By monſicur Paſſerat from France; ö 
The /carned dog, the lcarned mare, N 
The learned bird, the /curned hare; 
And all are fa/ftionable too, 
And play atcards as well as you. 
Of paper, pen, and ink poſſeſs d, 
With faculties of writing bleft, 
Why ſhould not I then, Hownny/wn bred 
{A word that muſt be ſern, not ſaid) 
Rid you of all that anxious care, | 
Which goud folk feel for good and fair, 
And which your looks betray'd indeed, 
To more diſcerning eyes of ſteed ; | 
When in the ſhape of uſeful hack, 
I bore a poet on my back? 8 
Know, ſafely rode my maſter's bride, 
The bard before her for my guide. 
Vet think not, fir, his awkward care 
Enſured protection to the fair. 
No conſcious of the prize I bore, 
My wayward footſteps flipt no more. 
For though I ſcorn the Pcet's ſkill, 
My miſtreſs guides me where ſhe will. 
HAbſtract in wond'rous ſpeculation, 
Loft in laborious meditation, 
As whether twould promote Sublime 
If S'{ver could be pair'd in rhyme; 
Or, as the word of ſweeter Tune, 18 
Monti might be clink'd inſtead of moon | 
No wonder poets hardly know | 
Or what they do, or where they go. 
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_ | Whether they ride or walk the ſtreet, 
Their heads are always on their fee: 3; 


They now and then may get aſtride 


| Thi ideal Pegaſus, and ride 


 Prodigious journeys—round a room, 
As boys ride cock-horſe on a broom. 
Whether Acroftics teize the brain, 
Which goes a hunting words in vain, 
{For words moſt capitally fin 
| Unleſs their letters right begin.) 

S ince how to man or woman's name, 
C ould you or I Acroftic frame. 
Or make the faring letters join, 
To form the word Mat tells us thine, 


| | Unleſs we'ad right initials got, 
2 S, C, O, 7 and ſo made Scot 2G 


Or whether Rebus, Riddlc's brother | 
(Both which had DulLNE8S8s for their mother) 


1 | Employ the gentle poet's care, 


To celebrate ſome town or fair, 


Wich all ad Hibitum he flits 


| For y-u to pick it up by bits, 


| Some city's or ſome lady's name; 


As when a worm is cut in twain, 
It joins and is a warm again; 3 
| When thoughts /o weighty, ſo intenſe. 
Above the reach of common ſenſe, 
Diſtract and twirl the mind about, | 
Which fain would hammer ſomething out ; 
4 kind diſcharge relieves the mind, 
As folks are eas'd by breaking wind ; 
Whatever whims or maggots bred 
Take place of ſenſe in poet's head, 
They fix themſelves without controu!. 
| Where'er its ſeat is on the fu! 
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den, like your heathen idols, we 
Have eyes indeed, but cannot ſee. 
Ac, for I take the poet's part, 
And for my blood, am Bard at heart) 
For in reflection deep immerit, 
The man muſe-bitren and be-w/?, 
Neglectful of extern.s all, 
Will run his head againſt a wall, 
Walk, through a river as it flowe, 
Nor ſee the bridge before his noſe. 
Are things like theſe equeſtrians fit 
To mount the back of mettled tit ? 
Are but farewell, for here comes Beb, 
And I muſt ſerve ſome hackney job; 
Fetch letters, or, for recreation, 
Tran ort the bard to our Plurtatian. | 
Roberts joins compts with Burnam Black, 
Your humble EY Harbury 8 hack. 
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ATTENPTED IN THE MANNER oF MR. C. 


DENIS. 


INSCRIBED TO I. WILKES E 2 


| Lu- v labetu i omne <elubilis cum. 9 Hon. 


Diſdains the prudiſh Affectat ion 
gloomy Folks, who love to fit 
As Doctors u at Conſultation, 
Permit me, in familiar Strain 
Io ſteal you from the idle hour 
Of combating the Non TUN Tuaxr, 
And all his pupper tools of Pow'r. 
Shame to the Wretch, if ſenſe of ſhame 
Can ever touch the miſcreant's breaſt, 
Who dead to virtue as to fame, 
(A Monſter whom the Gods deteſt) 
Turns traitor to himſelf. to court, 
Or Miniſter or Monargh's ſmile ; 
And dares, in infolence of ſport, 
Invade the CHAR TEx of our ifle. 
| But why ſhould I, who only ftrive 
VBy telling of an eaſy tale, 
To keep attention half alive 
*Gainit Bobo AN and FLiMxAP rail? 
For whether Ex6cLAnD be the name, 
(Name which w're taught no mare to prize) | 
Or Ba T Alx, it is all the ſame, 
The Lilliputian Stateſmen riſe 
Io malice of gigantic ſize. 
Let them enjoy their warmth a while, 
Truth ſhall regard them with a ſmile. 
While you, like Gut LIVE, in ſport 
Piſs out the fire and ſave the Court. 
Put to return—The tale is old ; 
Indecent, truly none of mine — 


** 
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What BrROATDus gravely told; 


I read it in that ſound divine. 
And for indecency, you know 
He had 4 faihionable turn, 


As prim obſervers clearly ew 


In other Parſon, Doctor STERN RK. 


Vet Por x denies it all defence, 


And call it, bleſs us! Want of ſenſe. 
But e en the decent Po E can write 
* Of battles, corks, and maiden fight, 


Of charming beauties leſs in fight, 


Of the more ſecret precious hair, 
T* And ſomething elſe of little _ 
You know where. 


If ſuch Authorities prevail, 


To varnich oer this petty ſin, 


II plead a pardon for my tale, 


And having hemm'd and cough' FU EW 


A Genius (one of thoſe I mean, 


We read of in the Arabian nights; 


Not ſuch as every day are ſeen 


At Bob's or Arthur's, whilom White”: „ 
| For howſoe'er you change the name, 

The Clubs and Meetings are the ſame; 

Nor thoſe prodigious learned folks, 


1 Your Haberdaſhers of ſtale Jokes, 


Who dreſs them up fo neat and clean 
For News-paper or Magazine; 

But one that could play wand':ous tricks, 
Changing the very courſe of Nature, 
Not As MoD⁰EUs on two ſticks 
Or ſage CAA A could do greater.) 
Once on a tine incog came down 
From his equivocal dominions, 

And travell'd o'er a country town 

To try folks tempers and opinions. 
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(For had the cobler known the king. 
Lord! it would quite have fpoil'd the thing; 
In ſtrange diſguiſe he ſſily went 

And ſtump'd along the high-way track, 
With greaſy knapſack at his back; 


 ] Andnow the night was pitchy dark, 


Without one ſtar's indulgent ſpark, 


I Whether he wanted fleep or not, 


Is of no conſequence to tell ; 


: A bed and lodging muſt be got, 


For genuiſes live always well. 


T At the belt houſe in all the — : 7 


(It was th' attorney's you may ſwear) 


15 He Knock 'd as he'd have beat it down, 


Knock as you would, no entrance there. 


: But from the window cried the dame, 

Io, firrah go, from whence you came. 

83 Here, Nell, John, Thomas, ſce who knocks, 
Fellow, I'll put you in the ſtucks. 


| Be gentle ma'am, the Genius cried : 
| Have mercy on the wand'ring poor, 
Who knows not where his head to hide, 


= And aſks a pittance at your door. 


| A mug of beer, a cruſt of bread=— 
Have pity on the houſeleſs head; 

| Your huſband keeps a lordly table, 
1 alk but for the offal crumbs, 


* Rape of the Lock. 


| + Pope's Letters, 
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Tiis honeſt chough but homely cheer ; | 
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And for 2 lodging—barn or ſtable 
Will ſhroud me till the morning comes. 

"Twas all in vain : the rang the belly 
The ſervants trembl'd at the knell ; 
Down flew the maids to tell the men, 
To drive the vagrant back again. 

He trudg'd away in angry mind, 
And thought but cheaply of mankind, 

Till throught a caſement's dingy pane, 
A ruſh light's melancholy ray, 

Bad him e'en try his luck again; 
Perhaps beneath a houſe of clay 
A wand' ring paſſenger might nnd, 

A better fiend to human kind, 

And far more hoſpitable fare, 
Though not fo coſtly, nice, or rare, 
As imokes upon the ſilver plate 

Of the luxurious pamper d great. 

So to this cot of homely thatch, 

In the ſame plight the genius came: 

Down comes the dame, lifts up the lateh; 


What want ye fir ? 
| _ God ſave you, dame, 
And ſo he told the piteous tale, | 
Which you have heard him tell before ; 

Your patience and my own would fail 

Were I to tell it o'er and o'er. 

Suffice it, that my goody's care 

Brought forth her beſt, though ſimple fare, 

And from the corne:-cupboard's board, 
Her ftranger gueſt the more to pleaſe, 

| Befpread her hoſpitable board 

With what the had—'twas bread che 


Much good may't do ye, eat your fill. 
Would I cou'd treat you with ſtrong beer, 
But for the action take the will, 
You fee my cot is clean though ſmall, 

Pray heav'n encreaſe my ſlender ſtock !_ 
You're welcome, friend, you ſee my all; 
And for your bed, Sir there's a flock. 
No matter what was after faid, 

e eat and drank and went to bed. 

And now the cock his mattins ſung, 
| (Howe'er ſuch ſinging's light eſteem * 
Tis precious in the Muſes* tongue 

When ſung, rhimes better than he ſeream'd 9 
The dame and pedlar both aroſe, | 
At early dawn of riſing day, | 
She for her work of folding clothes, 
And He to travel on his _", Rn 

But much he thought himſelf to blame. 

If, as. induty ſurely bound, 
He did not thank the careful dame 
| For the reception he had found, 

| Hoſteſs, quoth He, be fore Igo, 
lch ol you for your hearty Fare; : 
Would it were in my pow'r to pay 
My gratitude a better way 
ut: money now runs very low, 
An 1 have nat a doit to ſpare; 
But if you'll take this piece of Stuff— 
No, queth the dame, I'm as poor as you, 
Tos kindett wiſhes are enough, 

You're welcome, friend, farewell - Adieu. 
But firſt reply d the wand ring gueit, 
For bed and board and homely diſn, 

May all things turn out for the beſt, 
So take my bleſſing and my viſt, 
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May what you firſt begin to do. 

Create duch profit and delight, 
That you may do it all day through, 

Nor finith till the depth of night. 

Thank you, ſaid ſhe, and ſhut the door, 
Turn'd to her work, and thought no more, 
And now the napkin which was ſpread 
To treat her gueſt with good brown bread, 
She folded up with niceſt care; | 
When lo ! another napkin there ! 

And every folding did beget | 
Another and another yet. 

She folds a ſhift—by ſtrange encreaſe, 
The remnant ſwells into a piece. 


Her Caps, her Laces, all the ſame, 


Till ſuch a quantity of Linen, 
From ſuch a very ſmall beginning, 
Flow'd in at once upon the Dame, 


Who wond'red how the deuce — | 


That with the drap'ry ſhe had got 
Within her little ſhabby cot, 
She might for all the town provide, 
And break both York-ſtreet and Cheapſide, | 
It happen'd that th” attorney *s wife, 
| Who to be ſure, took much upon her, 
As being one in higher Life, | 
| Whodid the Pariſh mighty honour, 
Sent for the Dame, who poor and willing, 
Would take a job of charing work, 
And ſweat and toil like any Turk, 


| To earn a ſixpence or a ſhilling. 


She could not come, not ſhe indeed! 
She thank'd her much but had no need. 


Good news will fly as well as bad, 


So out this wond rous ſtory came, 

About the Pedlar and the Dame, 
Which made th' Attorney's wife ſo mad, 

That ſhe reſolv' d at any ads. 


| |Spite of her pride and Lady airs, 


To get the Pedlar tete-a-tete, 


| And make up all the paſt affairs : 


And though ſhe wiſh'd him at the deri. | 


| When he came there the night before, 


Determin'd to be monſtrous civil, 


| = drop her curtſie at the door. 


No all was racket, noiſe and pothes. 
Nell running one way, John another, 
And Tom was on the coach-horſe ſent, 


| 10 learn which way the Pedlar went. 


Thomas return d ;—the Pedlar brought. 


| | —What could my dainty Madam ſay, 


For not behaving as ſhe ought, 


| And driving honeſt folks away? 

- Upon my word, it ſhocks me much, | 
5 — But there's ſuch thieving here of late | 
Not that I dream'd that you were ſuch, _ 


When you came knocking at my gates 


| I muſt confeſs myſelf to blame, 


And I'm afraid you lately met 


Sad treatment with that homely dame, 


| Who lives on what her hands can get, 
Walk in with me at leaſt to-vight, 

And let us ſet all matters right. 

I know my duty, and indeed 


| Would help a friend in time of need. 


Pake ſuch refreſhment as you _ | 
I'm m ſure 1 mean it for Sh 
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And Five it with a willing mind, 
To ſuch a grave and ſober gueſt. _ 
<» in they came, and for his picking, 
Behold the table covers ſpread, 
Inſtead of Goody's cheeſe and bread, 
With tarts, and fiſh, and fleſh, and chicken. 
And to appear in greater ſtate, 
The knives and forks with ſilver hanales, _ 
The candleſtieks of bright (French) plate 
To hold her beſt mould (allow) candles. 
Were all brought forth to be diſplay d, 
In female houſewitry —_— | 
And more the Pedlar to regale, 
And make the wond'rous man her friend, 
Decanters foam'd of mantling ale, 
And port and claret without end; 5 
They hobb'd and nobb'd, and ſmil'd and laugh'd, 


Touch's glafſes, nar'4 their toaſts, and quaff'd $ 


Talk'd over every friend and foe, 
Till eating, drinking, talking paſt, 5 
mme kind houſe · clock ſtruck twelve at laſt, 
When wiſhing Madam bon rep5s, | 
The pedlarpleaded weary head, 
| Made his low bow, and want to bed. 
Wiſhing him then at per:eQt eaſe, 
A good ſoft bed, a good found ſleep, 
Now, gentle reader, if you pleaſe, 
| We'll at the 1:dy take a peep. 
| She could not reft, but turn'd and tofs'4 = 
While fancy whiſper'd in her brain, 
That what her indiſcretion laſt, 
| Her art and cunning might regain. 
Such Linen to ſo poor a dame! 
For ſuch coarſe fare! perplex'd her hend; 
Why might not ſhe expect the ſame, 
$9 courteous, civil, and wel'\-bred ? | 
And now ſhe reckon'd up her ſtore 
Of Cambricks, Hollands, Muſlins, Lawns, 
Free gifts, and Purchaſes, and Pawns, : 
Reſolv'd to multiply them more, f 
Till ſhe had got a Stock of Linen. 
Tit for a Dowager to ſin in. | 
The morning came, when up ſhe got, 
_ Moſt ceremoniouſly inclin d 
To wind up her ſagacious plot, 
With all that civil tuff we find 5 
Mongſt thoſe who talk a wond'rous dea! 
Of what they neither mean nor feel. Ds 
How ſhall I, Ma'm, reply'd the Gueſt, 
| Makeyou a ſuitable return, n. 
For your actention and concern, 
And ſuch civilities expret 
To one, who muſt be ſtill in debt 
For all the kindneſs he has met? 
For this your eutertainment's ſake, 
If ought of good my wiſh can do, 
May what you firſt ſhall undertake, 
Laſt without ceafing all day through. 
Madam, who kindly underſtood 
His wiſh effectually good, e 
Strait dropp'd a curtſie wond'rous low, 
For much ſhe wanted him to , 
That the might look up all her ſtore, 
And turn it into thouſands mere. 
Nove all the maids were ſent to look 
In every cranny, hole and nook, 
For every rag which they could fd 
Of any fize, or any Kind. 


VIS. could rifle grove and bon: 
q And ftrip the beds of every flow'r, 
And deck them in their faireſt —_— 
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Draw'rs, Boxes, Cloſets, Cheſts and Caſcs 
Were unlock'd at once to get 
Her Point, her Gawz, her Pruſſia- net, 
With fifty names of fifty kinds, 
| Which ſuir variety of minds. 
| How ſhall I now my tale purſue, 
So pathing ſtrange, fo paſſing true? 
When every bit from every hoard, 
Was brought and laid upon the board, 
Leſt ſome mote urgent obligation 
Might interrupt her pleaſing toil, 
And marring half her application. 


The promiſ d hopes of profit ſpoil, 


Pefore ſhe folds a fingle rag, 
Or takes a cap from board or bag, 
That nothing might her work prevent, 


( For ſhe was now reſolv'd to labour, 


Wich earneſt hope and full intent 
Io get the better of her neighbour) 
Into the garden the would ga 

: To do that neceffary thing, 


Which muſt by all be done, you know, | 


By rich and poor, and high and low, 
' By Male and Female, Queen and King; 


She little dream'd a common action, 


Practis'd as duly as her pray rs, 
Should prove ſo tedious a tranſaction, 
' Orcoſt her ſuch a ſea of cares. 
In ſhort the ſtreams fo plenteous flow'd, 


— -- 


| þ That in the dry and duſty weather, 
| | She might have water'd all che road 


For ten or twenty miles t gether. 


| What could the do? as it began, 


Th' inroluntary torrent ran. 
| Inſtead of folding Cap or Mov, 
So dreadrul was this diſtillation. 
That from a ſimple watering jb, 
She fear'd a general Inundation, 
| While for her Indiſcretion's crime, 
j 


And coveting too great a ftor-, 


She made a river at a time, 
Which ſure was never done before. 


Merely to be out bluſh'd by you. 


The lilly, pale, by my direction, 5 
Should fight the roſe for your complexion: 


Or I could make up ſweeteſt poſies, 
Fit fragrance for the ladies* noſes, 


| C Which drooping, on your breaſt reclining, Fg 


Should all be withering, dying, pining, 


| Which every ſongtter can diſplay, 


I've more authorities than Gay ; 


_ | Nay, I could teach the globe its duty | 
To pay all homage to your beauty, 


And, wit's creative pow'r to ſhow, 
The very fire ſhould mix with nao ; 
Your eyes, that brandiſh burging dar: 
Do ſcorch ard ſinge our ter hear. 
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Should be the lamps for lover's ruin, 
And light them to their own undoing ; 

While all the ſnow about your breaſt 

Should leave them hopeleſs and diſtreſt. 
For thoſe who rarely ſoar above 

The art of coupling deve nd d, 

In their conceits and amorous fict;ons, 

Are mighty fond of contradictions, 
Above, in air; in earth, beneath; 

And things that do, or do not breathe, 

All have their parte, and ſeparate place, 
To paint the fair one's various grace 

Her cheek, her eye, her boſom ſhow 

The roſe, the lilly, diamond, ſnow. 

ſet, milk, md amber, vales and mount. ins, 

Stars, rubies, ſuns, and motiy fountains, 
The poet gives them all a ſhare 
In the Gefcrip..on of his fair, 

She burns, the chills, the pierces hearts 
With locks, and bolts, and flames, and darts. 
And coul re truſt the extravagancy | 
Of ever poet's youthful faney, | 
They'd mike cach nymph they love ſo well, | 
As cod as fnow, as tot ag—— 

O gentle lady, ſpare your fright, 

No horrid rhime ſhall wound your fight. | 

I would not for the world be heard, 

Lo utter ſuch unſe -mly word, | 
Which the politer parſon fears 
Ta mention to politer ears. 

But, could a female form be ſhown, 


Cre thought, pethaps, is not my own) _ 


ere every circumſtance ſhould meet 


1 To make the poet's nymph compleat 


Form'd to his Fancy's utmoſt pitch, 
She'd be as ugly as a witch. 

Come then. O muſe, of trim conceit, 
| Muſe, alw. ws fine, but never neat, | 
Who to the dull unſated ear 
of French or Tuſcan SONNETEER» 
'Tak'ft up the ſame unvaried tone, | 
Like the Ste, bagpipe's favourite drone, 
Squeezing out thoughts in dittie: quaint, 
Io poet's miſtreſs, whore, or faint 3 


Whether thou dwell'ſt on ev'ry grace, 


Which lights the world from Lauza's * 
Or amorous praiſe expatiates wide 
On beauties which the nymph muſt hide; 5 
For wit affected, loves to ſhow 
Fer every charm from top to toe, 
And wanton fancy oft purſues 
Minute deſcription from the muſe, | 
Come and pourtray, with pencil fine, 
The poet's mcrta! nymph divine. 
Her gelen locks of claſſic hair, 
| Are nets to catch the wanton air; 
Her forehead 7%; y, and her eyes 
Each a bright ſun to light the ſkies, = 
Ord'd in whoſe centre, Cupid aims 
His darts protect us] tipt with pames 3 
While the ſly god's unerring bow 
ls the half circle of her brow. 
Each lip a rz, parting, ſhews 
The precious pearl in even rows, 
And all the loves and graces fleek 
Bathe in the dimples of her cheek. 
Her breaſts pure ſnow, or white as mill, 
Are in--ry apples, ſmooth as ſilk, 
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Or elſe, as fancy trips on faſter, 
F ine marble hills or alabaſter. 
A figure made of wax wou d pleaſe 
More than an aggregate of theſe, 
| Which though they are of precious worthy 
And held in great eſteem on earth, 
What are they, rightly underſtood, 
Corpar'd to real fleſh and biood ? 
And I, who hate to act by rules 
Of whining, rhiming, loving fools, 


| Can never twiſt my mind about 
To find ſuch ſtrange reſemblance out, 


And ſimile that's only fit | 
To ſhew my plenteous lack of wit. 
Therefore, omitting flames and darts, 


Obeying, what I here declare, 


| Makes half my happineſs, the Fair, 


The favourite ſubject I purſue, 


And write, as who would not, for vou 


| Perhaps my muſe, a common curſe, 
Errs in the manner of her verſe, 

Which, flouching in the doggrel lay, 

Goes tittup all her eaſy way. 

Yes—an Acroltic had been better, 


Where each geod natured prattling letter, 


Though i it conceal the writer's aim, 
Tells all the world his lady's name, 
But all Acroſtics, it is ſaid, 


. \Shew wond'rous pain of empty head, 


Where wit is cramp'd in hard confines, | 


And fancy dare not jump the lines. 


] love a fanciful diſorder, 


And ftraggling out of rule and order 3 
_ | Imputenot then to vacant head, | 
| Or what I've writ, or what I've ſaid, 


{ Which imputation can't be true, 


Where head and heart's ſo full cf you. 


_[—Like Tais ra Au Snaxvpy, I could write 


From morn to noon, from noon to night, 
Sometimes obſcure, and ſometimes hay, 


IA little ſideways to a meaning, 
And unfatigu'd myſelf, purſue 
| | The civil made of teazing you. 
| | For as your folks who love the dwelling 


On circumſtance in ſtory telling, 
Ani to give each relation grace, 


_ | Deſcribe the time, the folks, the place, 
I And are religiouſly exact 


To point out each unmeaning fact, | 


| Repeat their wonders undefired, 
| | Nor think one hearer can be tired; 


So they who take a method worſe, 
And freſe away, like me, in verſe, 


Worry their miſtreſs, friends or 
Wich ſatire, ſonnet, ode, or letters, 


And think the knack of pleaſing follou 
Each jingling pupil of Aror Tos. 


L xet let it be a venial crime 


That I addreſs you thus in rhime. 


| Nor think that I am Pliæbus· bit 


| By the Tarantula of wit, | 
But as the meaneſt critic knows 
All females have a knack at proſe, 
| And letters are the mode of writing 
The ladies take the moſt delight in; 
ork is the man, whoſe ſaucy aim 
him to form a rival claim ; 


Wounds, ſighs and tears, and bleeding hearts, 


& double death the victim dies, 
Wounded by wit as well as eyes. 
With mine diſgrace a lady's proſe, 
And puta nettle next a roſe ? : 
Who would, fo long as taſte prevails, 
Compare St. Famcs's with Ver failles ? 
he nightingale, as tory goes, 
f md for the muſic of his woes, 
a vn againſt the artiſt try'dy, 
Zut ſtrain'd his tuneful throat—and died 
Perhaps I fought the rhining way, 
For reaſons whica have powerful ſway. 
The ſwain, no doubt, with pleaſure ſues 
Ihe nymph he's ſure will not retule. 
And more compaſſi m may be found 
Amongſt theſe goddeſſes of found, 
Than al · vays happens to the ſhare 
Of the more cruel human fair ; 
Who love to fix their lover's pains, 
Pleas'd with the rattling of their chains, 
Rejoicing in their ſervant's grief, 
As 'twere a fin to give relief. 
They twiſt each eaty fool about, 
Nor let them in, nor let them out, 
But keep them twirling on the fire 
Or apprehenſion and detire, 
As cock-chafers, with corking pin 
he ſchool-boy ſtabs to make them ſpin. 
| For 'tis a maxim in love's ſchuol, 
| To make a man of ſenſe à fool; 
l mean the man, who loves indeed, 
And hopes and wiſhes to ſucceed ; 
But from his fear and avprehenfion, 
Which always mars his beſt intention, 
Enn ne er addreſs with proper eaſe 
Ihe very perſon he would pleiſe. = 
Now Poets, when theſe nymphs refuſe, 
Strait go a courting tothe mite. OS 
ut thll ſome difference we find 
" 'wixt goddefſcs and human kind; 
The muſes” favours are ide l, 
The ladies” ſcarce, but always real. 
Ihe poet can, with little pain, 
Create a miſtre(s in his brain, 
Heap each attraction, every grace 
hat thould adorn the mind or face, 
n Del a, Phyllis, with a ſcore 
Or Phylffes and Delias more. 
r as the whim of piuſſion burns, 
Can court each frolic muſe by turns; 
Nor ſhall one word of blame be ſaid, 
Altho' he take them all to bed. 
Ihe muſe deteſts coquettry's guilt, 
Nor apes the manners of a jilt. 
it! O diſhoneſt hateful name, 
Your ſex's pride, your ſex's ſname. 


Which often bait their treacherous hook 


With ſmile endearing, winning look, 
And wind them in the eaſy heart | 
Of man, with moſt enſnaring art, 

Only to torture and betray | 
The wretch they mean to caſt away. 
No doubt *tis clurming pleaſant angling 

| To ſee the poor fond creatures dangling, 

Who ruſh like gudgeons to the bait, 
And gurge the miſchief they hould hate. 
Vet ſure ſuch cruelties deface 

Four virtues of cheir fiiref grace 

Vor. WIW.-- 
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And pity, which n woman's bi eaſt, 

Should ſwim at top ot all the re *, 

Mult ſuch nſiuious tporc ond nn, 

Which play to you, is death to them. 

So liave I often read or heard, 

Thoug n both upon a trav' lers word, 

(Authority may paſs it down, _ | 

So, wide TRAVELS, by Ep. BROWN) 

At NETZ, a drerdful engine ſtands, 

Forn. d like a maid. with folded hide, 

Which finely dreit, with prir:me't grace, 

Receives the cu prit's firſt embrace; 

But at the jecond (diſmal wende !) 

Untolds, clifps, cuts his heart 1ſundos. 
You'll ſay, perhips L ove to rail, 

We'll end the matter wich z tale 

E A Rc: once. who ly'd to ſtray, 

And hop about * om ſpray 'o ſpray, \ 

 Fam:1: ur as the folks were kind, 

Nor thought of m:itchicf in his mind, 

Slight favours make the bold preſume, 

| Would flutter round the lady's room, 

And carelcts often take hie tand 

Upon the lovely Fiaw'a's hand. 

The nymph, ti,; ſid, his freedom ſouglit, 


| | —» in ſhort, the trifling fool was caught; 
And happy in the fair one's grace, 


Would not a-cept an Eagle's place: 


| | And while the nymph was kind is fair, 


Wiſh'd not to g in his native air, 
But thought he bargain'd to his coſt, 
To gais the liberty he loft. 

Til i the laſt, + for v. ſeen, 


14 jarr:ty, dre ſo'd in ed w vreen, 
Who could not hoaſt one ger uin nate, 
But chutter'd, ſwore ard ly Aby rote. 


„ Nonſonſe and noiſe, wil' oft prev il, 


„% When honour and af, rjon Ful.“ 


The lady lik'd her forcig+ gueſt, 

For novelty will pleaſe the beſt ; 

An +hether it is lace or fan, 

{Or filk, or chin:, bird or man, 

None ſure can think it wrong, or range, 


: That ladies ſhould admire a change. 
| The Parrw now came into play, 
| [The Kevin! he had had his day, 


But could not brook the nymph's diſdain, 
So fled—and ne'er came back again, 


| | TO DAVID GARRICK, EQ. 1761. 


V predeceſſors often uſe 
To cobble verſe as well as ſhoes ; 
As FARTRIPGE Nd SWIF T's diſputes) 
. ho turn'd Boo r E in'o ers, 855 
Ah —PARTRZI Dar —: |] be bold to ſay 
Wos a rare ſcholor in his dux, | 
He'd tell you when t'weu'“ rain, and when 
The weather would he fine again; 
7: 


—— — 
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Preciſcly when bones /hould ache, 

And = cw Rl by th' almanack. 

For he knew ev'ry thing, d' ye fee, 

By, what d'ye call't, aſtrology, 

And ſkcill'd in all the ſtarry ſyſtem, 

Foretold events, and often miſt em. 

And then it griev'd me fore to look 

— at the leel- piece of his book, 
ſtood a man, Lord blefs my heart! 

(No doubt by martieww matichs art,) 

Naked, expos'd to public view, 


| And tors tuck in lim hanagh ane thoongh- 


I warrant him ſome hardy fool, 
Wo ſcorn'd to follow wiſdom's rule, 
And dar'd blaſphemouſly deſpiſe 
Our doctor's knowledge inthe ſkies. 
Full dearly he abides his laugh, | 
I'm ſure tis SW1FT, or Bick As TArr. 
Excuſe this bit of a digreſſien, 
A cobler's is 2 learn'd profeſſion. 
Why may not 1 too couple rhimes ? 
My wit will not diſgrace the times; 
I too, forſooth, among the reſt, 
Claim one advantage, and the beſt, 
1 ſcarce know writing, have no readings 
Nor any kind of fcholar breeding; 
And wanting that's the ſole foundation 
| Of half your poets reputation. 
While genius, perfect at its birth, 
Springs up, like muſhroorns from the carth. 
Tou know they ſend me to and fro 
Io carry meſfages or fo; 

a though I'm ſomewhat old and erer, ; 
| — — 
Of much alacrity in motion, 

And when there's miles betwixt you know | 
Would — half than ge; 
Then I'm diſpatch' d to travel hard, 

And — by way of card. 

Fm a two-legg'd excuſe to ſhow 

Why other people cannot go; 
85 And mk foor 3 inn alhae, | 
For once I vent in Gan ies room. 

In my old age; "twere wond'yous ꝰ hard 
To come to town, as trav Uing card, 
Then let the poſt convey me there, 
The clerk's direction tell him where, 
For, though 1 ramble at this rate 
| He writes it all, and I diate; 
For I'mreſolv'd—by help of neighbour, 
| (Who keeps a ſchool, and goes to labour 
To tell you all things as they paſt ; 

Coblers will go beyond their laſt, 

And ſo I'm told will authors too, 

— But that's a point I leave to you; 
Cobbling extends a thouſand ways, 
Some cobble ſhoes, fome cobble plays; 
Some —but this jingle's vaſtly clever, 
It makes a body write for ever. 

While with the motion of the pen, 

Mx ros pops in and out again, 
30, as I ſaid, I though it better, 
To ſet me down and think a letter, 
And without any more ado, 
al up my mind, and ſend it you. 
ou'll aſk me, maſter, why I chuſe 
70 pligue your 3 with muſe 


Fae then—will truth offend ? 


[1 love a ſtory, or a ſong 5 


ä 
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Though cobler, yet I love my friend. 

Beſides, 1 like you merry folks, 

Who make their puns, and crack their jokes; 
Your jovial hearts are never wrong, 


— r,, 


But always feel moſt grie vous qualms, 3 | 

From Ws IT EZv's hymns, or Wisbom's pfalms* 5 
My father often told me, one day 

Was for religion — that was Sunday, 


When 1 ſhould go to prayers twice, 


And hear our parſon battle vice; 
And drefs'd in all my fineſt cloaths, 


 |Twang the plalmoddy through my noſe. 


But betwixt churches, for relief, 

Eat bak'd plumb pudding, and roaſt-beef; 3 
And chearful, without ſin, regale 

With good home-brew'd, and nappy ale, 

| But not ons word of faſt.ng greetings, 
And dry religious finging meetings. 

But here comes folks a-preaching to us 

A ſaving doctrine to undo us, 

Whoſe notions fanciful and ſcurvy, 


Turn old religion topſy-turvy. 


Pl give my pleaſure up for no man 


And an't I right now, maſter Snow-man ? 


| 


You ſeemꝰ d to me a perſon civil, 


Our parſon gives you tothe devil; 


And ſays, as hows that after grace, | | 

{ You laugh'd directly in his face; 
Ay, laugh'd out-right (as Fm a finner) 

I ſhould have lik'd t* have been at dinner, 


Not for the ſake of maſter s fare, 


= to have ſeen the doctor ſtare, 


Odzooks, I think, he's perfect mad, 
Scar'd out of all the wits he had, 


I For whereſoe” er the doctor comes, a 
| — pulls his wig, and bites his thumbs, 


And mutters, in a broken rage, 
The Mixor, Garrick, FooTr, the STAGE; : 
(For I muſt blab it out—but bitt, 8 
His reverence is a mcthodiſt ) 
And preaches like an errant 
ainſt all your M folks about baus, 
ays actors all are helliſh imps, 


And managers the devil's pimps. 


He knows not what he ſets about; 
Puts on his ſurplice infide out, 


{Miſtakes the leſſons in the church, 


Or leaves a collect in the lurch; 
| And Yother day—God help his head, 


The gardener s wife being brought to bed, 
When ſent for to baptize the child 
His wig awry, and ſtaring wild, 


| He laid the prayer-book flat before him, 
I And read the burial ſervice o'er him. 


—The folks muſt wait without their ſhoes, 

For I muſt tell you all the news. 

For we have had a deal todo, 

| Our ſquire's become a ſhow-man too! 
And horſe and foot arrive in flocks - 

To ſee his worſhip's famous rocks, 


_ | Whilſt, he with humourous delight, 


* Robert Wiſdom was an early tranſlator of the 
Pſalms. Wood ſays, „ he was a good Latin and 


Engliſh f poet of — time,” He Ged 1568. 
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Paints out the place, where trembling you 
Hai like t' have bid the world adieu; 
It beats the ſad remembrance ſtill, 
And people call it Ganaicrx's Hill. 
The goats their uſual diſtance keep, 
| We never have recourſe to ſheep ; 
And the whole ſcene wants nothing now, 
Except your ferry - boat and cow. 
I had a great deal more to ſay, 
Zut I am ſent expreſi away, 
To fetch the fquire's three children down 
To Tissix Gro from Da AV town; 
And Ar T Ex ſays he'll mend my rhime, 
| Wks e'er I write a ſecond time. 
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NUS' D to — wa ard, Heay" n knows, 
Of drudging on in heavy proſe, 
Day af.er day, year after year, 
Which I have ſent the Gaz KT TEE; 
Now, forthe firſt time I eſſay 
To write in your own eaſy way. 
And now, OLrovp, I wiſh I had, 
To go that road your ambling pad, 
While you, with all a poet's pride, 
On the great horſe of verſe might ride. 
You leave the road that's rough and ſoneys 
To pace and whiſtle with your poney; 
Sad proof to us you're laay grown, 
And fear to gall your huckle bone. 
For he who rides a nag ſo ſmall, 
Will ſoon we fear, ride none at all. 

There are, and nought gives more offence, 
Who have ſome fav'rite excellence, | 
Which evermore they introduce, 

And bring it into conſtant uſe. 

Thus Garaicx ſtill in gv'ry part 
Has pauſe, and attitude, and fart : 

T) be pauſe, I will allow, is good, 
And ſo, perhaps, the attitude ; = 

The ſtart too's fine : but if not ſcarce, 

The tragedy becomes a farce. 

Is have too, pardon me, ſome 3 

Wich other branches of your laurel. 

Lhate the ſtile, that ſtill defends 

| Yourſelf, or praiſes all your friends, 

As if the club of wits was met 

To makeeulogiums on the Set; 

Jay, muſt the town for ever hear, 

And no Reviewer dare to ſneer, 

Of Tuon x rox's humour, Ganaick's nature, 
And Cotman's wit, and CHURCHILL'S ſatire ; 
Cuvacuitt, who—let it not offend, 

If I make free, though he's your friend, 

And ſure we cannot want excuſe, 

When Cuun ent t nam'd for ſmart abuſe 
Cnuncnir x ! who ever loves to raiſe | 


On flander's dung his muſhroom bays : 


i. 


| 


1 


| 


1 


The priett, I grant, has ſomething clever, 

A ſomething that will laſt fur ever: 

Let him, in part, be made your pattern, 

| Whoſe mule, now queen, and now a ſlattern, 

Trick'd out in Rosc1ap rule: the roaſt, 

Turns trapes and trollop in the Guos r, 

By turns both tickles us, and warms, 

And, drunk or ſober, has her charms. | 
Gannricx, to whom with lath and plaiſter 

You try to raiſe a fine pilaſter, 

And found on Lx as and MAcBETH, | 

His monument e'en after death, 

 Ganrnicx's a dealer in grimaces, 


A haberdaſher of wry faces, 
| A hypocrite, in all his ſtages, 


Who laughs and cries for hire and wages; 
As undertakers men draw grief 

From onion in their handkerchict, 

Like real mourners cry and ſob, 


And of their paſſions make a job. 


And Corman too, that little finner, 
That efſay-weaver, drama-ſpinner, 
Too much the comic & will uſe, 

For "tis the law muſt find him e:. 


| And though he thinks on fame's wide ocean 


q 


He ſwims, and has + pretty motion, 
Inform him, Lrovyp, for all his grin 


That HARRY FIIZI DIN e holds his chin. 


Now higher ſoar, my muſe, and higher, 
To Boxxzsrt TON TON, hight Eſquire! 5 
The only man to make us laugh, 

A very PETER PARAGRAPH 

The grand conduQter and adviſer | 
In CyroNICLE, and ADVERTISERs 
Who ftill delights to run his rig 


I on Cit cn and Perriwip ! 
| Good ſenſe, I know, t 


ough daſh'd with orgy 
In Tuo x ro is no ſcarce commodity ; 


| Much learning too I can deſcry, 


Beneati his perriwig doth lie. 


= —] beg his pardon, I declare, 


His grizzle's gone for greaſy hair, 
Which now the wag with caſe can ſerue. 
with dirty ribband in a queue 1 
But why neglect (his trade forſaking 

For ſcribbling, and for merry - -making,) 
With tye to overſhade that brain, 


| Which mighthave ſhewn in Wanwics-Lars } 2 
| Why not, with ſpectacles on noſe, 
In chariot lazily repoſe, | 

| A formal, pompous, deep phy tai, | 

| HIMSELF A SIGN-POST EXHIBITION? 


4 | 
| | And where's the clue that thall unthread 


But hold, my Muſe! you run a-head: 


The maze, wherein you are entangled ? 


I | While out of tune the bells are jangled 
| Through rhimes rough road that ſerve to deck 


{ Why then fall foul upon his friends? 


: Unleſs to ſhew like handy-dandy, 
Or Cnuncntrr's Gnos 7, or TarsTRAN sua. 


My jaded Pegaſus his neck. 
My muſe with LI ov Þ alore contends ; 


DY. 
Now here, now there, with quick progreſſion, 
How ſmartly you can make digreſſion : | 
' Your rambling ſpirit now confine, 
And ſpeak to LL oV in ev'ry line. 
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Tell me then, LT ov D, what is't you mean 
By cobbling up a MAGAZIN ER? 

A MAGAZINE, a wretched Olio 
Pu:loin'd fim quarto and from fol o, 
From Pariplilet, News- paper, and Boot: 
Which toſt up by a monchly cook, 
Boris fire ſhapes, and titles new, 
Of fricaſce or rich ragout, 

Which dunces dreſs, as well as you. 
Say, is“ for you, your wit to coop, 
And tumble through this narrow hoop ? 
The bey thrives, and fo the mind, 
Whe:. both ire free and unconfin'd ; 
But harneſs'd in like hackney tit, 
To run the monthly ſtage of wit, 

he racer tumbles in the ſhaft, 

And ſhews hc was not meant for draft. 
Pot-bellied gluttons, ſlaves of taſte, 
W ho bind in le ithern belt their wa'ſt, 
Who lick their lips at ham or khaunch, 
But hate to ſee the ſtrutting paunch, 

Full often rue tlie pain that's felt 
rom circumſcription of the belt. 

Thus women tuo we ideots call, 
Who lace their ſhapes too cloſe and ſmal;. 
Tight Rays, they find, oft end in humps, 
And take, too late, alas! to jumps. 
The chineſe ladies cramp their feet, | 
Which ſeem, indeed, both ſmall and neat, 
While the dear creatures laugh and t. Ik, 
And can do every thing—but walk ; 
Thus you, who trip it as you go. 
On the light fantaſtic toe,” 
And in the Ring are never ſeen, 
Or Notten-Roru of Magazine, 
Will cramp your mule in four- foot ver . , 
And find at laſt your eafc your curſe. 
CL1o already humbly begs 
You'd give her leave to ſtretch her . 
For though tometimee the takes a leap, 
Vet quadrupeds can only creep. | 

While Namby-Pamby thus you ſcribble, 
Your manly genius a mere fribble, | 
Pinn'd down, and fickly, cannot vapour, 
Nor dares to ſpring, or cut a caper. 

Rouſe then, for ſhame, your ancient fpirit ! 
Write a great work ! a work of merit ! 
The conduct of your friend examine, 
And give a PRO RHECY of FAuIx ER; 
Or like yourſelf, in days of yore, 
Write Ac ToRs, as vou did before: 
Write what may pow'rful friends create you. 
And make your preſent friends all hate you. 
Learn not a ſhufffing, ſhambling, pace, 
But go weld wich manly grace; 

For Ov1D ſays, and pr'y thee heed its | 
Os 1282 i lubiime dedit. 

But if vou ſtill watte all your prime 

10 ſpinning Lilliputiaa rhyme, 

"Too long your genius will lie fallow, 


nd REBERT LLUYD be RoBLta T SHAL Low, 
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A FANILIAR EPISTLE TO A 


* 


u 9 oY * 


ON RHYME 


FELESD. 

{ 
RIN G paper, Afh, and let me ſend- 
My hearty ſervice to my friend. 

How dure the paper looks and white 

What pity *tis that folks will write, 

And on the face of candour ſcraw] _ 

With deſperate ink, and heart of all : 

Yet thus it often fares with thoſe 

Who, gay and eaſy in their proſe, 

incur ill-natures ugly crime, 


And lay about em in their me. 


No man more generous, frank and kind, 
Of more ingenuous ſocial mind, 
Than CyrxcniLL, yet though cuusc nil! hear, 


1 will pronounce him too ſevere, 
For, whether ſcribbled at or not, 


He writes no name without a blot. 
Yet let me urge one honeſt plea ? | 


Say, is the Muſe in fault or He? 
| The man, whoſe gemus thirſts for praiſe, 


Who boldly plucks, not waits the bays z 
Who drives his rapid car along, 


| And feels the energy of ſong; 
Writes, fiom the ;mpulſe of the Muſe, 


V hat ſober reaſon might refuſe. | 
My Lord, who lives and writes a eaſe, 


| (Sure to be pleas'd, 25 ſure to pleaſe) 

_ | And draws from filver-ſtand his cen, 
| To feribble ſonnets now and then; 
Who writes not what he truly fec!:, 


But rather what he lily ſteals, 


And patches up in courtly phraſe, 


The manly ſenſe of better days ; 


| Wioſe dainty Muſe is only kin; 

But as his dainty lordſhip IS, 

| Who treats her like 4 A1 Atreſs till, 

To turn her off and keep at will; 

| Knows not the labour, pains and ſtrite, 


| Of him who takes the Muſe to Te. 


For then the poor good- natur d man 
Muſt bear his burden as he can; 
And if my lady prove a ſhrew, 


I What would you have the huſband do- 


Say, ſhould he thwart her inclination 
'To work his own, and her vexation ? 
Or giving madam all her rein, 
Make marriage but a ſilken chain? 
Thus we, who lead poetic lives, | 
The hen-peck'd culls of vixen wives, 
Receive their orders, and obey, 


Like huſbands in the common way: 


I 


And when we write with too much phlegm , 
The fault is not in us, but them: 
True fervants always at command, 


We 41d tie pen; they guide the hand. 


Why need I urge fo plain a fact 
To you who catch me in the act? 


And ſee me, (ere I've ſaid my grace, 


That is, put S1R in proper place, | 
Or with epittolary bow, 


4 Have prefic'd, as I ſcarce kn how 
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eu be me, as | ſaid before, 

un up and down a pay: or more, 

Without one word of tribute due 

To friend/hip* altar, and to vou. 

Ac. epty the n, in or out of t; me, 

. honet thanks, though writ in rhymes 

And theſe oct paid, (to ot1:g2:i0hs 

| Tepe: ited thuiks grow tile vexations, 

And hurt e liberal doror more, 

Than all his ] with gifts peioce,) 

I &ip about, as whim prev ls, | 

Like your own friſky goats in WALES, 

And follow where the Muſe ihall lead, 

O'er hedge and ditch, o'er hill or mead. 
Well might the * Lordly writer praite 

Te art inver tor of Ejje ys, 

Where wanton ſancy gaily ramables, 

Walks, pices, gallops, trots, and ambles; 

And all things may be ſung or fud, 

While drorviy METHoOn's zone to bed, 

And blett the poet, or the chyniifl,, | 

{For ſurely none of the ſublimeſt) 

Who prancir g in his ey mode; 

Down this ep tolary ro. d, 

Firt tauglit the Muſe to pl * che fool, 

A truant from the pedant's le nl, 

And ſxivping, like a fa. dunce, 

O'er all the Ux1T1Es if once 

{For ſo we Keep but elin and rhyme, 

A fig for AcT10N, PLACE, and TIME.) 
But critics, (why ſ!l judge by rules, 5 


| Tranſmitted dow:! guides to ls, N * 


And howü,e'er they prate about em, 
Dr uvn from wiſe foiks who writ without em 3) 
Will blame this trolic, wild excuriion, 
Which fancy takes for her diveriion, 
As ineunſiſtent with the law, | 
Which keeps the ſober Mule in awg, 
:+dares not for her life diſ5enſ:, 
Witt ſuch mecharc chuins ſor ſenſe. 
Yet men are of en apt to blame 
Thoſe error. the ey d be proud to _— 
And if their KI, of pigmy ze 
To giuryus darings Cannuc riſe, 
From critic ſplcen and pedant phlegm, | 
Would ruake all genius creep with them. 
Nay e'en profeſſors of the art, : 
To prove their wit betray the'r heart, 
And ſpeak againſt themſelves, to thow, | 
What they would hate the world ſtwu'd krow, | 
As when the meaſur'd couplers curſe, 
The manocles of Gochic verſe, 
While the trim bard 1 0 ſtrains, 
Tals much of ſetters, clogs, and chains z 
He only aims that you ſhould think, 
How charm; .ngly he makes thym ctink. 
So have I ſeenin travic ſtride, „ 
The hero of the Mourning Bride, 9 
Sullen and ſulky tread the ſt. ge: 
Till, fixt attention to engage, 
He flings his fetter'd arms about, 
That all may find ALPHox$0 Out. 
Oft have I heard it ſaid by thoſe, 
Who moſt ſhou'd bluſh to be lier foes, 
Thy rhyme's NON vexation, 
Shackles the brave imagination, 
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vr hich longs with eager zeal to try 
Ser tackle: 7 ch above the ſky, 


But t12t we clog upon her fret, 


Reſtraius her fligat, and damps her heat. 


From BortLEau down to his tranſiators, 


Dull paraphraſts, and imitators, 


All rail at metre at the time 

They write and owe their ſenſe to rhyme. 

_ Ht ſo maul'd his gentle fue, 

Hut for that lucky word QuixNEAauT ? 

er had his ſtrokes been half fo fine, 

| Wirchout that cloting name CoTiN ? 

Vet dares He on this very theme, 

His own APOLLoO to blaſpheme, 

And talk of wars *twixt rhyme and ſenſe, 
And murders which enſu'd from theace, 
45 it they both reſolv'd to meet, 

Like Theban fons, in mutual heut, 
orgettul of the ties of brother, 


TE . ; * 
o maim and mifficre each other. 


Tis true, ſometime: to coftive brain, 


A couplet coſts excced*'ry pains 3 


ut where the fancy waits the fell! 

r fluent eaſy drefs at will, 

de thougt:ts are ort, Ike colts which ſtray 
rom fertile meads, * loſe their way 
_lzpt up 1nd faſten'd in the pound | 
Of metfur'd rhyme, and barren ſound. 


- wo 


hat are hefe jarring notes 1 hear, 


Jrating harhd:ſcord on my ear! 
Tow ſhrill, hw coarſe, th' unſettled tone, 

Alternate *twixt a ſqueak and drone, 
Worſe than the ſcrannel pipe of trau, 1 
_ | Or muſic inding on a fiw! 

vill one that horrid fiddle break? 

0 ſpare it for GIARDINI's fake. 

"Tis Hs, and only errs by chance, 

| Play's by the hand of Ignorance, | 
From this alluſion I infer, - 

Tis not the ut, but artiſts err, 

And rhyme's 2 fiddle, ſweet indeed, 
When touch'd by that who well can len, 
Whole voried rotes narrnonicus flow, 
in tones prolurg'd from tweeping bow; 
But harſh the ſounds to ear and mY G 
From the poor filler lame and biin, 
Who beg in muſic at your door. 

And thrums Tack Latin oer and o'er. 
Some Mit. Tox-mad, (un affect :tiun 
Clean'd up from col lege education) 
Approve no verſe, bur that which 2:v5 


In epither.c ncaiur'd proſe, 
| With trim expreſſions daily drift 


Stol'n mifiply d, and not conleſt, 
And call it viding in the (tile 


Jof that greit Hozrtn of our iſle. 


FWiilom, what time, efticons and %, 
So proſe i> oftentimes $ewer/t ) = | 
Sprinkled with quaint Fantaſtic pliraſe, 
Uncourh to ears of modern days, 
Mike up the metre, which they call 
| Blanks, CLASSICK BLANK, their All i in All. 
Cu only blank admit ſublime ? 
Ggread and meaſure Du pr x's rhyme. 
Almire the magic of his ſong, 
| See how his numbers. roll along, 
With eaſe and ſtrength and Vari! 


pauſe, 


Nor ram: 'd by ſoun 


d, nor mene, laws. 
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Is harmony the gift of rhyme? 
Read, if you can, your Mit Tox's chime; 


Where taſte, not wantonly ſevere, 
May ſind the meaſure, not the ear, 


. 


A waggon of a mountain's load, | 
| Broad-wheel'd and drawn by horſes eight, 


| | Moves to his bells, and walls in chimes. 


For Ovid never ſaid, but ſun 


As rhyme, rich rhyme, was Da vox's choice, 
And blank has Mit Tox's nobler voice, 
I deem it as the ſubjects lead, | 
That either meaſure will ſucceed. 
That rhyme will readily admit 
Of fancy numbers, force and wit; 


| But chough cach couplet has its ftrength, 
It palls in works of epic length. | 


For who can — guy or hear, 
Though not offenſive to the ear, 
The mighty Bracxmors gravely ſing 
Of An ruun Pain er, and AxTHUR Kine, 
Heroic poems without number, 9 
Long, lifelefs, leaden, lulling lumber; 
Nor pify fuch Iaborious toil, | 


And los of midnight time and oil? 


Vet glibly runs each jingling line, 

Smoother, perhaps, than yours or mine, 

But ſtil, (though peace be to the dead,) 

The dull, dull poems weigh down lead. 
So have | ſeen upon the road, 


Pair'd like great folks who ſtrut in ſtate : 
While the gay fteeds, as proud as ſtrong, 
Drag the flow tottering weight along, 
Exch as the ſteer aſcent he climbs, 


The Muſes dwelt on Ovip's tongue, | 
And Por x (for Por x affects the te) 


In numbers lip d, for numbers cums. 


Thus, in hiſtoric page Ive read 5 
Of ſome queen's daughter, fairy - bred, 


Without ſome precious flow of wit, 
While her fair lips were as a ſpout, 
To tumble pearls and diamonds out. 


_ Though it may ſave the lab'ring brain 
| From many a thought-perplexing pain, 
And while the rhyme preſents itſelf, 
Leaves ByssnxE untouch'd upon the ſhelf; 
Peet more demand the critic car, ; 
Than the two catch-words in the rear, 
Which ſtand like watxchmen in the cloſe, 
| To keep the vente from being proſe, 
Zut chen reflection has refin'k 
This boiſt' rous bias of the mind. 
When harmony enriches ſenſe, 


Wnen genius ſteers by judgment's laws 
When proper cadence, varĩed pauſe 


And through the ear poſſeſs the heart; 


Who could not either cough or ſpit, 


Yet though dame nature may beſtow 


This nack of verſe, and jingling flow: 
= — thouſands have that impulſe felt, 


ith whom the Muſes never dwelt) 


And borrow. ſtronger charms "M 3 ; 


Shew nature's ſtrength combin'd with art, 


Then rumbers come, and all before 


1e bib, dab, ſcab mere rhymes—no more. 


Some boatt, which none could e er impart, 
A lecrer principle of art, | 
Which gives a melody to rhyme 

or to Porls of amient time. 


And if henceforth, at any time, 
_ | AroLLo whiſpers you in rhyme, 


Jr Lady Fancy ſhould diſpoſe 


1 
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And Bort rA leaves it as a rule 

To all who enter Pnoznus* ſchool, 
To make the metre ſtrong and fine, 
Poets write firſt your ſecond line. 

Tis folly all—No poet flows | 
In tuneful verſe, who thinks in proſe ; 
And all the mighty ſecret here 

Lies i in the niceneſs of the ear. 

E'en in this meaſure, when the muſe, 
With genuine eaſe, her way purſues, 
Though ſhe affect to hide her ſkill, 

And walls the town in diſhabille, 

Something peculiar will be ſcen 

Of air, or grace, in ſhape or mien, 

Which will, though careleſly diſplay d, 

Diſtinguiſ Ma ban from her maid. | 

| Here, by the way of critie ſample, 
I give the precept and example. Dy 
our feet, you know, in ev ry line 

Is Prxron's meaſure, and is mine; | 

Yet Taſte wou'd ne*er forgive the crime 


| To talk of mine with Px10n's rhyme. 


Yet, take it on a Poet's word, 
There are who fooliſhly have err d, 


And marr'd their proper reputation, | 
| By flicking cloſe to imitation.” 
1 A double rhyme is often ſought 


At ſtrange expence of time and thought; 


1 And though ſometimes a lucky hit 


May give a zeſt to BuTLzz's wit; 
Whatever makes the meaſure halt 


I Is beauty ſeldom, oft a fault. 


For when we ſee the wit and pains, 
The twiſting of the ſtubborn brains, 


Iro cramp the ſenſe within the bound 


Of ſome queer double treble ſound: 


[Hard is the Muſes's travail, and tis plain 


Tis pinion'd ſenſe, and Eass in Paix; 
*Tis like a foot that's wrapt about 


. With flannel in the racking gout. 3 
5 But here, methinks, "tis more than time 8 
To wave both fimile and rhyme; 


For while, as pen and Muſes pleaſe, 
I talk fo much of eaſe and caſe, 
Though the word's mention'd o'er and oer, 


11 ſcarce have thought of yours before. 


V Tis true, when 1 
| Tis a rare ſcience when to end, | 
As 'tis with wits a common ſin 


| To want th' attention to begin. 


So, Sir, (at laſt indeed) adieu, 
Believe me, as you'll find me, true; 


Vour mind to ſally out in proſe, 
I ſhall receive, with hallow'd awe, 


| The Muſc's mail from Firzxxzy's draw, 


| 
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To 4 FRIEND WHO SENT THE AUTHOR 


'A HAMPER oF wins, 


Decipit Exemplar * initabile : Hon. 
| ND of the looſe familiar vein, 
| | Which neither tires, nur cracks the brain, 
Muſe is rather truant grown 


To buckram works of higher tone; 
And though perhaps her pow'rs of rhyme, 


Mlight riſe to fancies more ſublime, 


| Prefers this eaſy down-hill road, | 
| To dangerous leaps at five-barr'd Ops, 
Or ſtarting in the Claſſic race | 
| Jick-bouted for an Er 1c chace. 
That Bard, as other Bards, divine, 
Who was a ſacris to the Nine, 

Dax Paton I mean, with natural eaſe, 
| (For what's not nature cannot pleaſe) 

| Would ſometimes make his rhyming bow, 
And greet his friend as 1 do now 3 
And howlſo'er the critic train EE 
May hold my judgment rather vain, 
Allow me onc reſemblance true, 

I have my friend, a SHEPHERD * too. 
| You know, dear Sir, the Muſes nine, 
Though ſober Maids are wooed in wine, 


And therefore, as beyond a doubt, 


You've found my dangling foible out, 
Send me nectareous inſpiration, 
Though others red Intoxication. 
For there are thoſe who vaialy uſe 
This grand Elixir of the Muſe, 
And fancy in ir apiſh fit, 
An idle trick of maudlin wit, 
"Their genius takes a daring flight, 
'Bove Pix Ds, or PLISL1MMox's height. 
Whilſt more of madman than of poct, 
They're drunk indeed, and do not know it. 
The Bard, whoſe charming meaſure fluws 
Win all che native eaſe of proſe, 
Who, withov* flaſhy vain pretence, 
Has beſt adorn'd Eternal Senſe, 
And, in his chearful moral page, 
Speaks to mankind | in every age; 
Tells us, from folks whoſe ſituation 
Makes them the mark of obſervation, 
Example oft gives Folly riſe, 
And Imitation clings to Vice. 
Ex xNtus could never write, tis OY 
Without a bottle in his head 3 Bee, 
And your own Hon Ae quaff d his wine 
In plenteous draughts at Bacenvs' ſarine : 
_— ADD130N would oft unbend, 
ndulge his | wh with a friend; 7 

(fy. Ach! is oſten dry, 


wet her wings, or cannot fly) 


r. Richard Shepherd, Author of a didaQtic 


18 Poem called The Nuptials. 


| What precedents for fools to follow 
Are BEN the DEVIL and Arotto! 
While the great gawky ADMIIATIOx, 
Parent of ſtupid imitation, 
Intrinſic proper worth neglects, 
And copies Errors and Defects. 
| The man, ſecure in ſtrength cf Parts, 
Has no recourſe to ſlutfling Arts, | 
Seeks not his nature to diſguiſe, 
Nor heeds the people's tongues, or eyes, 
Hie wit, his faults at once diſplays, 
Careleſs of envy, or of praiſe ; 
And foibles, which we often find 
Juſt on the ſurface of the mind, 
Strike common eyes, which can't diſcern 
| What to avoid, and what to learn. 
Errors in wit conſpicuous grow, 
To uſe Gay's words, like ſpecks in ſnow ; ; 
Yet it were kind, at le1ſt, to make 
Allowance for the merit's fake 3 ; 
And when ſuch beauties fill the eye, 
| 'To let the blemiſhes go by. 


; 


3, Plague on your philoſophic ſts ! 


I'll view the ſun without its ſpots. 
Wits are peculiar in their made; 

They cannot bear the hackney road 

| And will comr ct havitual ways, 

Which ſober people cannot praiſe, 

And fools admire: Such fouls I hate; 
—-Regone, ye ſlaves, who imitate. 

| Poor SyuRIorLs eager to ceftroy 

And murder hours he can't enjoy, 

The laſt of witlings, n<xt to dunce, 


| Would fain turn Genius all at once, 


| But that the wretch miſtakes his Als | 
And thinks 2 Libertine the ſime. 


| Connefted as the hand and glove, 


Is Madam PoETRY and LOVE; 


I Shall rot He then poſleſs his Mule, 


And fetch Cox iN & a from the ſtews, 


| The burthen of his amorcus verſe, 


And charming melter of his purſe, 

While happy KeBLs tells the name 

Of His and Dx ux vs common Flame? 

| How will the wretch at Baccayvs' ws. 
| Petray the cauſe of wit and wine, 


| And waſte in bawdy, port, and puns 


{la taſte a very Gorn or Hun, 
Thoſe little hours, of value more 


I Than all the round of time before; 


When fancy brightens with the flaſk, : 
And the heart ſpeaks without a maſk ? 


Whoſe torpid foul and fuggiſh brains, 
Dullneſs pervades, and Win e diſdains; 


| [Muſt Tien to nightly taverns run, 


AyoLLo's gueſt, and Joxsox's ſon? 
And in thy folly's beaſtly fit, 

Attempt the allies of a wit? hs 
Art thou the child of Puoz us” choir ? 
Think of the Adage—Aſs and Lyre*. 


If thou wouldſt really ſucceed, 
And be a Mic wit indeed, 


Or like WII I. DavexAxT loſe your noſe. 
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— Muſt Tuo, whole genius, 22 cool | 
Ils muddy as the ſtagnant pool; | 


Let DavDEN lend thee ShzrF1ztD's blows, 
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O LrerAx, Sire of antien: wit, 
Who wedding lieren, dvit beget-* 
Thoſe doctors in the laughing ſchool, 
T hote Giant ſons of RryIcui.F. 


EwiFT, bg and + that favourite Child, 


Who, iefs excen ricaliy wild, 
Inver's the mil. auh ,,, 

And hating vices. hates not Man : : 

Flow do I love thy gibing vein! 

W1:ich gla ces at che mimic train 
Of ſote, who proud or modern beaux 
Of tirth-day ſuits. and ctinicl cloaths, 
Aﬀectins cynical grimiacc 
With philotoph' © turd races 
In dirty hue, wich niked feet, 

In rag: and tatters, ſtrole the ſtreet ; 
_ OsTExsSIvrLyY cxcerding wile ; 

But Knives, and Fools, an! walking Lies, 

"External Mimicry their plan, | 
he monkey's copy aiter Man. 

Wits too poſieſs th's affect tion, 

And live a life of imita. ion, 

Are S! vens, Reveilers and Prutes, 
Labor aun. 2bſent, prattlers, Mutes, 
From ſome example handed down 
Of ſome great Cenius of Renown. 

If Apnrsosm, from habit's trick, 
Could bite his fingers to the quick, 
Shall not I nibble from deſign, 

And be an Appfreox to mine? 

It Por x moſt feelingly complains 

Of aching head, 24 throbbing pains, 
My head and arm hie poture hit, 

And U alre. ady ait for wit. 5 

If Curnc nir, following nature's call, 
Has cad that not cr aches at all, £ dts 
Wich burning brow, and heavy eye, 

Inn give my looks and pun the Lye. 
5 hug. dali words of termination, 
Which 2's a Critic's explanation, 
Comer ling out along with thought, 

And ſerm to ſtand zult where they ought; 
If langunge more in ęgrimm r dreſt, 
With gre ner emph is expreſt, 

Enſtudied, un eff. cted flows, 

in ſome great Wir's ching proſe: 

If from the tongue the period round 

Fall info tile. 1 {ſwell the ſound, 
is nature which herſelf diſpl.ys, 

And Joixsov ſpeaks a Joaxsox's phraſe, 
But can vou hear, without © ſmile, 
The form+l coxcomb ape his ſty le, 
Wo, molt dogmatically wiſe, 

ttempts to cenſure, and deſpiſe, 
Affecting what he cannot reach, 

A trim propriety of ſpeech? 

What thoug't his pompous Language wen 
The grand 3 folemn Air, 

| Where quaint ANTITHES1s prevails, 
And ſentences are weighed in ſcales, 

Can you bow dow: with reverend awe 
__ Before this puppet king of ſtraw ? 

— Or huſn'd in mute contention fit, 

To hrar this Cr1T1C, PotT, WII, 


+ The late inimitable HENRY FIEL DING, Ef. 
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; Prrr.csornrER, all, ail at once, 

And to com; leat them all thix=Dvuxcs * 
| —a'l cn ;y0ull ſay is mighty fine, 


Rut wiiat has this to do wth Wire? 


Pe pacience any the Yule ſhall tel! 
What vou my friend, know rull as well, 
"ae; in Forts With and Kings, 
Are catching, imiteb. targs ; 
Ani trailtics tanzen,; 5 0 „eu, 
nec ine the chjects tool, puriue. 
I bus have 1 pictures often teens 
Where features neither ipeak nor mean, 
Yet fpite of ail, the race will firike, 
And mads vs that it ſhould be like, 
hen all che near reſemblance grows, 
rom ſcratch or pimple on the Noſe. 

To Poets then { i mcian not here 
The ſcribbling Drudge, or ſcribbling Peer. 
Nor thoſe who have the monthly fit, 
he Lunatics of modern Wit) 

vov20ETS Wine is inſpiration, 
-;toukheads get drunk in ĩmitation. 

As different Liquors different ways 
Affect the body, ſometimes raife 
J he fancy to an E:gle's flight, 
And make the heart fer] wond'rous light; * 
Ac other times the circling mug, N 
Like LETHE's draugh:, or opiate drug, 


Will Arik the ſenſes on a heap, 


When 7olks talk wiſe, who talk 1 3 


I whimiical i imagination, 
15 Might i irom 4 whimſical relation, 


Fow every Author writes and thinks 
| Analagous to what he arinks, 


I while qu in Conjecture s lucky hit, 


Find. vut his bev rage in his Wit. | 

Ye goodly driy-nymph Muſes, hail ! 
Mum, PoRTER, STINGO, MILD and STALF, 
And chiefly thou of boaſted fame, 


[Ut Roman and IMPERIAL name; 


O Purl! all hail ' thy vot'ry ſteals, 
His Rockines dangling at his heels, 
Te where ſome pr ndant head invites 
The Bard to ſet his own to rights, 
Who ſeeks thy influence divinc, 
And pours libations on thy Girine, 


2 


in wormwood draughts or inipiration, 


To whet his foul for defimation. 

Hail too, your Domes } whoſe Maſter” 
7 ak:'s ap illuſtrious folks at will, 
And careleſs or of place or name, 


i 


2M Fe r hang: to public fame 


ine garter'd Knights, blue, red, or green, 
Lords, Earls and Dukes, nay King, or Queen, 
And ſometimee pairs them both together, 7 
To dangle to the wind and weather; 
Or claps ſome mighty General there, 
Who has not any head to ſpare. 
Or if it more his fancy ſuit, 
Pourtrays or fiſt, or bird, or brute. 
And lure; the gaping, thirſty gueſt, 
ToScoTT's entire, or TRUEMAN'S þ 
Ve cherer d Domes thrice hail ! for — > 


* T he fire of Wit, the froth of Senſe, 


Here gentle Puns, ambiguous Joke, 
Burit forth oracular in ſmoke, 

And inſpiration pottle deep 

Forgets her ſons, and falls afleer 
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Hence iſſue Treatiſes and Rhymes, 
The Wit and Wonder of the Times, 
Hence Scandal, Piracies and Lies,. 
Defenſive Pamphlets on Exc1se, 
Fw murd rous Articles of News, 
And pert THEATRICAL REviews. 

| Hither, as to their Urns, repair, 
Bard, Publiſher, and minur Play” ry, 
And o'er the Porter's foaming head 
Their venom'd malice nightly ſhed, 
And aim their batteries of dirt 
At Genius, which they cannot hurt. 

Smack not their works, if verſe or proſe 
Offend your eyc, or ear, or nole, 
So frothy, vapid, ſtale, hum-drum, 
Of Srix co, Por TER, Punt and Mun * 
And when the muſe politely , 
Cannot you find the Lady ſmokes ? 
And ſpite of all her inſpiration, 
Betrays her alehouſe education? 

Alas ! how very few are found, 
Whole ſtyle taſtes neat and full and found ! 
In WIL moT?'s looſe ungovern'd vein 
There is, I grant, much burnt CHAMPAGNE) 
And DoxsE T's lines all palates hit, 
The very BuxGuxDY of wit. 
But when, obedient to the mode 
Ot panegyric, courtly ode, 
The bard beſtrides his annual hack, 
In vain I tafte, and ſip and ſmack, 
I find no flavour of the Sack. 
But while I ramble and reffne | 
On flavour, Style, and Wit and Wine, 
Four Claret, which I wauld not walte, 
Recalls me to my proper taſte; 
Jo ending, as tis more than time, 

At once my Letter, glafs and rhy me, 

axe this bumper off to you, 
'Tis SHEPHERD'S | hcalth—dcar friend, alicu. 


THE CANDLE AvD SNUFFERS. 
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0 ** ever n a ws 8 
| Wits are game cocks to one another,” 
But no antipathy tv ſtrong, HED 
Which acts ſo hercely, Laſts ſo long 
As that which rages in the breaſt 
Of critic, and of vt proteſt: 
| hen, eager for ſome bold empr ize, 

Wir, Tan ie, alects the ſkies, 

When, full of energy divine, 

The mighty dupe of all the nine, 
Nds his kite ſoar on paper wing, 

The critic comes, and cuts the itring 
Hence dire contention often grows 

"Twixt man of verſe, and man of proſe ; 
While proſe- man deems the verſe-man fool, 
And meaſures wit by line and rule, 

And, as he lops off fancy's limb, 
Turns executioner of whim ; 3 
Vor. VUL 
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| Toer pilot 2a the "OED no more, ' 
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While genius, which too oft diſdains 
To bear een honourable chains; 
(Such as a ſheriff's ſelf might wear 
Or grace the wiſdom of a may, 'r) 
Turns rebel to dame Rx As os throne 


And holds no judgment like his own. 


Yet while they ſpatter mutual dirt, | 
In idle threats that cannot hurt, 
Methinks they waſte a deal of time, 
Both fool in proſe, and fool in rhyme. 
And whenthe angry bard exclaimg 
And calls a thouſand paltry names, 
| He doth his critic mighty wrong, 

And hurts the dignity of ſong. 
The prefatory matter paſt 


| The tale, or ſtory, comes at laſt. 


A candle ftuck in Haring ſtare 


| Wickin the nozzle of French plate, 


Tow" ring aloft with ſmoaky light, 
The ſnuff and flame of won'drous 3 » 
(F or, virgin yet of amputation, 


| No force had check d its inclination) 


Sullen addrefs*d with conſcious pride, 


py 1 | Ih Dormant ſnuffers at his ſide. 


© Mean vulgar toole, whoſe envious aim 
Strikes at the vitals of my flame, 
Yout trude aſſaults ſhall hurt no more, 

See how my beams triumphant ſoar ! 

See how I gayly blaze alone | 

With ſtrength, with luſtre all my own. 

„ Luftre, good fir: the ſnuffers __ 

Alas! how ignorant is pride ! 

Thy light which wavers round the room, 

Sheivs as the counterfeit of gloom, 

Thy ſauff which idly tow'rs fo high 

Will waſte thy effence by and by, 

Which, as I prize thy luſtre dear 

I fain would lop to make thee clear. 

Poaſt not, old friend, thy random rays, 

Thy waſting ſtrength, and , o4 ring * 
von ſhine but as a beggar's link 0 

To burn away, and die in ſtink, . 

No merit waits unſteady light, 
| You muſt burn true as well as bright." 
Poets like candles all are puffers, 

And critics are the candle ſnuffers. 


[THE TEMPLE oy FAVOUR, 


Z 


To bring the cargo fafe to ſhore e; 
Permit, as time and place afford, 
A paſſenger to come aboard. 

The ſhepherd who ſurvey'd the teeps 
When all its tempeſts were aſlcep, | 


* When this was publiſhed in the Saint James's 
Magazine Mr. Lloyd had — * condu@ 
| ot | | 


1 Kenrickk. 
| 2E 


$ 
q 


210 E Lt © Y DB” 8 


Dreamt not of danger; glad was he 
To fell his flock, and put to fea : 
The conſequence has Æsor told, 

He loſt his venture, ſheep and gold. 
So fares it with us ſons of rhyme, 
From doggrel wit, to wit ſublime ; 
On ink's calm ocean all ſeems clear, 
No ſands affright, no rocks appear; 
No lightnings blaſt, no thunder: roar, 
No ſurges laih the peaceful ſhore ; 
Till, all too vent'rous from the land, 
The tempeſts daſh us on the ſtrand: 
Then the low pirate boards the deck, 


— And ſons of theft enjoy the wretk. 


The harlot muſe ſo paſſing gay, 
Bewitches only to betray ; . 
Though for a while, with eaſy airy 
She ſmooths the rugged brow of care, 
And laps the mind in flow'ry dreams, 
With tancy's tranſitory gleams. 

Fond of the nothings the beſtows, 
We wake at lait to real woes. 

Through ev'ry age, in ev'ry place, 
- Contider wel the poet”s caſe ; 

— turns protected and carefs'd, 
Detam'd, dependent, and diftref>'d 3 
The joke of wits, the bane of ſlaves, 
The curſe of fools, the butt of knaves z 
Too proud to ſtoop for ſervile ends, 
To lacquey rognes, or fatter friends 3 
With prodigality to give, | | 
Too carelets of the means to live: 
The bubble fame intent to gain, 5 

And yet too lazy to maintain; 

He quits the world he never priz'd, 
Pitied by few, by more deſpis'd 3 

And lott to friends, oppreſs'd by focs, 


# Sinks to the n-thing whence he roſe. 


O 2lorious trade, for wit's a trade, 

Where men e 1gin'd more than made, 
 Letcrazy Lys, neglected Gar, 
The thabby Orrway, Dx YEN grey, 
Thoſe tuneful ſervants of the nine, 
(Not that I blend their name with mine) | 
* their lives, their works, their tame, 
And teach the world ſome uſcful ſhame. | 
At ſirit the Poet idly ſtrays 0 
Along the greenſward path of pr: aſey 

ill on his journies up and down, 

To ſce, and to be teen, in town, 
What with ill-natur'd ſlings and rubs 
Prom flippant bucks, and hack: y ſerubs, 


Eis toils through duſt, through dirt, through ziavel, | W 


Take off his appetite fo travel. 


Tranſient is fame's immediate breach, | 
Though it blews flronger after death; 


Dun then, with MarTIar, aftcr fate 


| If g glory comes, ſhe comes too late. 


For who'd his time and labour give 

For praiſe, by which he cannot live ? 
But in Aro LO court of fame 

In this all courts are much the ſame) 

By Favour folks muſt make the:r way, 

Favors, which laſts, perhaps, a day, 

And when vou'vetwirl'd yourſelf about 

To w riggle , you're wriggled cut. 

*Tis from the ſunſtune of . cyes 


Each ceurtly infec ?: ves or die; 


| 'Tis ſhe diſpenſes all the graces 


Of profits, penſions, honours, placey 
And in her light capricious fits J 
| Makes wits of fools, and fools of wit 
Gives vices, folly, dullneſs birth, 
Nay ſtamps the currency cn worth ; 
"Tis ſhe that lends the muſe a ſpur, 
And even Kiſſing goes by Her. 

Far in the fea a temple ſtands 
Built by dame Erxxor's haſty hands, 
Where in her dome of lucid thells 
| The vitionary goddeſs dwells, 
Here oer her ſubject ſons of earth 
| Regardlef: or of place, or worth, 
She rules triumphant ; and ſupplies 
The gaping world with hopes and lies, 


ls built upon the wings of dreams; 
The fickle wines her altars bear 
Which quiver to the ſhifting air; 


| | Hicher hath Re as0x ſeldom brovght 5 


The child of VIX TVE or of Tuo GAT, 
And Jus ricE with her equal face, 
Finds this, alas! no tlirone of Grace. 
CAr RICE, OI tox, FASHION wait, 

| 'The porters at the temple's gate, 

And as the fond adorers preſs _ 
Pronounce fantaſtic happineſs ; : 
While Favour withaSyYrEx's ſmile, 


; [Which might Ur vssEs' ſelf beguile, 
Preſents the ſparkling bright libation, | 
I The Nectar of intoxication 3 | 


And ſummoning her ev'ry grace 


lor winning charms, and chearful face, 


Smiles away Reaſon from his throne, 


and makes his votaries her own: 
Intuit reſounds the voice of fame; 
 ]Eanght with the whiſtlings of their name, 


The tools grow frantic, in theinpride 


[Contemning all the world beſide : 


Plens'd with the gewgaw toys of pow” rs 
The noiſy pageant of an hour, 


[Struts forth the tateſman, haughty, vain, | 


Amidit a ſupple ſervile train, 


So proud, he almoſt treads in air; ; 


While levee-fools, who ſue for place, 
| Crouch for employment from his Grace, 


And e*en good Bithops, taught to trim, 
Forſ.ke their Go» to bow to him. | 
- 'The Poetin that happy hour, 

Imagination in his pow'r, 

Walks all abroad, and unconfin' dy | 


| — 5 the liberty of mind: 


Dupe to the ſmoke of flimſy praiſe, 


Ine vomits forth fonorous lays ;, 


And, in his fine poetie rage, | 
Plar.ning, poor foul, a deathleſs page, 
| Indulges pride's fantaſtic whim, | 
And all the Won 1.» muſt wake to ni. 
A while from fear, trom envy tree, 
le ſleeps on a pacific ſea; | 
| Lethargic Ex MOR for 4 while 


8 | Deceives him with her ſpecious ſmile, 


And flatt'ring dreams deluſi ve ſned 
Gay gilded viſions round his head. 


When, ſwift as thought, the goddeſs lewd 
y Shifts the light gate and remprits rude, - 


Her throne, which weak and tott'ring ſeeme, 


With ſhrug, grimace, nod, wink, and har, 
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auch as the ndrthern ſkies deform, 

When fell DES TA ue tox guides the ſtorm, 

Tranſport him to ſome dreary iſle 

Where Favour never deign'd to ſmile. 

Where waking, helpleſs, all alone, 

Midſt craggy ſteeps and rocks unknown ; 
Sad ſcenes of woe his pride confound, 

And DESsOLATION ſtalks around. 

Where the dull months no pleaſures bring, 

And years roll round without a ſpring 3 

Where He all hopeleſs, loſt, undone, 

Sees chearleſs days that know no ſun ; 

Where jibing Scoxx her throne maintains, 

| Midſt mildewe, blights, and blaſts, and rains. 

| Let others, with ſubmiſſive knee, 
Capricious goddeſs ! bow to Thee; 

Leet them with fixt inceſſant aim 

Court fickle favour, faithleſs fame; 3 


wy Let vanity's faſtidious flave 


Loſe the kind moments nature gave, 
In invocations to the ine RE 
Of Phcobus and the fabied Nine, 
An Author to his lateſt days, 
From hunger, or from thirit of praiſe, 
Let him through every fubject roam 

To bring the uſeful morſel home 3 3 
Write upon LI R ER I v oppreſt, 

On happineſs, when moit diſtreſt, 
Turn bookſeller's obſequious tool, 

A monkey's cat, a mere fool's fool; 

Let him, unhallow'd wretch ! — 
The muſe's dignity for gain, 
Field to the dunce his ſenſe contemns, 
TCringe to the knave his heart condemns, 

And, at 2 bluckhead's bidding, force 
| ä genius from his courſe 
Write ode, epiſtle, eſſay, libel, | 
Make notes, or ſteal them, for the bible 3 'B 
Or let him, more judicial, fit, 
The dull Lord Chicf, on culprit wit, 

Wich rancour read, with paſſion blame, 
Talk high, yet fear to put his name, 
And from the dark, but uſeful ſhade, 
(it place for murd'rous ambuſc ade,) 
Weak monthly ſhafts at merit hurl, 
The Gr Do of ſome modern Curt. 
For me, by adverſe fortune plac'd 

Far from the colleges of taſte, 
I joſtle no poetic name; 
lenvy none their proper fame; 
And it ſometimes an eaſy vein, | 
With no deſign, and little pain, | 
| Form'd into verie, hath pieas'd a while, 
And caught the reader's tranſient ſmile, 
My mule hath anſwer's all her ends, 
5 Pleating herſelf, while pleas'd her friendz; 8 
But, fond of liberty, diſdains 
To bear reſtraint, or clink her chains; 
Nor would, to gain a Manurchs FAVOUR, 


Let dulneſs, or rats * 


*Theſe two lat lines were added by Mr. Keniick 3 
eo whom the of was originally addreffed. 
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| THE SPIRIT OF CONTRADICTION 


| HE very ſillieſt things in life 19 
Create the moſt material ſtrĩ ſe. | 
| What icarce will ſuficr a debate, 
| Will oftproduce the bittereſt hate. 
It 5s, you ſay ; I fay 'tis nt 
| Why you grow warm—and you are hot. 
Thus each alike with paſſion glows, 
And word; come firſt, and, after, blows. 
Friend JExx1x had an income clear, 


Some fifteen pounds, or more, a yeur, 


And rented, on the farming plan, 
Orounds at much greater ſums per ann. 

A man of conſequence, no doubt, | 
Mongſt all his neighbours round abeut ; 
He was of frank and open mind, 

Too honeſt to be muchrefin'd, | 
Would ſmoke his pipe, and tell his tale, 


IZ Sing a good ſong, and drink his ale. 


His wite was of another mould; 
Her age was neither young nor old 3 


wid | Her features ſtrong, Hut ſomewhat plain 3 3 


Her air not bad, but rather van; 
Her temper neither new nor ſtrange, . 

| A woman's, very apt to change 
What ſhe moſt hated was conviction, 


I What ſhe moſt lov'd, flat Cox R ADICTION. 
- . A charming * ne*ertheleſs ; | 


—Tell me a thing the could nat dreſs, | 
| | Soups, haſhes, pickles, puddings, pies, | 


| Nought came amiſs—ſhe was ſo coiſe. 


For the, bred twenty miles from town, 


| Had brought a world of breeding down, 
5 | Anc. Cumberland had ſeldom ſeen 


A farmer's wife with ſuch a mein: | 

She could not bear the ſound of Dame; 

| —No—MPreſs JEr x1N was her name. 

| She could Earangue with wond'rous grace 
On gowns and mobs, and caps and lace; 
But though ſhe ne'er adorn'd hs brows, 

She had a vaſt contempt tor ſpouſe, 


Is being one who rcok no pride, 


And was a deal too eeuntrified. 

| Such were our couple, man and wifes 
Such were their moans and ways of lite. 

. Once on a time, the ſeaſon fair 

For exerciſe: and chearful air, 

It h:ppen'd in his morning's roam, _ 

| He kili d his birds and brought them home. 
Here, CicgLy, take away my gun 3 | 


| How ſhall we have theſe ſtarlings done? 


Done] what my love? Your wits are wild ; 
Staclings, my dear; they” re thruſhes child. 
| Nay now but look, contider, wite, 
| They're ſtarlings—No—upon my life: 
Sure I can judge as well as you, 
I know a thruth and ſtarling too. 
Who was it ſhot them, you or 12 
They're ſtarlings—thruthes—2zounds \ You 1. 
Pray, Sir, tae back your dirty word, 
1 fcorn your language as y=u_ bird 3 
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It ought to make a huſband bluſh, 

To treat a wife ſo bout a thruſh. 

Thruſh, Cicely !—Yes—a itarling—Ne, 
The lie again, and then a blow. 

Blows carry ſtrong and quick conviction, 

And mar the pow'rs of contradiction. 
Peace ſoon enſued, and all was welt 2 

Tt were imprudenece to rebel, 

Or keep the ball up of debate 

Againſt theſe arguments of weight. 

A year roll d on in perfect eaſe, 
Tuns as you like, and what you plcaſe, 
Till in its courſe and order due, 

Came March the twentieth, fifty-two.. 

Quath Cicely, this is charming life, 

No tumults now, no blows, no ſtrife. 
What fools we were this day laſt year! 
Lord, how you beat me then, my dear 

Sure it was idle and abſurd 
To wrangle ſo about a bird ; 

A bird not worth a ſingle ruſh-— 

A ftarling—no, my love, athruſb, 
That I'll maintain that I'll deny. | 
You're wrong, good huſband—wife, you le, | 
Again the ſelf ſame wrangle roſe, | 

Again the lye, again the blows. | 

Thus every year (true man and wife) 

Enſues the ſame domeſtic ſtrife. 

Thus every year their quarrc} ends, 
They argue, fight, a buſs, and friends; 
is ſtarling, thruſh, and thruſh and ſtarling; 

= You dog, my oy my _ my _ : 
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HA T, three mance gone, and never fend 
| A ſingle letter to a friend ? 
In that time, ſure, we might have known | 
Whether you fat or lean was grown ; 
Whether your hoſt was ſhort or tall, 
Had manners good, or none at all; 
Whether the ncighb'ring ſquire you found | 
N. mere a brute a» tox or hound z 
Or if the parſon of the place 
(Wich all due rev'rence to his grace) 
Took much more pains himielf to keep, 
Than to inſtruct and feed his ſheep; 
At what hour cf the day you dine 
Whether you drink beer, punch, or wine; 
Whether you hunt, or ſhoot, or ride; Ho 
Or, by ſome mudd; ditch's fide, 
Which you, in viſionary dream, 
Call bubbling rill, or purling ttream, 
Ligh for ſome aukward country lafs, 
Who muſt of conſequence ſurpaſs 
All that is beautiful and bright, 
As much as day ſurpaſſes night; 
Whether the people eat and drink, 
Or ever talk, or ever think; 
If, to the honour of their parts, 
1 he men have heads, the women hearts? 
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17 the moon riſes and goes down, 
LAnd changes as ſhe does in town 


If you've returns of night and day, 

And ſeaſons varying roll away; 

Whether your nfind exalted woaes 

Th' embraces of a ſerious muſe ; 

Or if you write, as I donow, 

The I. -d knows what, the I. d knows how. 


] Theſe, and a thouſand things like theſe, 


The friendly heart are ſure to pleaſe. 
| Now will my friend turn up his eyes, 
And look ſuperlatively wiſe; 
Wonder what all this ſtuff s about, 
And how the plague I found him out! 
When he had taken ſo much pains, | 
In order to regale his brains 

With privacy and country air, 
To go, no ſoul alive knew where! 
Beſides, tis folly to ſuppoſe 
That any perſon breathing goes 
On ſuch aſcheme, with a deſign 
To write or read ſuch ſtuff as mine, 
And idly waſte his precious time 
In all th' impertinence of rhyme. 

My good, wiſe, venerable fir! 
Why about nonſenſe all this {tir ! 
Is it, that you would ſtand alone, 


And cead no nonſenſe but your own ; 


Though you're (to tell you, by and bye} 
Not half fo great a fool as 1; e 
Or is it that you make pretence, 


Being a fool, to have ſome ſenſe? 
And would you really have my muſe 
| Employ yourfe!f in writing news, | 


And moſt uncunſcionably teize her 


I With rhyming to Warſaw and Weſer ; ; 


Or tofs up a poetic olio, 

Merely to bring in Marſhal Broglio ? 
Shauld I recite what now is doing, 
Or what for future times is brewing, 

| Or triumph that the poor French ſce all 
Their hopes defeated at Montreal, _ 


ſor ſhould I your attention carry 
To Fred'rick, Ferdinand, or Harry, 


Of flying Ruſſian, daſtard Swede, 
And be ffled Auſtria let you read; 


or gravely tell with what deſiggg 
 _ [The youthful Henry paſs'd the Rhine * 


r ſhould I ſhake my empty head, 
And tell you that the King is dead, 


IObſerve what changes will enſue, 
I What will be what, and who'll be who, 
I [Or leaving theſe things ta my betters, 


Be tore you ſet the ſtate of letters ! 


Or ſhould I tell domeſtic jars, 
{How author againſt author wars, 
How both with mutual envy rankling, 


Fr—k—2q damns M=—rp—y, M—rp—y Fromknnn? 
Or will it more your mind engage 

To talk of actors and the ſtage, 

To tell, if any words could tell, 

What Garrick acts ſtill, and how ven, | 

That SHERIDAN with all his care | 


IWin always be a labour'd play ry 


And that his acting at the beſt 
Is all but art, and art confeſt 3 


From ſeat of empire royal Jovx, 
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That Ba II“, if reaſon may preſume 
To judge by things paſt, things to come, 
In future times will tread the ſtage, 
Fgqually form'd for love and rage, 

Whilit por E for comic humour fam'd, 
Shall live when Crt1ve no more is nam'd. 
Your wiſdom I ſuppoſe can't bear 

About dull pantomime to hear ; 

Nor would you have a fingle word 
Of Harlequin, and wooden ſword, 

Of dumb ſhew, fools tricks, and wry faces, 

And wit which lies all in grimaces, 

Nor ſhould I any thing advance 
Of new invented comic dance. | 
Canous, perhaps, to things like theſe, 
Would it your worſhip better pleaſe, 
That I, more loaden than the camels, 
Should crawl in philoſophic trammels ? 
Should I attack the ſtars, and ſtray 

In triumph o'er the milky way, 
And like the TiTaxs try to move 


Then ſpread my terrors all around, 
And his Satellites confound, ES 
Teach the war far and wide to rage, 
And ev'ry ſtar by turns engage? 
The danger we ſhould ſhare between us, 
You fight with Max s and I with VENSVsõ. 
Or thould J rather, if I cou'd, 
Talle of words little underſtood, 
Centric, excentric, epicycle, _ 
Fine words the vulgar ears to tickle ! I 
A vacuum, plenum, gravitation, 
And other words of like relation, 
Which may agree with ſtudious men, 
But hurt my teeth, and gag my pen; 
Things of ſuch grave and ſerious kind 


Puzzle my head and plague my mind; 5 


Beſides in writing to a friend 

A man may any nonſenſe ſend, 
And the chief merit's to impart, 
The . 2 his * 


| CHARITY. A FRAGMENT. 


INSCRIBED TO THE BEV. MR. HANBURY. 

TORTH is excis'd, ———_— 

WY A heavy Tax for barren pac, 

A friend to univerſal Man, 

Is univerſal good your plan? | 

Gap may perhaps your project bleſs 

2 * 7 ſucceſs. 0 
ough the grand ſcheme thy thoughts purſue, 

Beſpeak a noble generous view, | | 

Where CHariTy o'er all preſides, 

And Sxxsz approves what Via run guides, 


* Miſs Bride an Actreſs then of 
atre, who ſoon after 


.der in the Reſciad, 


8 The- 


| INay, would appear 
| But that his wiſdom's in diſguiſe, 


day Stage, Set her cha- 
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| Yet wars and tumults will commence, 


For Rogues hate virtue, Blockheads ſenſe. 
Believe me, Oppoſition grows 


Lot always from our real foes, 
3 [Bur (where it ſeldom ever ends) 


From our more 5 ſeeming friends. 
I hate not foes, for they declare, 

*Tis War for War, and dare who dare; 
But your ſly, ſneaking, worming owls, 
Whom FIE NDSUIr ſcornsand FEAR c- 
Who praiſe, ſupport, and help by halves, 
Like Heifers, neither Bulls, nor Cal ves; 
Who, in Hypocrify's diſguiſe, 

Are truly as the Serpent vuiſe, 

But cannot ALL theprecept love, 

And be os harmleſs as the Dove. 


| | Who hold each charitable meeting, 


To mean no more than good ſound eating, 
While each becomes 2 hearty fellow 


According as he waxes mellow, 


And kindly helps the main defign, 


7 By drinking its ſucceſs in wine; 
: And when his feet and ſenſee reel, 


rotters with correſpondent zel; 
1 par: * wiſe, 


And would harangue, but that his mo = 


| Which ever hates the ſin of Jrought, 


{Catching the full perpetual gl Iſs, 


| | Cannot afford a word to p aſs. 


Such, who like true ns ear, 
Becauſe the Pariſh pays the treat, Os 
And of their bellyful ſecure, * 


: | 0 erſee, or over - laub the pour; 
_ I Who would ao douke be wee juſt, 
| And faithful Guardians of their truſt, 


But think the deed might run more clever 
To them and to their Heirs for euer, 2 


. That Charity, too apt to roam, | 
{Might end, where ſhe begins, at home; 


Who make all public good a trade, 
| Benevolence a mere parade, 
And Charity a cloak for ſin, 


| To keep it avg and warm within 3 


Who promiſe rauch and never 


| Who wind themſelves about 45 heart 
I Wich hypocritic, knaviſh art, 
| Tell you what wond*rous things they” re wings 
| | And undermine you to your run; 


Such, or of low or high eſtate, 
To ſpeak: the honeſt truth, I hate: 
[ view their tricks with indignation, 


E And loath each fulſom proteſtation, | 
| [As I would loath a whore's embrace 3 
Who ſmiles, and ſmirks, and ſtrokes my face, | 


And all ſo tender, fond, and kind, . 
As free of body, of mind, 


| [Affefts the ſofinefsof the Dove, = 
And 


p—xes me toſhew her Love. 

| The Maiden wither” d, wrinkled „ pale, 
Whoſe charms, tho? ſtrong, are rather ſtale, 
| Will uſe that weapon call'd a tongue, 

70 wound the beauteous and the young. 


I'm either blind or ſtupid grown. 
— The girl is well enough to paſs, 
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— What, Dr iA handſome —well —I own 
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But there's no meaning in ber face, 
And then her air, fo void of grace ! 
And all the world, with half an eye, 
May ſee her ſhape grows quite awry. 
1 ſpeak not from an ill deſign, 
For ſhe's a favourite of mine, | 
— Though I could wiſh that ſhe would wear 
A more reſerv'd becoming air; 
Not that I hear of indiſcretions, | 
| Such folks, you know, make no confeſſions, 
Though the Won Io ſays, that Parſon there, 
That ſmock-fac'd Man with darkith hair, 
He who wrote verſes on her bird, | 
The ſimpleſt things I ever heard, 
_ Makes frequent viſits there of late, 
And is become exceeding great; 
This I myſelf aver is true, 
I faw him lead her to his pew 

Thus ſcandal, like a Alte — 
Miſrepreſents in defamation ; 

And where ſhe haply cannot ſpy 

A loop wherecon to hang a lye, 
Turns every action wrong fide out 

To bring her paultry tale about. 

Thus Excellence of every kind, 
Whether of body or of mind, 
Is but a mark ſet upon high, 
For knaves to guide their arrows by, 
A mere Scotch Poſt for public itch, | 
Where Hog, or Man, may ſcrub his breech. 
But thanks to nature, which ordains 


A juft reward for all our pains, 


And makes us ſtem, with ſecret pride, | 
HFHoarſe DisayPorxTMENT'S rugged tide, 
And like a lordly ſhip, which braves 

he roar of winds, and ruth of Waves, 
Weather at! ſtorms, which jealous Hate 
Or frantic Malice m ay create. N 
"Tis Cod scizNex, a reward alone, 
Corscizxer, who plac'd on Virtuc's throne, 
_ Eyes raging men, or raging feas, | | 
| Undau: 122d, firm, with heart at eaſe. 
From her dark Cave, though Ex vx riſe 
With hollow cheeks, and jaundic'd eyes, 
Though HaTRED le1gue with Forty vain, 
And Sri and RN cov join the train; 
Shall ViaTve ſhrink, abaſh'd, afraid, 
And tr:mble at an idle ſhade ? 
Fear works upon the Fool, or Knave, 
An honeſt man is always brave. 
While OpyosrT10N's fruitleſs aim 
Js as the bellows to the flame, 
And, like a Pagan perſecution, _ 
Enforce; FarTH and RxsorLvTtoN, 
Though prejudice in narrow minds, 
The mental eye of reaſon blinds ; 


Though WIr, which not e'en friends will 1 ſpare 


Affect the ſneering, laughing air, 
Though Dur klxxss, in her monkiſh gown, 
Diſplay the WIs po of a frown, | 
Yet TxUTH will force herſelf, in ſpite 
Of al! their efforts, into light. 
See Bigot Monks in Spain — 
See Garin. *0 dragg'd to gaol: 
Hear the grave Doctors of the ſchools, 
The Golzotha of learned Fools, 
As damnuble and impioes brand 
That art they cannot underſtand, 
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{For let the Abbeis beat her drum, 
] Eleven thouſand troops ſhall come; 


8 


1 


And out of zeal pervert the Bible, 
As if it were a ſtanding Libel, 

On every good and uſeful pian 
That riſes in the brain of man. 

| OBrcoTRry ! whoſe frantic rage 
Has blotted half the elaſſic page, 


And in Religion's drunken fit, 


Murder'd the Greek ard Roman wit 3 
Who zealous for that Faith's encreaſe, 


Whoſe eays are rig/teouſneſs and peace, 


With rods and whips, and ſword, and axe, 


| With priſons, tortures, flames and racks, 


With perſecution's fiery goad, 

Enforcing ſome new-fangl'd mode, 

Would pluck down Reg ason from * 
To raiſe ſome phantom of thy own ; 


4 
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Alas! the fury undiſcerning, 


Which blaſts, and ſtunts, and hews up Learning, 
Like an ill-judging zealous friend, 
Blaſphemes that Wiſdom you defend. 
Co, kick the proſtituted whores, 
The nine ſtale virgins out of doors; 


All female forms, and virgins true, 

As ever Saint or Poet knew. 

And glorious be the honour'd name 

Of WI Nd trREDE, of SAINTED fame, 
Who to the Church like light' ning ſped, 
And ran three miles without her head; 
(Well might the modeſt Lady run, 
Since dwas to keep her maiden one) 
And when before the congregation 


| { The Prince fell dead for reparation, 


Secure of Life as well as Honour, 


| {Ran hack with both her heads upon hes: 


No matter of what ſhape or ſize, 1 II 


= Gulp down the Legendary Lies, 
| Believe, what neither God ordains, 


Nor Chriſt allows, nor ſenſe maintains; 
Make Saint of Pope, or Saint of Thief, 


Believe almoſt in unbelief ; 


Yet with thy ſolemn prieſtly air, 


| By book and bell, and candle ſwear, 
That God has made his own elect | 
But from your ſtem and favourite ſe ; 


That He who made the world, has bleſt 


[One part alone, to damn the reſt, 
As if the Allmerciful and juſt, 


Who form'd us of one common duſt, 


_ | Had render'd up his own decree, 
And lent his attributes to thee. 


Thus his own eyes the Bigot blinde, 


To ſhut out light from human minds, 


And the clear truth (an emanation 


| From the great Author of creation, 


A beam tranſmitted from on high, 
To bring us nearer to the ſky, 

While ev'ry path by ſcience trod 
Leads us with wonder up to God,) 


Is doom'd by Ignorance to make 


Atonement at the Martyr's ſtake; 
Though, like pure gold, th' illuſtrious dame, 


Comes forth the brighter from the flame. 


No perſecution will avait 3 
No inquiſition racks, nor gaol; 


| When Learning's mere enlight'ned ray. 


Shall drive theſe ſickly foys y; 
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A thankful age ſhall pay her more, 
Than all her t-oubles hurt before. 
| See Shame an! Scorn await on thoſe 
Who poorly dar'd to be her foes, 
But will the grateful voĩce of tame 
Sink Truth, and GALL 0's name) 
How wilful, obitinate, and blind, 
Are tlie main herd of human kind ! 


Woll faid the Wit, who well had tried 


That malice which his Parts defied, 
When merit's ſun begins to break, 


The Dunces ſtretch, and ftrive to wake, 


And amity of Dunce with Dunce, 
Fingers out Genius all at once. 
As you may find the honey out, 

By ſeeing all the flies about. | 
All ugly Women hate a toaſt 3 
The goodlieſt fruit is pick*d the moſt; 
The ivy winds about the ak, 
And to the faireſt comes the ſmoke. 

Eicap'd the dangers of the deep, 
When Gurt x fell faſt aſleep, 
| Stretch'd on the Lilliputian ſtrand, 
A Giant in a pigmy Land 3 | 
Watchful againtt impending harms, 
All Lilliput cried out, To arms; 
The trumpets echoed all around, 
The Captain ſept exceeding ſound, 
Though crowds of undiſtinguiſh'd tize 
Aſſail'd his body, legs, and thig!3, 

While clouds of arrows flew apace, 
And fell like feathers on his face. 
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X EPISTLE TO MR. Ww. WoTtTy, [Atl-at like wiſdom in diſguiſe, . 
mem rem mann,, M bs hd henna. 
| Gives thinking looks inſtead of thought, 
| She ſmokes, and ſmokes ; without all 
| PSave as the eddies climb the cieling, 
{And waft avout their mild perfume, 
She marks their paiſage round the room, 
When pipe forſakes the vacant mouth, 7 


TH E praiſe of Genius will offend | 


IA oe no doubt, fometimes a friend; 


But curſe on genius, wit, and parts; 
Te thirſt of ſcience, love of arts, 

If inconſiſtent with the plan 
Of ſocial good from man to man. 
For me, who will, may wear the bays, 
I ralue not ſuch idle pratſe: fs 
Lt wrangling wits abuſe, deſame, 
And quurel for an empty name, 


What's in this ſhuffling pace of rhyme, | 


Or g· und tas ſtride of Kitt ſublime, 
That vanity her trump ſhould blow, 
And look with ſcorn on follts below? 

Are wit and folly cloſe ally'd, | 

And match'd like poverty, with pride 
When riva} bards for fame contend, 
The pcet often ſpoils the fiend ; 
Genius ſelf-center'd fecls alone 

hat merit he eſteems his own, | 
And cold, g'cr-jealous, and fever 
Hates, like 2 Turk, a brother near; 
| Malice ſteps in, good nature flies, 
Folly prevails, and frienddhip Cic> 


Peace to all ſuch, if peace can dell 
With thoſe who bear about a hell, 


By their own feelings ſtung to death. 
None but a weak and brainleſs fool, 
Undiſciptin'd in fortune's ſchool, 
Can hope for favours from the wit: 
He pleads preſcription to forget, 
| Unnotic'd let him live or rot, 

And, as forgetful, be forgot, 


A man in rags looks ſomething gueer, 
And there's vaſt humour in a ſneer 


. | That jeſt, alike all witlings ſuits, 


Wich lies no further than the bots. 
| Give me the man whoſe open mind 


i | Means ſocial good to all mankind ; 
| Who when his friend, from fortune's round, 
Is toppled headlong to the ground, | 


Cn meet him with a warm embrace, 


5} And wipe the tear from ſorrow's face ; . 
4 Who, not ſelf. -taught and proudly wiſe, 


| Seeks more to comfort than adviſe, 
Who leſs intent to thine than pleaſe, 


The jovial gueſt, the honeſt man; 
In ſhort, whole picture, painted true, 
n ev'ry point reſembles you. 


A pertect eaſe the dame enjoys; 
| Vhree chairs her indolence employs : 


3 


On one ſhe ſquats her cuſhion'd bum, 


l An arm lolls dangling o'er another, 


fa leg lies conckart on its brother, 


Lo make her look ſupremely wiſe, : | | 


A pot of beer prevents her drought, 
Which with por ations pottle deep 
Lulls the poor maudlin muſe to 


But neither pow'r nor will to read, 


| Tin ſeatter'd tomes lie all around 


Who ſtrike the root, and kick the 
Whoſe muſe ſuperlatively high 


Take lodgings always near the ſky ; 


And like the lark with daring flight 


; Saul ſoars and ſiags beyond our fights _ 


Who blaſt all worth with envy's breath, 


Moſt wags, whole pleaſure is to /moke, 
Wou'd rather loſe their friend, than joke; 


Wears lis own mirth with native eaſe, 
And is from ſenſe, from nature's plan, 


And will my friend for once excuſe, 
Inis offering of a lazy muſe? 
Iloſt lazy, —leſt you think her not, 
_ Fil draw her picture on the ſpot. 


I Which would not riſe, though kings ſhould come 3 


ner books of which fas wond”rous need, 
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_ :rumpet forth your grand ſublime, 
. (corn our lazy lounging rhyme. 
* though the lark in æther floats, 
And trills no doubt diviner notes, 
 Careleſly perch'd on yonder ſpray, 
The linnet ſings a pretty lay. 
What horrid, what tremendous 
Shakes all my fabric with affright ! 
With AzxcG us” hundred eys he marks, 
With triple mouth the monſter barks ; 
And while he ſcatters flaming brands 
BaiAxzus lends him all his hands. 
Hitt ! *tisa car1T1c.—Yes—'tis he 
What wou'd your graceleſs form with me? 
Is it t* upbraid me with the crime 
Of ſpinning unlaborious rhyme, 
Of ftringing various thoughts together 
In verſe, or proſe, or both, or neither ? 
A vein, which though 1 it muſt offend 
You lefty firs who can't dejcend, 
To fame has often made its way 
From BuTr. nr, PrIOR, Swir r, — Gar; 3 
1s it for this your brow auſtere | 
 Frowns me to ſtone for very fear? 
Hear my juſt reaſon firſt, and then 
Approve me right, or ſplit my pen. 
I ſeek not by more labour d lays 
To catch the flipp'ry tail of praiſe, 
Nor will I run a mad career 
Vainſt genius which I moſt revere ; 
When Phebus burſts with genuine fire, 
The little ſtars at once retire; 
Who cares a farthing for thoſe lays 
Which you can neither blame, nor praiſe ? 
I cannot match a Cxurcniti's fill, 
But may be LanGnorxNE when | will: 
9 _ the mere mimic, for each ſeaſon bears 
Your mimic Bards as well as mimic play'rs: 
Creep ſervilely along, and with dull pains 
Laſh his flow ſteed, in whole enfeebled veins 
The cold blood Tags, let him with fruitleſs aim 
By borrow'd plumes aſſume a borrow'd tame, 
With ſtudied forms th* incautious ear beguile, 
And ape the numbers of a Cuuxculrr's ſtyle. 
Slaves may ſome fame from imitation hope; 


O ———' cans 
If clinking couplets in ane endleſs chime 
Bs the ſole beauty, and the praiſe of rhyme; 
It found alone an eaſy triumph gains, 
While fancy blceds, and ſenie is hung in chains, | 
Ve happy triflers hail the riſing mode; 
Bee, all Parnaſſus is a turnpike road, 

Where each may travel in the highway mack. 

On true bred hunter, or on common 

For me, who labuur with poetic fin, 

Who often woo the mule 1 cannot win, | 
Whom pleaſure firſt a willing poet made, 
And fully ſpoilt by taking up the trade, 
Pleas'4 I behold ſuperior genius ſhine, 
Nor ting'd with envy wiſh that genius mine. 
To Cuvacnirr's muſe can bow with decent awe, 
Admire his mode, nor make that mode my law : 
Both may, perhaps, have various pow'rs to pleaſe : 
Be his the STRENGTH of NCNBERS), mine the | 

EASE, 

Faſe that rejects not, but betrays no care: 
Leſs of the coxcomb than the ſloven's air, 


5 On each ſide leaning on the ſtop-gap] epithet. 
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| Your taſte, as mine, all metre muſt efferd 
When imitation is its only end. 

I could perhaps that ſervile taſk purſue, 
And copy Cyuncuit as I'd copy you, 

But that my flippant muſe, too ſaucy growny 
Prefers t manner ſhe can call own: | 
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ODE TO GENIUS. 


'H OU child of 1 nature, genius 7 OO 
Thou matter of the re, : ſong, 


| Betore whoſe light, Art's dim and feeble ray 


CGleams like the taper in the blaze of day: 


1 Thou lov'it to ſteal along the ſecret ſhade, 
* Where Fancy, bright aerial maid ! 


Awaits thee with her thouſand charms, 
And revels in thy wanton arms; | 
She to thy bed, in days of you M 

The ſweetly-warbling Shaktpeare bore ; 


_ | Whom every muſe endow'd with every ſxi!!, 


And dipt him in that ſacred rill, 
Whoſe filver ftreams flow muſical along, 


| 1 Where Phœbus' hallow'd mount rc bound with uur 


ſong. 


| Fade at thou FIR vocal ho 
Their breaſts reviſit with thy genial fire, 


5 Elſe vain the ſtudied ſounds of mimic art, 


Tickle the ear but come not near the heart. 
Vain every phraſe in curious order fet, 


Vain the quick rhyme ſtill tinkling in the cloſe, 
While pure deſcription ſhines in meaſur'd proſe, 
Thou bear'ſt aloof, and look'fſt with high « all? 
| duin, 
Upon the dull mechanic train; : 
Whoſe nervelel> ſtrains flag on in languid tone. 
Litelcls and Jumpilh as the bagp.pe”s drow zj drone. 


No longer now thy altars blaze, 
No poet offers up his lay; 
Intpired with energy divine, 
To worthip at thy ſacred ſhrine. 
Since taſte? ® with abſolute domain, 
Extending wide her leaden reign, 
Kills with her melanc holy ſna. ie 
The blooming ſcyons of fair fancy's tree , 
Which erſt full wantonly have ſtray d 
In many a wreath of richeſt poeſic. 
For when the oak denies her ſtay, 


| The creeping ivy winds her humble way; 


No more the twiſts her branches round, 
But drag; her feebie ſtem along the barten groune. 


Where then ſhall exil'd genius go? 


Since only thoſe the Hurel claim, 


And Unait them of the poet's name, 
Whole ſoter rhymes in even tenour flow; 

Who prey on words, and all their flow rets c', 
regularly cull. 


By Taſte, is here meant the modern affect "a; 


. ä 


| 


e 


Why ſleep the ſons of genius now ? 
Why, Wartons, reſts the lyre unſtrung ? 
An! thou, bleſt bard ! around whoſe ſacred | 
brow, 
| Great Pindar's delegited wreath is hung: 
Arile and ſnatch the mmefty of long 
From dullneſs ſervile tribe, and art's — d 
throng. | 


* Dr. Akenſide. 


1757. 


8 T Schola Rhetorices, celebrat quam PR, 
juventus, 
Et tumido inflatos ejicit ore ſonns. 
Qua quiſque aſſumit tragicas novus hiſtrio partes, 
Nec loquitur, verbum quin fipit omne, pachos. 
Ingenta hic creſcunt, mox ſucceſſura theatris, 
Regis, amatori-, prompta ſubire vices. 
Nlultus ibi furits Macbetha agit uu; iniquis, 
Eluſũ telum prendit in inc manu. 
Multus ibi, infuſcat cui vultus ſuber adaſtum 
Immodicis ſtevit raucus Othello minis. 
Omnia queis tragicis opus eſt, hic arma parantur; 
Auribus inſidiæ ſunt, oculiique fue : 
Conatus manuumque, pedumque, oriſque rotundi, 
| Certatun et vultus vis, Iiterumque labor. 
Quam ſibi, dum geſtu ſtat fi. :u: quiſyue filenti, 
| um placet a ſpeculo forma reflexa ſui ! 
Hac ſtudent, cordi Guious ars et pomp't theatri ? 
Non tamen eſt Nonis ide petenius honor. 
Ingenua ut pubes vultum ſibi ſumit ape rtum, 
Et fentim ailieivt fortius ore lui; 
Ne dubii tandem verb elnctantia Jabris 
Occludat timidus prœpeqlat que pudor, 
Ingredimur icenam; nec lem Vos, Docta Corona, 
Conmoda ab hoc ten} nta labore flaant. 
Ilinc Sarzuk £4 Fart diſcit generoſi juventus, 
Dum p:vida accendit pe ora lau is amor. 
Freti his, m. jorem nu in grediemur arenum; 
Hie ſt. vilita rige nt Curia, ne, Forum. 


PROLOGUE, 


EF 


PROLOGUS 1758, 


10 ab ad populum—non bompa hic vana 
tlieatri, 55 
| OQrilem ore atronito p! lebs inkiare ſolet: 
Non ferna hic (p! endet magic? variabilis arte, 
J. t fumit forms prudig 20 nov s: 
don hie, 1:braty 1ubrectu; fue per aur">y 
Mercur.us celeres itque reditque vias: 
Nec freva cterulen tur gent undoſa papyro, 
Nee reſin to fulgurat igne phlu s: 
mus nec cæcos af erit furtiva receſſus, 
| Unde minutatim proterat umbra capur. 
Quin valeant levia hzc vulgi crepitaculi! jiftant 
| Et proprium, et ſimpiex, nora theatra decus. 
Heu, mmon' audit tac ſurium aulcatrahantur! 
4 Pact. 


8, f 


— In! qualis 


Vor. VIIL 


quis fit, NOYA SCE N 
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En Illæ, quas Vos ſemper coluiſtis, Athen, 
Gratia quas voluit, quss fibi Muſa domum. 
Hic ſeſe oſtendunt priſci monumenta laboris, 

Queis uſa eſt modulis Vitruviana Manu: ; 


Hic ſtat Ventorum, T heſei hic venerabile Fanumg 


Hic arce in ſumma, Caſta Minerva tuum. 
Omnia jam votis reſpondent. Attica jam ſunt 
Omnia. Perſonæ, Fabula, Scena, Sales. 
uoque etiam magis hæ nottrz lætentur Athenæ, 


jactant Vos, — ſuos. 


PROLOGUE SS, 


1N ADELPHOS. 179, 


UM pures Populumque dolor communis. 


: ( | ha beret,. 


Fleret et Afmilium Maxima Roma fone D 
Funetres inter ludo;, his dicitur ipſis 8 
| Scenis extinctum condecorãſſe ducem. 
Ec 41; adeſt, ſcenam nofte hac qui ſpectet eandem; 
Nec nobis luctum ſentiet eiſe phrem? 
LU tcunque arrifit pul chris victoria cæptis, 
Qu Sol extrem:s viſit uterque plagas, 
Succeff us etiam medio de fonte Britannis 
| Surgit ami aliquid, legitimuſque dolor. 
di fam generoſa ſiris, ſi bellica virtus, 
Inzenium felix, intemerata fides, 
Difficites laurus; ipſoque in flore juventæe 
Hen ! nimium lethi precipitata dies, 


Si yu habent pulchrum hc, vel ſi quid amabile, 5 


jure 
' Efto tua hec, Worn, Jaus, propriumque 


decus. 


| Nec moriere coals Quin uſque corona vigebit, 


Unanimis Britonium quam tibi nectit amor. 
Regia quin pietas marmor tibi nobile panet, 
Quod tua perpetuis predicet acta notis. 

Confttuet huc ſtudio viſendi martia pubes, 
Sentiet et fl\mma card. calere part; 


| Damgue legit mediis cecidiſſe heroa triumphis, 


| Dicet, sic VEriuR VINCERE, SIC MORIAR. | 


|EPILOGUS IN ADELPHOS. 17 1759+ 
SYRUS LOQUITUR. 


* AN TA intus turba eit! quarts malimine | 
ſudat, | 


 Accinus cultro et forcipe, * coquus! | | 

Monſtrum informe maris— 1 EST V Din prandia 
fertur, | 
uz, varia, et ſimplex, omnia ſola ſapia. 

Pullina eſca placet ?*—vitulina ?—ſuilla ? bovina ? 

Preſto eſt. Hæc quadrupes ſingula piſcez 

habet. 

De gente ZEthiopum conducitur Archimagirus, 


Qui ſecet, et coquat, et cencoquat, arts nova, 
of 


Vie tibi, 6 Lemurum videat Regina colorem 


Ampla Sacerdotis nonnumquam tranſyolat ora; 


Div idet in partes, exponendoque l:iborat, 
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ul doctè contundat aromata; miſceat aptè | 
Thus, apium, thyma, fal, cinnama, cepe, 
- 5 
QA jecur et pulmonem in fruſta minutula ſcindat, 
Curetque ut penitus ſint faturata metro. 
Nſulto ut ventricylus pulchre flaveſcat ab oro; 
Ut tremulus, circum viſcera, vernet adeps. 
Hs rite inſtructis conch fint forenta ! nam Tu, 
Tesrovo! etpatinis ſufficis, atque cibo. 
Quim cuperem in laudes utriuſque excurrere conchæ 
Sed vereor Calipa i dicere vel Calipce. 
Vos etiam ad cænam mecum appetlare juvaret, 
Vellem et rellicuas participare dapum. 
At ſunt convivæ tam multi, tamque guloſt, 
Reftabit, metuo, 11 nifi conc ha mihi. 


KECTE STATUIT BAXTERUS DE 


SOMNIORUM PHENOMENIS. | 


O UM nox tellurem fuſcis amplectitur alis, 
Mibhi domos jungit celeres, et vecta per 
8 | 5 

Inc hoat aſſuetos ſimulatrix regia ludos, . 
Huic auriga culex tortum quatit uſque flagellum, 


Do Acceleratque fugam tardis; retinacula curi us 


Erucz ſunt texta levis, radiique rotarum 
Cruſcula areneolĩ; currus, quem dente ſciurus 
Finxerat e coryli fructu, primæva vetuſt is 


Hunc Mabbæ artificem memorat : ſub nucte ſilenti * 
1 


Nonnunquam leviter cerebrum perſtringit Amantis; 
| 4 


Hoc inſtructa modo egreditur, neque cernitur ulli. 


Somniat ilte faces jaculari et vulnera oceflos, 
Mlalarum labrique roſas, perfuſaque coil» 

Lilia: mox Medici digitos titillat, avares . 
Mercedis dextram qui pandit, et acritur aurum 
Ter captat; ter vin manns eludit imago. 
Nunc quaque ſopitœ demulcet labra Puellæ; 
Samniat illa procum, pulvinoque oſcula libans 

Abſens adſentem teneris amplectitur ulnis ; 


| 


Mentitum fuco, vultuſque ex arte nitentes! 

Præcipĩtes aget ira manus, lacerabit acnto 
Ungue genas, ſimul ami? dulcedine forni, 
 Ofculaque, et tenues vanetcit amator in auras. 


__ Comin roſtrum conſcendens Hic thema trinas 


Viel vigitem credae, adco dormitat. Ad aures 
 Militis hinc migrat; turbatur imagine belli 
Fortis eques, gemituſque audit, ſtrepituſque, tubaſzue, 
Exilit, et paulum trepid ins, infomnia diris 
Levoxct, in lecto prolibitur, —obdorniſcit. 
Nunc Rabulam pain mulcet, qui litibus aptus, 
 Detenſoris agit cauſam, actoriſque peritus, 
TnneCtenſque moras ad finem decipit ambos. 

din cafu vifat facilis regina Poet im, 

Hunc ſibĩ plaudentem deludit amabilis error, 

Et riguos fontes, et amænos ſomniat hortos ; 
Cum vero vigil ilie domum exploraverit omnem, 

Viderit et triftis quam fit ſibi curta ſupellex, 
Vum vellet ſemper dormire Volubilis inde 
Tudices invehitur trans naſum, et naribus illi 


| Conſcia mens, lectoque quies ſimul exulat. 
Si currus fletir, placidiſſima munera ſomni 


It invidenda fint vel illis /Edibus 


rie cn eris ſuberbiunt, juſtiſſima 


_ 


AD CANCELLARIUM. 


"SS $ 4 


Blanditur Servo, qui libertate vagatur, 

Exultans redit ad patriam caroſque penate:, 

Et gremio uxoris — amp lexibus hæret. 

Deinde rota ſtrepitame fremit per colla Tyrann ; 
Umbrarum ante oculos ſurgit chorus, improbus orcy 
Quas dedit inſontes; furiis agitatur acerbis 


Inde 


Q carpit Sceleris Purus; non territus ille 
Spectrorum eſt cætu, et furiarum ultricibus irie, 
Sed molli potitur requie, aut fi ſomniat umbræ 
Velectant oculos gratæ; prœdulcis imago 


| Virtutis reficit mentem, et tellure relict. 


Radit iter liquidum cæli, fruiturque deorum 
Colloquio fetix. O Tu! quicunque beatum 

Te velis, et tuto tranquillum carpere ſomnum; 
I, pete, quo virtus ducit ! ne vindice curru 
Mabba ferux inftet, vexentyue cubilia curæ. 

I, pete, quo virtus ducet ! te numine mol:1 
Mabba teget, radetque levi tua pectora curry. 
| In Comitiis Poſteribus, Apr. 5. 2753- 


CARMINA AD NORILISSIMUM THOMAM HOLIF? 
DUCEM DE NEWCASTLE INYSCRIPTA, CUxt 
ACADEMIAM CANTABRIGIENSEM BIRLIO- 
TECH RESTITUENDE CAUSA INVISERET. 


Prid. Kalend. Maias, 2753, 


A UGESTUS, Artium uſque fantor eptimue, 
Hie mcenia1 haud jnautpicato numine 

Condi {mperavit confecrats literis ; 

Eo ni tore & partium elegantia, 

] 

Quæ ſ:eculorum voce comprobantium 


Rome recentis & vetuſtze gloria. 
Nec his ſupellex digna deerit menibus, 


Et Voticanæ, Bodleaneque æmula; 


Id lille abundè caverat, noviſſimus 
Dedit volenti zura qui Britannize, 
Brunfvichianis ſcilicet ſanctiſſimum 
Legeſque tutari & fovere Literas. 


"Ie 


Tu, qui doctas Cami feliciter artes 
Protegis, Aonit duxque decuſque chort, | 
Quod Domes incipiat tam læto hac omine conc! y 
Quze nec Bodleio cedat, id omne tuum eſt. 


| Munera dant numerofa manus procerumque patru®:- 


Hæc moles quanquam ipſa ruet; monumenta, 


que, 
Exemplo & monitis exſtimulat1 tuis. 3 
Perge, fovere, Artes, nec vanum urgere laborem: 
Tam pulchrum pulchre Muſa rependet opus. 8 
IA 
men: | 


r muncto ſub· det cauſa. Inerdn mat Dea feſio, 


| Quæ condent, nullo unt ruitura die: 


$:% @-Y7 »*8 


AN ELEGY, 


V.aITTEN 


BY M R. GRAY. 


H E curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 

1 The lowing herd wind ſlowly o'er the lea, 
The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkneſs and to me. 


Fc fades the glimmering landſcape on the fight, 
And all the air a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds, 
Save where the beetle wheels his drony flight, 
And drowfy tinklings lull the diſtant folds; 


Sꝛre that 1 a aa. tow'r 
Ihe moping owl does to the moon complain 

Of ſuch as wand ring near her ſecret bow'r 
Moleſt her ancient, ſolitary reign. 


Beneath thote rugged elms, the yew-tree's ſhade, 
| Where heaves the turf in many a mould' ring heap, 
Each in his narrow cell forever laid, 


The rude foretathers of the hamlet fleep. | 


he breeꝛ / call of incenſe. breathing morn, 
The ſwailow twitt'ring from the itraw- built lied, 
The cock's ell clarion, or the echoing horn, 


Fo more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly bed. 


For 5 no more the blazing hearth ſhall vow” 
Or buſy houſewife ply her evening care: | 

No children run to liſp their fire's return, 

Or climb his knees the envicd kiſs to ſhare, 


; 0 44 the THY to their fickle yield, 
Their furrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke ! 
Ho jocund did they drive their team #ficld ! 


ct not ambition mock their uſeful toil, 
Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure ; 
Nor grandeur hear wich a diſdainful Galle: 
The ſhort and ſimple annals of the poor. — 


The boaſt of heraldry the pomp of pow'r, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e er gave, 
Await alike th' inevitable hour ; 


The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 


Nor you, ye proud, impute to theſe the fault, 
If Mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophies raiſe, 
Where through the long-drawn iſle and fretted vaulr 


The pealing anthem bells the note of praiſe. 


nn A COUNTRY. CHURCH- YARD. | 


5 Vim ſæpe Hi raftris glebam fregere feracem ? 


12 
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. 
CARMEN ELEGIACUM, 


IN CAMFTFRIO RUSTICO COMPOSIT UN. 


Udiitin ! quam lenta ſonans campana per aps 
Erato occiduam nuntiat ore diem. 
Armenta impellunt erebris mugitibus auras, 
Laſſatuſque demum ruſlicus urget iter. 


Solus ego in tenebris maror, & veſtigin folus 


Compono tacità noe, vacoque mihi. 


| Omnia palleſcunt jam decedentia viſu, 
| Et terra & cœlum, qua patet, ©mne filet. 


Cuncta filent, nift muſca ſuam ſub veſpere fera 
Rauciſonans p: gram quà rotat orbe tugam 3 
Cuncta filent, niſi qua faciles campanula ſomnos 

Allicit, et lento murmute mulcet oves. 


| Quique hedera antiquas icin compleQitur corded 


Turres, feralis lugubre cantat avis; 


Et ſtrepit ad lunam, ſi quis ſub nocte r agetur 


Imperium violans, Cy nthia Diva, tuum. 


| Has propter veteres ulmos, taxique ſed umbri 


| Qua putris multo ceſpite turget humus, 
Dormit, in æternum dormit, gens priſca colonim, 
—— ſua * conditus uſque domo. 


i nec mane novum, Zephyrique — aura, 


Nec gallus vigili qui vocat ore diem, 
Nec circumvolitans quæ ſtridula garrit hirundo 


| Stramineumgue alci ſub trabe figit opus, 
| Undique nec cornu vox ingeminata ſonantis 


FEterno elicient hos, repetentque toro. 


- | Amplius his nunquam conjux bene fida marito 


Ingeret ardenti grandia ligna foco ; 


| Nec reditum expect ans domini ſub veſpere ſero 


Excoquet agreſtes officioſa dapes 3 


| |] Nee curret raptim genitoris ad ofcula proles, 


Nec reducem agnoſcent æmula turba patrem. : 


| Spe horum cecidit talce reſecta ſeges. 
I P Quamn læti egerunt ſtridentia plauſtra per agros, | 
How bow'd the woods beneath their "yp ſtroke | * 


Horum ſylva vetus quum conc it ita bipenni, 


Et ſtimulis tardos increpuere boves ! 
— ruit latꝭ vi tremefecit humum | 


Ne tamen Ambitlo riſu male læta maligne 
Sortemve, aut luſus, aut rude ten. opus * 


Nec fronte excipiat ventuſa Superbia torv3 
. Pauperis annales, hiſtoriaſque breves! 


Et generis jactatus honos, dominatio regum, 

Quicquid opes, quicquid forma dedere boni. 

Supremam ſi: nul hanc expectant omnia noctem: 
Scilicet ad lethum ducit honoris iter. 


INolite has humiles culpa inſimulare, Superbi, 


Quod domini oftendant nulla tropha decus, 
Qua canit amiſlum longo ordine turba patronum, 
Claroſque ingeminant clauſtra profunda forcs.. 
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Can ſtorĩed urn or animated buſt 

Back to its manſion call the fleeting breath ? 
Can honcur's voice provoke the ſilent duit, 

Or Flatt'ry ſouth the dull cold er of Death ? 


' To os TL. A 


Perhaps in this neglected ſpot is laid 

Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire: 
Hands, that the rod ot empire might have Iv. ay'd, 
Or wak'd to extaſy the living lyre. | 


But knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
Rich with the ſpoils of time, did ne'er unroll ; 
Chill penury repreſs'd their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the foul. 


Full many a gem of pureſt ray ſerene 
The dark untathom'd caves of ocean bear; 

Full many a flower is born to bluſh unſeen, 

And waſte its ſweetnels in the deſert air. 


Some village-Hampden, that with dauntleſs breaſt 
The little tyrant of his fields withſtood ; 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt, 
Some Cromwell guiltleſs of his country's blood. 


Th' applauſe of lining ſenates to command, 
The threats of pain and 1yin to deſpiſe, 
To ſcatter plenty o'er 2 ſmiling land, 

And read their hiſtory in a nation's eyes, 


Their lot forbad : nor circumſcrib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd ; 
Forbad to wade through {laughter to a throne, 

And ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind ; 


The ſtruggling pangs of conſcious truth to hide, 
To quench the bluſhes of ingenuous thame, 
Or heap the ſhrine of luxury and pride | 
With incenſe Kindled at the Muc's flame. 
Vir from the madiling crows's ignoble ſtrife, 
Their ſober withes never Jean ro fray 
Along the col ſequetter'd val-: of life 
They kept the neiſelef, tear of their wry, 


Vet er'n theſe bones from inſult to protect, 
Saotmne frail memorial ſtill erected nigh, 

With uncowth rhymes an] ſhapelef, ſcuipturc deck'd, 
Implores the pathing tribute of a ſigh. 


. 


An vanis inſcripta notis anguſtior urna, 
Phidiacumve loquens nobile marmor opus, 

An revucent animam fatali a ſede fugacem ? 
Detgue iterum vita poſſe priore trui ? 

Poflit adulantum ſermo penetrare ſepulchrum ? 
Evocet aut manes laus et inanis honor? 


Forſin in hoc, olim divino ſemine prægnans 
Ingenii, hoc aliquis eeſpite dormit adhuc. 
Neglecto hoc forſan jaceat tub ceſpfte, ſceptra 

Cujus tractarint imperioſa manus. 
Vel quales ipto forſan vel Apolline dignæ 
Pultarint docto pollice fila lyræ. 


Doctrine horum oculis antiqua volumina priſe 

Nunquam divitias explicuere ſuas. 

Horum autem ingenium torpeſcere fecit egeſtas 
Aſpera, & auguſtæ fors inimica domi. 


I Multa ſub occano pellucida gemma lateſcit, 


Et rudis ignotum fert & inane decus. 


| Plurima neglectos fragrans ruſa pandit odores, 


+ Ponit & occiduo pendula fole caput. 


A mulus Hamideni hic aliqujs requieſcat agreſtie, 
Quem patrize indignans exſtimulavit amor; 

Aulus hic exiguo, ef villa oppugnare ty ranno, 

' Aſfticrere et forti jura paterna manu. | 

Aut mutus forſan, fatoque inglorius alter 

Hlac vel Niltono par, requieſcat humo. 

Dormiat aut aliquis Crumuelli hie æmulus audax, 

Qui patriam poterit vel jugulaſſe ſuam. | 


| Eloquio arrectum prompto mulcerc ſenatum, 


Exilii immoto pectore ferre minas, 
Divitias larga in patriam diffunde re dextra, 
Hittoriam ex populi colligere ore luam, 


Illorum veruit ſors improba ;—nec tamen aro 
| Tantum ad virtutem limite clauſit iter, | 
Verum etiam & vitia ulterius tranſire vetabat, 
Nec dedit his magnum poſſe patrare ſcelus. 
Hos vetuit temere per ſtragem invadere regnum. 
Excipere et ſurda ſupplicis aure preces. 


| Sentire ingenuum nec dedidicere ruborum, 


Cunſcia ſuffuſus que notat ora pudor. 
Luxuria hi nunguam ſeſe immerſere ſuperb. 
| Nec Mauſæ his laydes proſtituere ſyus. 


: | At placid? il lorum, procul a certamine turbæ 


\ Sped&tabant propriam ſobria vota domum; 
{ Quiſque ſibi vivens, & ſponte inglorius exut, 
Dum tacito elaþens vita tenore fluit. 


|| Ha tamen a damno qui ſervet tutius aſſa, 


En tumulus fragilem præbet amicus opem ! 
Et vera agreſti eliciunt ſuſpiria corde 
Incultæ effigies, indocileſque modi. 


Tus ir name, tlieir ycors, ſpit by th” unletter'd Muſe, | atque lacam ſupplent elegorum nomen & ann: 


Ihe place of tune and elegy ſupply: 
Aummy 4 holy text 2round ſhe ſtrews, 
haRcach the ruſtic moralift to die. 


| Quze formã infcribit ruſtica Muſa rudi: 
Multa etiam ſacri diffundit commata textus, 
Queis meditans diſcat vulgus agreſte mori. 
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Fr 937, to dumb furgetfulneſs a prey, 

This piening anxious being e er reſign'd, 
Leit the warm precincts of the cheartul day, 
Nor caſt one longing ling' ring look behind? 


On ſome fond breaſt the parting ſoul relies, 
Some pious drops the cloſing eye require: 3 
Ev*:1 from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 

Ev i in our aſhes live their wonted hires. 


* 


For thee, who, mindful of th' unhonour'd dead, 
Poſt in thefe lines their artleſs tale relate 

It chance, by lonely contemplation led, | 
Some kindred ſpirit thall inquire thy fate. 


Haply ſome hoary-headed ſwain may ſay, 
Ott have we leen him at the peep of dawn 

« Bruſhing with haily ſteps the dews away 
%o meet the fun upon the upland lawn. 


« There at the foot of yonder nodding beech 

„ "That wreathes its old fantaſtic roots io high, 

« His liftleſs length at noon-tide would he ftretch, 
«© Andpore upon the brook that babbles by. 


« Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, 


« Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he wou'd rove 3 | 


6% Now droopiug, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 


Or craz d with care, or crols'd in hopeleſs love. | 


One morn I miſs'd him on the cuſtom'd hill, 
Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree: 
% Another came; nor yet beſide the rill, 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he. 


6 The next with dirges due, in fad array, 
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leu! quis enim dubia hic dulcique excedere vita 

Juſſus, et æternas jam ſubituris quas, 

Deſcendit nigram ad noctem, cupiduſyue ſupremo 
Non ſaltam occiduam reſpicit ore diem? 


Decedens alicui ſaltem mens fidit amico 

In cnjus blando pectore ponit opem; | 
i Fletum aliquem expoſcunt jam deſicientia morte 
| Lumina, amicorum qui riget imbre ger 1: ; 


Quin etiam ex tumula, veteris non inſcia flammæ, 


Natura exclamat fida, memorque ſui. 


At tibi, qui tenui hoc deducis carmine forte, 


| Et defunctorum ruſticn fata gens, 
Huc olim intentus fi quis veſtigia flectat 
Et tuerit qualis fors tua forte roget, 


 Huic aliquis forſan ſenior reſpondeat ultro _ 
Cuůi niveis albent tempora ſparſa comis , 

© Vidimus hunc quam ſæpe micantes roribus herbag 
( Verrentem rapido, mane rubente, gradu. 
“Ad roſeum ſolis properabat tzepius ortum, 

„ Summaque tendebat per juga lætus er. 

„ Spe ſub hic fago, radices unique circum 
Que varie antiquas implicat alta , x 
Stratus humi meditans medio procumberet {tu 
„ Lutftraretque inhians flebile murmur aquæ. 


Sepius hanc ſylvam propter viride ſque receſſus 
„ VUrgeret meditans plucima, lentus iter, 
Intentam hie multi oblectaret imagine mentem, 
| ** Mufarumque frequens ſollicitaret opem. 


“Jam veluti demens, tacitis erraret in agris, 


Aut cujus ſtimulat corda repulſus amor. 


_— % Mane aderat nuper, tamen hunc nec viderat arbos, = 


Nec juga, nec ſaliens fons, tacitur- ve nemus 3 
* Altera lux oritur ; nec aperta hic valle videtur, 
Nec tamen ad fagum, nec prope fontis aquam. 


| 4 Tertia ſucceſſit—lentoque exangue cadaver 


Slow through the church-yard path we ſaw him Ecce ſepulchrali eſt pompa ſecuta gradu. 


born:, | | 


„ Tu lege, namque potes, cælatum in marmore car - 


% Approach and read (fur thou can'ſt read) the lay, | men, 


„ Cray'd on the ſtone beneath yon aged than.” 


THE EPITAPH. 


11 A youth to fortune and to fame unknown, 
Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And melancholy mark d him for her own. | 


| Large was his bounty, and his ſoul ſincere, 
Heav'n did a recompence as largely ſend : 
He gave to mis' ry, all he had, a tear, 


He gain'd from Heav'n ('twas all he wiſh'd), a} —Scilicet id, miſeris quod daret, omne fuit, 


S—_ 


No farther ſeek his merits to diſcloſe, | 
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 

(There they alike in trembling hope repoſe) 
The dolom of his Father and his God. 


| 
4 


| a juxta has vepres exhibet iſte lapis.“ 


| EPITAPHIUM. 


IIIEX refts his head upon the lap of earth, | 


[Nu nunquam favit fama aut fortuna ſecunda. 
Congeſto hoc juvenem ceſpite ſervat humus. 


Huic tamen arrifit jucunda Scientia vultu, 


Sclegitque, habitans pectora, Cura fibi. 


Largus opum fuit, & fincero pectore fretus, 


Accepit pretium par, tribuente Deo. | 
Indoluiĩt miſcrans inopi, lachrymaſgue profudit. 

A cælo interea fidum acquifivit amicum, 
Scilicet id, cuperet quod magis, omne fuit, 


Ne merita ulterius defuncti exquirere pergas, 

Nec vitiaex ſacrã ſede referre petas. | 

| Utraque ibi trepidã pariter ſpe condita reſtant, 
In gremio Patris ſeilicet atoue Dei. £ 
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SONG, BY A PERSON OF QUALITY. 


Lutt'ring ſpread thy purple pinions, 
Gentle Cupid, o'er my heart; 
1 « flivein thy dominions : 

Nature mult give way to art. 


Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 
Nightly nodding o'er your flucks, 
See my werry diys conſuming, 
All beneath yon flow'ry rocks. 


Thus the Cyprian goddef; weeping, = 
Mourn'd Adonis, darling youth : 
Him the Boar in ſilence creeping, 
 Gor'd with unrelentiag tooth. 


Cynthia, tune harmonious numbers; 
Fair Diſcretion, ſtring the lyre 

_ Sooth my ever-waking flumbers: 

Bright Apollo, lend thy choir ? 


Gloomy Pluts, king of terrors, 

Arm' d in adamantine chains, 

Lead me to the cryſtal mirrors, 
 Wat'ring ſoft Elyſian plaine. 


| Mournful cyprefs, verdant willow, 

___ Gilling my Aurelia's brows, 

Morpheus hov'ring o'er my pillaw, 
Hear me pay my dying vows. 


 Melumncholy, ſmoath am _ 

| Swittly purling 1 in a round, 

On thy margin lovers wander, 
With thy flow'ry chaplets crown 4. 


5 Thus aka philomela doping, 
Softly ſeeks her filent mate, 
See the bird of Juno Roping 3 
Melody * to tate. | 


PART or HOMER 's 


HYMN To APOLLO, 


TRANSLATED FROM THE GREEK, 


| ' o ef the Bow ! Agel, thee I 3 ; 
Thee, as thou draw'tlt amain tlie founding | 
ftring, 
The immortal powers revere with homage low, 
And ev'ry godhead trembles at thy bow. 
All but Latona: She with mighty | 
Eye: thee with all a tender parent's love 
Cloſes thy quiver, thy tough bow d 
And higli aud th' æthereal dome ſuſpends, 
"Then ſmiling leads thee, her all-glorious ſong 


To ſhare the mighty 'Thurder2r's awful throne. 
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CARMEN ELEGANS, 


Ea leo roſeas expande volatilis alas, 
Et leviter pectus tange, Cupido, meum. 


— pulchelle, tuis ego ſervulus ultro; 


Naturam ars victrix ſcilicet uſque domat. 


Arcades, æterno viridantes flore juventz, 
Nocte innutantes qualibet inter oves, 


Aſpicite, nt ſenſim languens juvenilior tas, 


Here n, hec, inquam florea ſaxa perit! 


Ante omnes carum fic levit Adonida Cypris, 


Deceptuſque Deam triſtius urſit Amor; 
Hunc, tacite adrepens per denſa ſilentia noctis | 
Incautum ſzvo dente momordit Aper. 


Stringe lyram interea pulchrè Prudentia W 


Harmoniæque graves, Cynthia, funde modos 


Doctæ ambæ vigiles curas ſopire canendo, 


Tuque tuum imperti, Præſes Apollo, chorum ! 


Tuque adamanteis, Pluton' armate catenis, 


O Tu 'Terrorum Rex, metuende Deus, 


Duc me, qua paſſim chryſtallina flumina currunt, 


Elyſuque lavat lucida lympha nemus. 


vos etiam mæſti ſalices, triſteſque cupreſſi, 


Aurelia zternum ſerta dicata mez ; 


Audi etiam, Morpheu, divum placidiſſime Merple 


Ut 3 penitus maceror igne novo. 


Tris fluens, ſed lenè fluens, Mæander, cn 5 


Murmure qui curſum flexilis orbe rotas? 


| { Margine ſzpe etiam quam plurimus errat amator, 


Cui tua fubmittunt florea dona decus. 


sic quando ſenſim languens Philomela, flentem 


Mollior aggreditur, nec ſine voce, procum ; 
Aſpice, de cœlo interea Junonius ales 


ö 


Defcondens, fato codit inane Melos. 


Goblets of nectar thy glad ſire prepares, I 
And thee, his faireſt, nobleſt ſon declares ; 
While ev'ry god fits rapt, Latona's breaſt 


Beats with ſuperior joy, and hails her ſon confeſt. 


'Thriee bleſt Latona! from thee, Goddeſs, ſprung 
| Diana chaſte, and Phebus ever-young : 
Her in Ortygia's ifle, and Him you bore 


0 At Cyntliius' hill on Delos? ſea-girt ſhore, 
Where the tall palm upbears its lovely head, 
And clear Inopus laves the flow'ry racad. 


O Pherbus, where ſhall 1 begin thy praiſe! 
Well can'it thou rule the poet's artleſs lays. 
Ott on the craggy rock, or mountain hoar, 

By river fide, or on the ſea's hoarſe thore, 


Wand'ring well-pleas'd, with mulic's magic Cond 
And airs divine, thou charm” it the region round. 


» Delos and Ortygia ; are mentioned as different It 


| tands in che Original. 


r 

e, ſhall I ing how ſirſt on Delos? ſhore, 

Thee, glorious progeny, Latoi bore *? : 

How firit; from other iſles, veſet with grief, 

In vain thy tortur'd mother fought relief, 

Each to her out- cait woe denied abode, 

Nor durſt one ille receive the future god. 

At length to Delos came the lab' ring tür, 

And ſuppliant thus beſought her needrul care. 
Delos ! receive Apollo, and O! rute 

A glorious temple to record his praiſe! 

Then thall He govern thee with gentle ſway, 

And only Phœbus ſhall thine ille obey. | 

What though no flocks, nor herds, nor juicy vine, 

Nor plants of thouſand natures thall be thine, 

Swift to the temple of the Bowver-king , 

Oblations rich ſhall ev'ry nation bring; 

For ever from thy altars ſhall ariſe 

The fragrant incenſe of burnt-facrifice. 

No longer then regret thy barren ſoil, 

Receive the God, and live by other's toil! _ 
She ſpake + with inward rupture Delos (mild, 

And ſooth'd the ſuppliant pow'r with anſwer mild. 
©  Latona! mighty C:eus' daughter fair, | 
Full willingly wou'd Delos eafe thy care, 

Full willingly behold her barren earth 

| Witneſs the glories of Apollo's birth: 

The mighty God weuld raiſe my lowly name, 
And confecrate his native iſie to fime. 
One fear alone diſtracts my beating heart; 

That fear, O Goddeſs, liſt while 1 impart. 
Fecond to none amid th” ethereal ſkies, 
Apollo ſoon all terrible ſhall riſe : 

All nations ſhall adore the mighty God, | 
And kings and kingdoms tremble at his nod. 

_ Haply (for ah! dire fears my foul infeſt, 
And #1! with horror my tumult uons breaſt} 

Soon as the glorious Godhead thall be born, 

My deſert region will he view with ſcorn, = 
Indignant fpurn me, curſe my barren foil, 

And piunge into the waves my hated ifle. 

Triumphant then to happier climes remove, 

There fix his ſhrine, piant there his ſacred grove. 

Whelm'd in the briny main ſhall Delos lay, 

To all the ſinny brood a wretched prey. 

Pat, O Latona ! if, to quell my fear, 

You'll deign a ſolemm ſacred oath to ſwear, 

That here the God his glorious feat ſhall hold, 

And here his ſapient oracles unfold, HOT 
Your ficred burthen here, Latona, lv, 

Here view the Godhead burſting into day. | 
Thus Delos pray'd, nur was her pray'r denied, 
But ſoon with ſolemn vows thus ratified : : 
V.*nels O heaven and earth! O Stygian lake ! 
Dire adjuration, that no God may break. | 
In Delos ſf ud! Apalto's ſhrine be rear” J, „ 
Delos, his beſt belov'd, moſt honaur'd, moſt rever'd, 

Thus vow'd Litona + Delos haiFd her carta 
lost in che glories of Apollo's birth. 3 
Vine hapleſs days and nights, with writiung throes, 
And all the anguith of a mother's wors, | 
Latoaa tortur'd lay; in ſorrowing mood, 

Around her many à ſiſter-goddeſs ſtood. 
Alott in heaven imperial Juno ſat, 
And vicw'd relentlets her unhappy fate. 


ere ſeveral verſes containing nothing but a 
mere liit of the nume, of iflands are omitted. 

t Boeyer-irg and Borwyer-God are expreſſion- 
_ Tequently uſed by Dryden, in his «gfion of the firk 
Ital, to ng uf] Apo”, 


or eye the ſofter charms of female grace; 
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Lucina too, the kind aſſuaging pow'r 

That tends the lab'ring mother's child-bed hour 
and mitigates her woes, in golden clouds 

High on Olympus' top the Coddefs ſhrouds. 

Her large full eyes with indignation roll, 

| And livid ensy ſeiz'd her haughty ſoul, 

That from Latona's loĩns was doom' d to ſpring 
So great a ſon, the mighty Bowyer-king. 

The milder pow're, that near the lab'ring fair 
Vicw'd all her pangs witli unavailing care, 
Fair Iris ſent, the many colour'd maĩd, 

To gain with goodly gifts Lucina's aid. 

But charg'd her heed, leſt Juno ſhould prevent 
With prohibition dire their kind intent, 

Fleet as the winged winds, the flying fair 


| With nimble pinion cut the liquid air. 


Olympus gain'd, apart ſhe call'd the maid, 


| Then ſought with many a pray'r her needful aid, | 
| And mov'd her ſoul : when ſoon with dove-lixe 


ne. - | | 

Zwiftly they meaſur*d back the viewleſs airy ſpace. 
Soon as to Delos? ifle Lucina came 5 

The pangs of travail ſeiz'd Latona's frame. 

Her twining arms ſlie threw the palm around, 


And preſt with deep-indented knee the ground: 
| Then into day ſ;rung forth the jolly boy 
Earth ſmil'd beneath, and heaven rang with jov. 


The SiFer Pow'rs that round Latona ftood 
With chaſte ablutions cleans'd the infant- god. 
His lovely limbs in mantle white they bound, 
And gently drew a golden ſwathe around. 

He hung not helpleſs at his mother's breaſt, 

But Themis fed him with an heavenly feaſt. 
Pl-as'd while Latona views the heavenly boy, 
And fondly glows with all a mother's joy, 


Tue Wufty babe, trong with ambroſial' food, 


In vain their bonds or golden ſwathes withſtood, 
Bonds, ſwathes, and ligaments with eaſe he broke, 
And thus the wond'ring Deities beſpoke 3 | 
© "The lyre, and ſounding bow, and to declare 


* The Thund'rer's counſels, be Apollo's care !”” 


He ſpake; and onwards all majeſtic ſtrode; 

The Queen of Heaven awe- ſtruck view'd the Got. 
Delos beheld him with a tender ſmile, 
And hail'd, enrich'd with gold, her happy iſle g 
Her happy iſle, Apollo's native feat, Be 
His ſacred haunt, his beſt-belov'd retreat. 


| Grac'd with Apollo, Delos glorious ſhines, 
| As the tall mountain crown'd with ſtately pines, 


Now ttony Cynthus weuld the Cod aſcend, 
And now his courſe to various iſlands bend. 


: | Full many a fane, and rock, and ſhady grove, 
| River, and mountain did Apollo love; | 
But chieſty Delos: the Tonians there, 


With their chaſte wives and prattling babes, repairs 
There gladly celebrate Apollo's name ĩ 
With many a ſolemn rite and ſacred game; 

The jolly dance and holy hymn prepare, 

| And with the Czitus urge the manly war. 


ir, when their ſacred feaſt th* Ionians hold, 


Their gallant ſports a ſtranger ſhou'd behold, ,. 
View the ſtrong nerves the brav'ny chiefs that brace, 


Then mark their riches of a thouſand kinds, 
And their tall ſhips born ſwift before the winds, 
So goodly to the ſight wou'd all appear, 

The fair aſſembly Gods he wou'd declare. 
There too the Delian Virgins, beauteous choir, 


Apolio's handmaids, wake the living Ilyre 
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To Phœbus firſt they conſecrate the lays, 

Lxtona then and chaſte Diana praiſe, 

Then heroes old, and matrons chaſte rehearſe, 

And ſooth the raptur'd heart with ſacred verſe. 

Each voice, the Dxlian maid:, each human found 

With apteſt imitations ſweet refound : 

Their tongue lo juſtly tune with accents new, 

That none the falſe diſtinguiſh from the true. 
Latona ! Phoebus! Dian, lovely fair! 

leit Delian nymphe, Apollo's chiefeſt care, 

All hail ! and O with praiſe your poet crown, 

Nor all his labours in oblivion drow ! 

t haply ſome poor pilgrim ſhall enquire, 

&« O, virgins, who moſt ſkilful ſmites the lyre ? 

«© Whoſe lotty verſe in ſweeteſt deſcant rolls, 

And charms to extaſy the hearers ſouls?“ 

O anſwer, a blind bard in Chios dwells, 

In all the arts of verſe who far excells. 

Then o'er the earth hall ſpread my glorious fame, 

And diſtant nations ſhall record my name. 

But Phwbus never will | ceaſe to ſing, | 

Latona's noble ſon, the mighty Buwyer-king. 
Thee Lycia and Mzonia, theey great Pow' ry 

The bleft Miletus“ habitants alore ; 


But thy lov'd haunt is tea-girt Delos' ſhore. 


Now Pytho's tony foil Apollo treads, 
And all around ambrotial fragrance ſheds, | 
Then ſtrikes with matchleſs art the golden ftrings, 
And ev'ry hill with heavenly muſic gs 
Olympus now and the divine abodes 
Glorious he ſcelcs, and mixes with the Gods. 
Eac't heavenly boſom pants with fond deſire 
To hear the lofty verte and golden lyre. 
Drawn by the magic ſound, the Virgin-Nine | 
With warblings * cet the lac; d minſtrel join: 
Now with glad heart, loud voice, and jocund lays. 
Full fixcetly carol bLuniztrous heaven's piaiſe; | 
And now in dirge> fad, and numbers flow 
RNelate the pitcous tal! of hum mn woe; 
. Oe by the Cods on wretched mortals cait, 
Who vainly ſhun al iction's wintry blatt, 
And all in vain attempt with fond deluy 
Death's certain ſliatt to w Um, or chate ol1 age away. 
The Grace: there, and {ſmiling Hours are leca, 
And Cytherca, laughter- loving "Queen, | | 
And H. wmony, and Rebe, love! y | bond, 
10 ſprightlici rac ſures dancing hand inh and, 
There, of no common port or vul. gar nen, 
Witli heavenly radiance, thine: the Funtrelz-Queen, | 
Woarbles re{ponſive to the golden lyre, 
 *Fanes her glad notes, and juins the virgin choir. 
There Mars and Mercury with auk ward pln, 
And uncouth gambols, waſte the live long , * 
There a. Apollo moves with g raceſul pace 
.” 1 thouſand glories play around his fce; 
In ſplendor dreſt he joins the teſtive band, 
And ſvceps the golden lyre with magic hand. 
Alen while, Latona and imperial Jove | 
Fye the bright Godhead with parental lose; 
And, a» the Deitics around him play, | 
Well plead his Sully mien and awful port ſurvey." 


The Tranſl ator, when he * this piece, had 


fome thoughts of giving : complete Eng!liſh verſion 


ot all Homer's Hymns, being the only parts of li- 
works never yet tranſlated; but (6 ſay nothin; 
of his opinion or this ſpecin. e. er his tranſi ation, 
tearing hat rhis ſpecies of poctrs, though it has! 11. 
deauties, an! done me nt „J ltef 2% eh. 


yY © E M $ 


" FROM CATULLUS 


HLOE, that dear bewitching prude, 
Still calls me ſaucy, pert, and rude, 
And ſometimes almoit flrikes me; 
And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how, 
"*R of the knitting of her brow, 
| I'm very ſure ſhe likes me. 


At you me, why I fancy thus; 'F 
Why, I have call'd her jilt, and puſs, 

And thought myſelf above her; 
And yet 1 feel it, to my coſt, 


| That when I rail againit her moſt, 


I'm very lure I love her. 


3 


THE HENRIADE. 


"TS FIRST n 00% 


| TRASSLATED FROM ur 


FRENCH OF M. DE VOLTAIRE. 


Worth, 
By right of conqueſt, king, by fight of birth, 
[ ting. Who, tutor'd in mistortune's ichool, 
There learnt the nobleſt ſcience, how to rule; 
Bad Faction's turious diſcord ceaſe to rave, 
Valiant to conquer, mercitul to ſave 3 
| Batfled the daring Leayue*s rebellious ſchemes, 


dreams: 


Pg With civil prudence bleſt, with martial fire, 
| A nation's conqueror, and a nation's fire. 


Truth, heavenly maid, from th' Empyr#an heig ft 
Deſcend, and with thy ſtrong and pureſt light 


| My verſe illume! and O, let mortals hear 


Thy facred word, and awtully revere ! 

Be thou my guide ! thy ſage experience brings 
Unerring maxims to tie car of lings. 

Ti, thine, blett maid, and only tnine, to thow 
What moſt befits the regal pow 'r to know. 


| Purge thou the film from off a nation's ey es, 

Ana ſhew what ills from civil diſcord riſe ! 

Nor ſpare with decent boldneſs to diſcloſe 
The prince's errors, and the people's wor: : 


And O! if fade &er, in times of yore, 


IMix'd her ſort accents with thy ſterner lore, 


Ir c'er her hand adorn'd thy tow'ring head; 


And o' er thy front her milder graccs ſpreac 
ir c'er her ſhades, which hevinuly unites 


| Bid thy fair form ſpring ſtronger into light, 


Wirh me, permit her all thy ſteps to trace, 


Not to conceal thy beauties, but to grace! 


BY cd, would appear far leſ⸗ agrreable to the mer: 
Pu. lich reader, he deſiſte d. 


„tue ſeſteſt Mea of thi. fort of c. on poſition among the 
ancichts, may be better info; by peruſing Dr. 
Ak. nie z mott claſſical Hymn ti the Nainds, than 
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H chieſtain, France, of try'd illuſtrious 


Mavgxxer's proud hopes, and Spain's ambitious 
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dull Var.ors reign'd, and ſunk in pleafure's Tl unhappy Var. ors bad his t1.0p5 advance, 


bow'r 
Oer a mad ate held looſe the reins of por: 

The trampled Law had loſt its ancient force, 

Aud Right confounded, miſs'd her even courle. 
"Twas thus when V ALotrs France's ſceptre bore, 
Scepter'd indeed, but now a king no more; 

Nat glory's minion now, the voice of ume, 
Swell'd the loud trumpet to the hero's name ; 

His laurels wither'd, and all blaſted now, 

Which conqueſt hung upon his infant brow ; 
Whoſe progreſs Europe mark d with conſcious fear, 
Whoie loſs provok'd his country's common tear, 
When, the long train of all his virtues known, 
he North admiring call'd him to the throne. 

In ſecond rank, the light which ſtrilces the eyes, 
Rais'4 to the firit, grows dim, and feebly dies. 
From war's tern ſoldier, active, firm, and brave, 
He funk a monarch, pleaſure's abject 1 ive. 
Lull'd with ſoit caſe, forgetful of all Rate, 

His weakneſs totter'd with a kingdom's ueight; 
Whilft loſt in flath, and dead to glor: bus fame % 
The ſons of riot govern'd in his name. 

Qrer. vs, St. Marcin, death-cemented pair, 
JovEusg the gay, and D' EsyExon the Fir, 

he careleſs king in — plung'd with theſe, 
In luſt intemperate, and lethargic eaſe. 

Mean time, the Guis zs, — and brave, 
Catch'd the fair moment which his weakneſs gave. 
Ihen roſe the fatal League in evil hour, 

That dreadful rival of his waning powr. 
Tune people blind, their ſacred Monarch brav'd, 
I. ed by thoſe Tyrants, who their rights enſlav' d. 
IIis friends forſook hi: n, heipleſs 2d alone, 

His ſervants chas'4 him from his royal throne 3 3 
| Revolted Paris, deaf to king: ; awe, 

Within bur gutes the crouding ſtranger ſw. 

Through Il the city burſt rebellion” s flame; 

And all was loft, when virtuous Baux BON came; 

Canre, {ut of warkke ardour, to reſtore 

That hr lis prince, deluded, had no more. 

His active preſence breath'd an inſtant flame; 

No longer now the fluggith ſons of ſh ice, 

Onward .:2cy preſs, where glory calls, to arms, 
Aud tpring to War from Pleaſure's filken charms : 
To Part. zates both kings advance amain, | 
Rome felt th'alarai, and trembled haughty . : 
While Europe, watching where the tempeſt falls, 

With anxious eve; beheld tht unhappy walls. 


Within was iscokp, with her hell-born train, 


| Stirring to war the League, and h aughty Hlavxe, 
'The Ne and the church: and from on high 
Call'd out to Spain, rebellion's prompt ally. 
Discox p, dread monſter, deat to human woes 
To her own ſubjefts an avengeful fue, 
Bloody, impetuous, eager to deſtroy, 

In man's mis fortune founds her hateful joy! 

To neither party ought of mercy ſhown, 
Well-pleas'd ſhe tabs the dagger in her own ;; 5 
Dells a fierce tyrant in the breaſt ſhe n nres, 
And ſmiles to puniſh what herſelf inipires. 
WMeſt of the city, near thoſe borders gay, 
Where Seine obliquely winds her ſloping way, 


(Scenes now, where pleaſure's fott retreats are 


found, 
Where triumph: art, and nature ſmiles around, 
Then, by the will of fate, the bloody ſtage 


Fot * s ſtern combat and relentleſs rage] 
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There ruſh's at once the generous ſtrength of France. 
A thouſand heroes, eager fer the |: tht, 

By lects divided, from revenge unite. 

Theſe virtuous Bor x ox le: ads, their choſen guide, 

Their cauſe confederfte, and their hearts al licd | 

It ſrem'd the army felt one common flame, 

Their zeal, religion, cauſe, and chief the tame, 
The ſacred Lov ts, fire of Bou R RON Se, 

From azure ſkies, betile the throne of grace, 

With holy joy bcheld his future heir, 

And cy'd the Hero with paternal care; 

Wich ſuch as prophet's feel, a bleſt preſage, 

He ſaw the virtues of his ripenin; age: 

; Saw Glo: v round him all her laurcis deal, 

Vet wail'4 is errors, though he lov'd his zeal , 


| With cye prophetic he beheld een now; 


| | The crown of France adorn his royal brow 5 


He knew the wreath was deftin'd which they gave, | 
More will'd the Saint, the light which fine. to fave. 
Still IIx eg y's ſteps mo d onw ard to the th: Mey 
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ehem Heaven the Holy Prophet ient, 
But = the arm his wile indulgence lent : 


4 Lett ſure of conqueſt, he had flack'd his flame, 


Nor groppled danger for the mced of fame. 


4 Already Mans had donn'd his coat of mail, 


And doubtful Conqueſt held her oven ſcale; 


| Carnage with blood had mark'd his purple way, 


And laughter'd heaps in wild confuſion lay. 
When Var ors thus his part'ner king addreſt, 
The ſigh deep-hezving from his anxious breaft. 
Jou fee what fate, what humbling fate is mine, | 
| ©© Nor yet alone, —the injury is thine. | 
The dauntleſs League, by hardy Chieftains led ; 
Which hiſſes * with her Hydra head, 
Boldly confederate by a deſperate oath, 
Aims not at me alone, but ſtrikes at both. 
Though I long fince the regal circle wear, 
Though thou by rank ſucceed my right ful heir, 
Paris difowns us, nor will homage bring 
To me their preſent, you their future king. 
Thine, well they know the next illuſtrious claim, 
From law, from birth „and dceds of loudeſt fame 
Yet from that throne's hereditary right 
Where ! but tutter, wou'd exclude thee quite. 
Religion herls luer furious bolts on thee, 
And holy counci join her firm deren: | 
Roux, thoug h fu ruſe no ſoldier's martial band: 
Yet kindles war tl. rough cvery awe-ſtruck land 
| Pencaih her banners bids each hoſt repair, 
And trutts her thunder to the Spaniard's care, 
Far from my hope> e: ch ſfummcr friend is fluv.uw,. 
No ſubjecto hai me on my facred throne; 
No inked now the kind affection ſhows, _ 
All fly their king, abandon, or oppaſe: 
Rich in my polls, with greedy treacherous hate, 
While the vate Spaniard lays my country w alte. 
Rliaſt fee: like thete, ab. indon' 3 and betray u, 
France in her turn ſhall feel a foreign aid: 
Shall Brita un's court by ſecret method try, 
And win ELI ZA for a firm ally. | 
Of old 1 know between each powerful fate, 
Subſiſts ajealaus and immortal hate; ; | 
That London lif':s its tow'ri: 1g front on higl. , 
And looks on Paris with a rival eye ; 
Rut I, the monarcl: of each pageant throne, 
Have now no ſubjects, and no COUNTY oα & 
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«© Vengeance alone my ſtern reſolves vow, | 
«© Who gives me that, to me is Frenchman now. 
The ſnail-pac'd agents, whoſe deliberate way, 
4. Creeps on in trammels of preſcrib'd delay, 
4c“ Such fit not now; tis You, great Prince, alone 
4e Muſt haſte a ſuppliant to EL Iz 4's throne. 
« Your voice alone ſhall needful ſuccours bring, 
4 Aud arm Britannia for an injur'd king. 
<< To Albion hence, and let thy happier name 
ec Plead the king's cauſe, and raife their generous 
flame ! 
4% My foes” defeat upon thy arm depends, 
Ec But from thy virtue I muſt hope fur friends. 
Thus __ king, while HEx&Y's looks con- 


The 3 ardour which ĩnflamꝰd his breaſt, 
' Leſt others“ arms might urge their glorious claim, 
And ravith from him half the meed of fame. 
With deep regret the Hero number'd o'er 
The wreaths of glory he had won before; 
When, without ſuccours, without ſkill's intrigue, 
Himſelf with Cox pE {hook the trembling League. 
When thoſe command, who hold the regal ſway, 
It is a ſubject's virtue to obey. 
Reſvlv'd to follow what the King commands, 
The blows, ſuſpended, fell not from his hands; 
He rein'd the ardour of his noble mind, 
And parting left the gather'd wreaths behind. 
Th' aftoniſh'd army felt a deep concern, 
Fate ſeem'd depending on the Chief's return. 
His abſence {till unknown, the pent-up foe 
In dire expectance dread the ſudden blow; 
While VaLo1s' troops ſtill feel their hero's flame, 
And virtue triumphsin her HEN“ S name. 
Or all his fv'rites, none their chief attend, 
Save Mon NA x brave, his ſoul's familiar friend. 
Nona NA cf ſteady faith, and manners plain, 
And truth, untainted with the flatt*rers {train ;. 
Rich in deſert, of valour rarely tried, 
A virtuous ch unpion, though on error's fide 3 
With ſignal prudence ble!t, with p.triot zeal. 
Firm to his church, and to the public waal ; 
Cenlor of courticrs, but by courts belov'd, 
| Rome's fierce aſſ. allant, and by Rome approv'd. 
Acroſs to roclts, where with tremendous roar, 
The foaming ocean laſhes either fore, 
To Dieppe's "ſtr ong port the Herv's iteps repair, 
The ready ſailors ply their buſy care. 
The tou "ring ft ips, old ace in's lordly kings, 
Aloft in air diſpliy their canvas wingsz 
Not ſcelbd by Porens now, the glaſſy ſeas 
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Though leagu'd with Por EY NET Tuxz't elf 


engage, 
| Oppos'd his fortune to dull Ocean's rage. 


Mean time that Gop, whoſe power the tempeſt 
binds, 


| Who rides triumphant on the wings of winds, 


That Goo, whoſe wiſdom, which preſides o'er all, 
Can raiſe, protect, or cruſh this earthly ball, 


From . is bright throne, beyond the ſtarry ſkies, 


Bekeld the Hero with conſidering eyes, | 
Gop was his guide, and mid the tempeſt's roar 
The toſſing veſſel reach'd the neighbouring ſhore; , 
Where Jerſey riſes fromthe ocean's bed, 

There, heaven conducted, was the Hero led. 
At a ſmall diſtance from the ſhore, there ſtood 
The growth of many years, a a ſhadowy wood. 
A neighbouring rock the calm retirement ſaves 


A grotto ſtinds behind, whoſe ſtructure knows 
The fimple grace whic! 2 nature's hand beſtuws. 
Here far from court remov'd, a holy Sage 

Spent the mild evening of declining age. 

While free from worldly toils, and worldly woe, 


His only ſtudy was himſelf to know : 


Here mus'd, regretting on his miſpent days, 


| Or loſt in love, or pleaſure's flow'ry maze. 
No guſts of folly ſwell the dangerous tide, 


While all his paſſions to a calm ſubſide ; 

| The bubble lite he held an empty dream, 

His food the ſimple herb, his drink the ſtream 
Tranquil and calm he drew his aged breath, 


And look'd with patience toward the port of death, 


When the pure ſoul to bliſsful realms ſhall foar, 
And join with Gon himſelf to part no more. 


The Gop he worſhipp'd ey'd the zealous Sage, 


And bleſs'd with wiſdom's lore his filver'd age: | 


| Gave him the {&i1l of prophecy to know, 
And trum fate's volume read events below. 


The Sage with conſcious joy the Prince addrefs'd, 


And ſpread the table for his royal gueſt ; | 
The prompt repaſt, which ſimple nature ſuits, 


The ſtieam's freſh water, and the foreſt's roots. 
Not unaccuſton'd to the homely fare, 

The Warrior fat ; for oft from buſy care, 
From court retir'd, and pomp's faſtidious pride, 
The Hero dar'd to e the king aſide: 


And in the ruſtic cot well. pleas'd partook 


Of libour's mean repaſt, and chearful look 3 
Found in himſelf the joys to kings unknown | 


A {-1f-.depos'd forgot the lordly thione. 


The world's contention to cheir minds ſupplies 


I'd calmly on, with Ze phyr' 5 gentle breeze. | n converfe, wholeſome to the good and wiſe. 


Na, anchor weigh'd, they quit the friendly ſhore, 
Aud hind recening greets their eyes no more. 

Jocund they Fil'd, and Albion's chalky height 

At diſtance roſe fu!l furly to the ſiglit. 

When rumblirg tllunders rend th? affrighted pole, 
Loud roar the winds, and f:4 temp: :ituous roll: 
The vid lightnings c!+2ve the darken'd air, 
And all around reigns horror and deſpair. | 
No partial tear the Her.) buſm knows, 
Which only trembled {or h, country's woes, 

It ſem'd his looks tow ard lier in ſilence bent, | 
Accu d the winds, which creſ3'd his great intent. 
50 C.xs 42, itriving for a conquer'd world, 

Near Epire's banks, with adveric temp ſt, hurl'd, 
T: uſtin;;, undaunted, and ſecurely brave, 


Much did they talk of woes in human lite, 


| Of Chriſtian kingloms torn with jarring ftrife. 


The zeal of Mon x Av, like a ſtubborn fort, 


aA ttach'd to Calvin flood his firm keorvort. | 
| HErxuy, ſtill doubting, ſought tl indulgent ſkies, 
| That liglit's cleor ray might burſt upon his eyes, 


© Muſt then, ſaid he, the truth be always found, 


5 0 To mortals wenk with miſts encompas d round? 


Muft I {fill err? my way in dwkneſs trod, 


% Nor know the path which leads me to my Gov? 


« If all alike he will'd us to obey, 


“ The God who will'd it, had preſcrib'd the way.” | 


Let us not vainly Gop's deſigns explore! 


18 (Th: Sage reply'd) be humble, and adore ! 


„% Arrign noc mally heav'n's unerring laws 


Rem:c'. and the world's fate to e ſwelling wave. | 


From the rude blatts, and hoarſe-reſounding Waves. ; 


© For Fults, chere wortals are e themſclvesthe cauſes 
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| & Theſe aged eyes beheld in days of yore, | Hung error's miſt, and Gop's high will conceal'd 
„% When Calvin's doctrine reach'd the Gallic ſhore, | The gifts from him to Hzxr y's breaſt reveal'd. 
& Then, though with blood it now diſtains the | His wiſdom idly would the world prefer, 


earth, Whoſe lot, though rich in virtues, was to err. 
* Creeping in ſhade and humble in the birth, While the rapt Sage fulfilling God's beireſt, | 
I ſuv it banith'd by religion's laws, Spoke inſpiration to the Prince's breaſt, 
© Without one friend to combat in the cauſe. Huſh'd were the winds, within their caverns bound, 
4% Through ways oblique I ſaw the phantom tread, Smooth flow'd the ſeas, and nature fmil'd around. 
« Slow winding, and aſham'd to rear her head, The Sage his guide, the Hero fought his way 


« "Till, at the laſt, upheld by pow'rful arms, Where the tall veſſels ſafe at anchor lay : 
« *Midft cannon's thunder, and mid war's alarms, | The ready failors qui: the friendly ſtrand, | 
« Burſt forth the Monſter in the glare of light, Hoiſt the glad ſails, and make for Albion's land. 


«© With tow'ring front full dread:ul to the fight; While o'er her coaſt his eyes admiring range, 
«© To ſcoul at mortals from her tyrant feat, | He praĩs'd in filence Britain's happier change: 
% And ſpurn our altars at her impious feet. I Where laws abus'd by foul inteſtine foes, 
4 Far then from courts, beneath this peaceful cot, | Had erſt entail'd a heap of dreadful woes 
| * [wail'd Religion's and my country's lot; on prince and people; on that bloody ſtage, 


4 Yet here, to comfort my declining days, Where ſlaughter'd heroes bled for civil rage; 
©. Some dawnof hope prefents its chearful rays. On that bright throne, from whence deſcended : 


« So new a worſhip cannot long ſurvive, | ſprings, | ; 
„% Which man's caprice alone his kept alive. | TI illuſtrious lineage of an hundred kings, 
„With that it roſe, with chat ſhall die away, Lil:e HrNR I, long in adverſe fortune ſchool'd, 
„Man's works and Man are bubbles of a day. [Oer willing Engliſh hearts a Woman ruP'd: 
4 The Gov, who reigns for ever and the fame, And rich in manly courage, f:male grace, 


« At pleaſure blaſts a world's preſumptuous aim. Clos'd the long luſtre of her crouded race. 
„ Vin is our malice, vain our ſtrength ditplay'd, |EL12a then, in Britain's happieſt hour, 
| 4 To ſap the city his right hand hath made; Held the juſt balance of contending po-] r; 
« Himſelf hath fix'd the ſtrong foundations low, Made Engliſh ſubjects bow the willing knee, 
| „Which brave the wreck of time, and hell's inve- Who will not ferve, and are not happy free. 
| TP 1 Izheneath her ſacred reign the nation knows 
| & The Lord of Lords ſhall bleſs thy purged ſight | No fad remembrance of its former woes; 
Wich bright effulgence of diviner light; Their flocks ſecurely graz d the fertile plain, 
On thee, Great Prince, his mercies he'll beſtow, | Their garners burſting with their golden grain. 
And ſhed that Truth thy boſom pants to know. | The ſtately ſhips, their ſwelling fails unfurl'll, 
„ Tuar God hath choſe thee, and his hand alone | Brought wealth and homage from the diſtant world 2 
Sate through the war ſhall lead thee to a throne. | All Europe watch'd Britannia's bold decree, | 


Conqueſt already (for his voice is fate,) | I Dreaded by land, and monarch of the ſea. 
% Fot thee bids Glory ope her golden gate. Wide o'er the waves her fleet exulting rode, 

&« If on thy ſight the Truth unnotic'd falls I And fortune triumph'd over Ocean's Goo. 
Hope not admiſſion in thy Paris walls, I Proud London now, no more of barbarous fame, 
Though ſplendid Eaſe invite thee to her arms, To arms and commerce urg'd her blended claim. 

„O ſhun, Great Prince, the Syren's poiſon'd'] Her pow'rs, in union leagu'd, together ſate, 


„ charms! | King, Lords, and Commons, in their threefold ſtate. 
« Cer thy ſtrong paſſions hold a glortous rein, Though ſeparate each their ſeveral intereſt draw, | 
Fly love's ſoft lap, break pleature's ſilken chain! | Vet all united form the ſtedfaſt law. . 
* And when, with efforts ſtrong, all foes o'er- All three, one body's members, firm and fit, 
ee ,,, I | Make but one power in ſtrong conjunction ænĩit; 
„ A Lengue's great conqueror, and what's more] Pow”'r to itſelf of danger often ſound, PSs 
= „% Your Own, Baut ſpreading terror to its neighbours round. 
When, with united hearts, and triumph's voice, |Bleſt, when the people duty's homage ſhow, 
Thy people hail thee with one common choice, | And pay their king the tribute which they owe ! 


From a dread ſiege, to fame for ever known, More bleſt, when kings for milder virtues knowng 
To mount with glory thy paternal throne, [Protect their people's freedom trom the throme ! ö 
That time, Affliction ſhall lay by her rod, “ Ah when, cry'd Boux ox, ſhall our diſcord | 


And thy glad eyes ſhall ſeek: thy father's God: | ceſs, 

Then ſhalt thou ſee from whence thy arms prevail.“ Our glory, Albion, riſe, like thine, in peace? 
Go, Prince, —Who raus rs id GOD—can ne- Bluſh, bluſh, ye kings, ye lords of jarring ſtates, 

— e Ne | |<< A Woman bids, and War hath clos'd its gates: 


Tach word the Sage's holy lips impart, E, Your countries bleed with factious rage oppreſt, 
Falls, like a flame, on Hznxy's generous heart. % While Sux reigns happy o'er a people bleſt.” _ 
The Hero ttood tranſported in his mind Mie n time the Hero reach'd the ſea-girt iſle, 


To times, when Gop held converſe with mankind, | Where freedom bids eternal plenty ſmile;, _ 
When ſimple virtue taught her heav'n-born lore, | Not far from William's Tow'r at diſtance ſeen, 


And Truth commanding bad e'en king's adore. — Staad the fam'd palace of the Virgin Queen. 
His eager arms the reverend S1ge embrace, Hicher, the faithſul Mox x Av at his fide, 


And the warm tear fait trickled down his fice. n the noiſe and pageant pomp of pride, 
Untouch'd, yet loft awhile in deep ſurpriſc, The toys of grandeur which the vain purſue, 


Stood Mon x av brave; for ſtill on Moa xn eyes | But glare unheeded to the ; ad view, 


3 i Þ 
228 1 r 2 
The Prince »rriv'd : With bold and manly ſenſe 
He ſpoke ; his frankneſs all his eloquence 3 
Told his ſad tale, and bow) d his lofty heart, 
For France's woes, to act ſubmifſion's part; 


For needful aids the Britiſh Queen addreſt, | 2 


While, in the ſuppliant, ſhone the king confeſt. 

* Con thou, reply'd the Queen, with ſtrange ſur- 
6c priſe, | | | 

„ Com thou from Vat.ors for the wiſh'd Mies? 

«© Aiſk'it thou protection for a tyrant foe, 

Whole deadly hate work'd all thy fortune's wee N 

« Far as the golden ſun begins to riſe, | 

To where he drives adown the weſtern ſkies, 

« His ſtrife and Thine to all the world is known : 


4% Srant'R thou for him a friend at Britain's throne ? | 


« And is that hand, which Vat ois oft hath fear'd. 


„ Arm'd in his cauſe, and for his vengeance rear d?“ 


& A monarch's adverſe fate 
Wipes all remembrance out of former hate. 
* Varors was then a flave, his paſſion's ſlave, 


When thus the Prince; 
«« 
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«© The flow ' ry art was never made for me, 


4 ſpeak a foldier's language plain and free. 


Month hath roll'd its lazy hours away, 
Since Delia's preſence bleſs'd her longing 
ſwain: 5 | 


How cou'd he brook the ſluggiſh time's delay, 


What charm cou d ſoften tuch an age of pain? 


One fond reflection ſtill his bofom chear'd, 
And footh'd the torments of a lover*s care, 

Twas that for Delia's ſelf the bow'r he rear'd, 

And fancy plac'd the nymph already there. 


4 : | JO come, dear maid, and with a gentle ſmile, 
«© But now himſelf a monarch firm and brave; | , 5 8e — 


He burſts at once the \gnominious chain, 

* Reſumes the Hero, and afferts his reign. 

„ Bleft, if of nature more aſſur'd and free, 

„ He'd ſought no aid but from himſelf and me ! 

ce But, led by fraud, and arts, all inſincete, 

„ He was my foe from weakneſs and from fer. 

« His faults die with me, when his woes I view, 


« Ive gain'd the conqueſt—grant me vengeance, 


1 
«© For know the work is thine, Illuſtrious Dame, 
o deck thy Albion's brows with worthieſt fame, 
« Let thy protection ſpread her ready wings, 1 5 
&«& And fight with me the injur'd cauſe of Kings!“ | 
Er17A then, for much the wiih'd to know, 5 
The various turns of France's long- felt woe, 
W'hence riſing ſirit the civil diſcord came, 
And Paris kindled to rebellion's flame „ 
„o me, Great Prince, thy griefs are not un- 
| known | 5 OY 
. Though brought imperfect, and by Fame alone; 
_« Whofe rapid wing too indifcreetly flies, | 
«© And ſpreads abroad her indigeſted lies. 


Deaf to her tales, from thee, Illuſtrious Youth, 
„ From thee alone ET tz A ſeek: the truth, | 
«© Tell me, for you have witneſb'd all the woe, 
_« Var.ors” brave friend, or Var.013* conquering 
1 toe, „ 5 
Sox, whence this friendſſup, this alliance grew, 
« Which knits tlie happy bond *twixt him and you; 
% Fxplain this wond' rhus change, tis you alone | 


„Can paint the virtues which yourſelf hath ſhown. | 


_ «© Teach me thy woes, for know the ſtory brings 
A moral leſſon to the pride of kings.” 
« And muſt my memory then, Uuſtrious Queen 
86 Recul the horrors of cach dreadful ſcene * © 
« 0 had it 


9 
© knows, | | 
Ho my heart bleeds o'er all my country's woes) 
And hid them buried in eternal night, 
+ Neareſt of blood mult I aloud proclaim, 
The princes* madneſs, and expoſe their name? 
Reflection ſhakes my mind with wild diſinay— 
But tie Ex1z 4's will, and Tobey. 
Others, in ſpeaking, from their tmooth addreſs, 
© Might make their weakneſs ur their crimes ſeem 
let, 


pleas'd th* Almighty Pow'r (which 


« Oblivion then had ſnatch'd them from the light, | 


Such as lights up my lovely fair one's face, 
Survey the product of thy ſhepherd's toil, 
Nor rob the villa of the villa's grace. 


Whate'er improvements ſtrike thy curious ſight, 


Thy tatte hath form'd—let me not call it mine, 


Since when I muſe on thee, and feed delight, | 


I form no thought that is not wholly thine. 


Th' apartments deftin'd for my charmer's uſe, 
(For love in trifles is conſpicuous ſhewn) 
Can ſcarce an object to thy view produce, 


But bears the dear reſemblance of thine own. | 


5 | And truſt me, love, I cout almoſt believe, 


This little ſpot tlie manſion of my fair, 


| But that awak'd from tancy's dreams I grieve 


To find its proper owner is not there. 


Oh! I could doat upon the rural ſcene, 

Its proſpect over hill and champaign wide, 

But that it marks the tedious way between, 

Ih t parts thy Damon from his promis'd bridc. 


{The eardens now put forth their bloſſoms ſweet, 


* Tn Nature's bed mand apy deft, 
The cloſe-trimm'd hedge, and circling border neat, 


| All aſk my Delia for their deareſt gueſt. 


The lilly pale, the purple-bluſhing roſe, _ 

In this fair ſpot their mingled beautics join; 
The woodbine here its curling tendrils throws, 

In wreaths fantaſtic round the mant ling vine. 


The branching arbour here for lovers made, 
Fordalliance met, or ſony, or amorous tale, 
Shall oft protect us with its cooling ſhade, 
When ſultry Phæbus burns the lovely vale. 


'Tis all another paradiſc around, | 
And, truſt me, fo it would appear to me, 


| {Like the firſt man were I not lonely found, 


And but half bleſt, my Delia, wanting thee. 


For two, but two, I've form'd a lovely walk, 
And I have call'd it by my fair one's name; 
Here bleſt with thee, t*enjoy thy pleaſing talk, 


| While fools and madmen bow the knee to fame, 


| \ | | | | 
AN IMITATION FROM THE SPECTATOR, 


3 2 
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The ruſtic path already have I try'd, 
Ott at the finking of the ſetting day; 

And while, my love, I thought thee by my fide, 
With caretul ſteps have worn its edge away. 


With theo Fee held di ſcaurſe, how paſſing feet ! 
| While fancy brought thee to my rap: ur d dream, 
| With thee have prattled in my lone retreat, 


And talk'd down ſuns, on love's delicious theme. | 


Oſt as 1 wander through the ruſtic croud, _ 
 Muting with downeaſt look, and folded arms, 
They ſtare with wonder, when J rave aloud, 
And dwcll with rapture on thy artleſs charms. 


They call me mad, and oft with finger rule, 
Point at me leering, as I hcedlets paſs; 

Yet Colin knows the cauſe, for love is ſhrewd, 

And the young ſhepherd courts the farmer's laſs. 


Among the fruits that grace this little ſeat, 
| And all around their cluftring foliage ſpread, 
4 Here mayſt thou cull the peach, or nect'rine ſweet, 
| And pluck the ftrawberry from its native bed. 


:. And all along the river's verdant fide, | 
I've planted elms, which riſe in even row; 

And fling their lofty branches far and wide, 

Which float reflected in the lake below. 


| | | Since I've been abſent from my lovely fair, 
. Imagination forms a thouſund ſchemes, 
For O] my Delia, thou art all my care, 
And all with me is love and golden dreams. 


| | O flatt'ring promiſe of ſecure delight; | 

When will the Jazy-pacing hours be o'er ? 
Tot That I may fly with rapture to thy light, 
| 5 And we ſhall meet again to part no more. 


A BAL L 4 


VV E thepherds fo carclef; and gay, 


Who ſport with the nymphs of the plain, With uſeleſs Invocation; 


Fake heed leſt you frolic away N 
Ihe peace you can never regain. 
Loet not Folly your boſoms annov 3 | 
And of Love, the dear miſchief, beware. 

| = You may think 'tis all ſunthine und joy, 
K El know "tis o'erſhadow'd with care. 


» © Love's morning how blithſome it ſhines, 
1 With an aſpect deceitfully fair; 
9, Its day oft in ſorrow declines, 
And it ſets in the night of deſpair. 
1 Hope paints the gay ſcene to the ſight, 
While fancy her vitions beftows, _ 
oe” And gilds ev'ry dream with delight, 
Baut to walke us to ſenſible woes. 
9 | 
| How hard is my lot to complain 
Or a nymph whom 1 yet muit adore, 
' Though the love not her ſhepherd againg 
MW 1 2 DaMox muſt love her the more. 


n * 


2.29 


PP. 0 M $ 


| For it was not the pride cf her ſex, 


That treated his vows with diſdain, 
For it was not the pleaſure to vex, 
That made her delude her fond Grain: 


| Twas His, the fair vymph to behold, 

He hop'd==and he raſhly behev'd. 

Tui hers to be fatally cold; 

— He lov'd—And was fondly deceiv'd, 
For ſuch is of lovers the doom, 

While paſſions their reaſon beguile, 
'Tis warrant enough to preſume, 


If they catch but a look or a tmile, 


I Yet ſurely my Puvr.t15 would ſcem 


| To prize me moſt ſhepherds above; 
But that might be only eſteem, - 
While I fooliſhly conſtru'd it love. 

Yet others, like Damox, believ'd _ x 
The nymph might have favour'd her ſwain, 
And others, like Him, were deceivid, 

Like Him, though they cannot complain: 


or Puyrr.rs was always my ſong, 
I For the was my pride and my care; 


And the folks, as we wander'd along, 
Wou'd call us the conjugal pair. 
They mark'd how I walk'd at her fide, 


Ho her hand to my boſom I preſt, 


Each tender endearment I try'd, | 
| And I thought none was ever ſo bleft. 


hut now the deluſion is o'er, 25 


= {| Theſe day-dreams of pleaſure are fled ? 
{| Now Her Damos is pleaſing no more, 


And the hopes of her ſhepherd are dead? 
Miy he that mr; fair thall obtain, | 
May He, as thy Daviox, be true; 


= haply thou'lt think of that ſwain, 
WM: Who bids thee, ear maiden, adieu. 


1 


| 


ro CHLOE. 
| r Cures fok ans verſe of mĩne 
1 I call not on the tuneful Nine 


Enough for Me that Ve ſhould aſk 3 | 
fly with pleaſure to the Taſk, 


: And Her's the inſpiration. 
| When Poets ſung in ancient Days, 


he Muſes that inſpir'd their Lays, 
Or whom there ſuch Parade is; 


| | Their Deities, let Pride confeſs, 
x Were nothing more, and nothing leis, 


Than earth- born mortal Ladies. 

Did any nymph her ſubject chule ? 

| She ſtrait commenc'd inſpiring Mussz ; 
And every Maid, of lovely Face, 

| That ſtruck the heart of wounded Swain, 
Exalted to yon ſtarry Plain, — 
| Was regiſter'd a GR Ack. 


| I Theſe were the Compliments of old, 
While Nymphs, among the Gods enrall'd, 
1 Claim'd Love's obſequious Duty ; 
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Thus, while each Bard had favourite Vicwe, 
Each Nymph became a GRACE, or Mos, 
A Venus every Beauty. | 


Say, in theſe latter Days of ours 
When Love exerts his uſual Power-, 
Whart difference lies between us ? 
In Cutoꝰs ſelf at once I boaſt, 
What Bards of every age might toaſt, 
A Mrsr, a Grace, a VEN Vs. 


In Cut or are athouſand charms, 
Though Envy call her ſex to arms, 
And giggling girls may flout her. 
The Mus x inhabits in her Mind, 
Ax us in her form we find, 
The Graces all about her. 


* 


TO THE MOON. 


k LL hail ! majeſtic Queen of Night, 
Bright Cynthia ! ſweeteſt Nymph, whoſe 
preſence brings & Rs ye 
The penſive pleaſures, calm delight, 


Which Folly's vain tumultnous joys, 
Or buſineſs, care, and buzz of luſty day 
Bare all too ruffled.— Hence, away - | 
gend'ring Noiſe, | 
When Evening dons her mantle grey, 
en wind my ſolitary way, . 
And hie :-2 to ſome lonely grove 
(The haunt of Fancy and of love) 
Whoſe ſocial branches, far outſpread, 
poſſeſs the mind with pleaſing dread. 
While Cynthia quivers through the trees 
That wanton with the ſummer breeze, 
And the clear brook, or dimpled ſtream, 
 RefleRs oblique her dancing beam. 
How often, by thy filver light, 
| Have Lovers? tongues beguil'd the Nigitt ? 
When forth the happy pair have ſtray d, 
The amorous ſwain and tender maid, 
And as they walk'd the groves along, 
Cheer'd the ſtill Eve with various ſong. _ 
While ev'ry Artful ſtrain confeſtt 
The mutual Paſſion in their brraſt. 5 
The lovers? hours fly ſwift away, 


And Night reluctant yields to Day. 


Thrice nappy nymph, thrice kippy Youth, 
When Beauty is the meed of Truth | 


Yet not the happy Loves alone, 

Has thy celeſtial preſence I:nown. 

To thee complains the Nxmpi forlorn, 
Of broken faith, and Vows forſworn 3 
Ard the dull Swain, with folded Arms, 
Still muſing on his falſe one's charms, 

Frames many a ſonnet to her name, 

(As Lovers uſe to expreſs their flame) 

Or pining wan wich tho gt: tful care, 
In donc iſt ſilence feeds D2ſpair 3 


k $0 nnr een w-$ 


And Cynthia on the water fleeps 3 


: (Thoſe conſcious Cynthia filent hears 
| While Echo which ll loves to mock, 


And bring the Ladies pleaſant dreams 
While Contemplation ſmooths her ruffled wings, | 
. I And athwart men's noſee rides ? 
| While Onxn0xv, blith Fairv, trips, 


| 


From hence, my Leſſon read, betrare, EE. 


And Ox ER ON will never miſs 
To greet his fav'rites with 2 Kif. ; 
| | Nor ever more Ambroſia fips, 

| Than when he viſits - 


Or when the Air dead ſtillneſs kecpe, 


Charms the dull ear of ſober night, 
With love- born Muſic's ſweet deligl.“. 
Oft as thy Orb performs its round, 


Thou liſt'neſt to the various ſound 
Of ſhepherds” hopes and Maidens' fear 
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Bears them about from Rock to Rock.) 


But ſhift we now the penſive ſcene, 
Where Cynthia ſilvers o'er the green. 


| Mark yonder Spot, whoſe equal rim 


Forms the green circle quaint and trim; 
Hither the Fairies blith adyance, 

And ligntſy trip in mazy dance; 
Beating the pantie-paven ground 

In frolic meaſures round and round; 
Theſe Cynthia's Revo!s gayly keep, 
While 1:zy mortale ſnere afleer ; 
Whom off they viſit in the niglit, 

Not viſible to human ſiglit; 

And as old pratrling Wives rei to, 
| Though now the faſhion's 9: of date, 
Drop ſixpence in the Houſcwif- s ſhoe, 
And pinch the Slattern black and blue. 
They fill the mind with airy ſchemes, 


Who knows not Mib, whoſe char: „ glide, 


And hovers o'er the Ladie* IL. ps; 

And when he ſteals ambroſi ail bliſe, 

And ſoft imprints the charn ing Kiſs, 

In Dreams the Nymph her fw u purtaes, 
Nor thinks tis OB EROxN that wore, 


Ver ſportive Youth, and lovely Für, 


While Innocence and Mirth prende, 
We care not where the Fairies glide; 


Lip, 


I Whenall things elſe in ſilence {tops 
And blithfome Elis their vigits keen; 
| And always hover round about, 


To find our worth or frailties out, 

Receive with joy theſe Elſin fparks, 

Their Kiſſes leave no tell-tale Murke, | 5 
But breathe freſh beauty o'er the face, = 
Where all is Virtue, all is grace. | 


5 1 Not only elan Fays delight 


To hail the ſober Queen of Night, 
| But that ſweet Bird, whoſe gurgling Threat 
| Warbles the thick melodious note, | 
Duly as Evening Shades prevail, 

Renews her ſoothing love-lorn tale. 
| And as the Lover penſive goes, 

Chaunts out her ſymphony of Wees, 
Which in boon Nature”; wilder tone, 
| Beggar all ſounds which Art has lnoer 
But hiſt —— the me}anchrly bird 
Among the Groves no more ;3 heard; 
And Cynthia pates her ſil ver ray 
Before th" approach of gol den Das, 
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nich on yon mountains milty height, 
Stands tiptoe with his gladiome Light. 
Now the mrill Lark in æcher floats, 

And carols wild her liquid notes; 
White Phœbus, in his luſty pride, 
His flaring beams flings far and wide 
Cynthia farewell — the penſive Muſe, 
No more her feeble flight purſues, 

But all unwilling takes her way, 

And mixes with the buzz of Day. 


s O N £6. 


r E Beauty which the Gods beſtow, 
Did they but give it for a ſhow ? 
No —— *twas lenc thee from above, 
To ſhed its Luſtre o'er thy face, 
And with its pure and native grace 
Io cliarm the foul to Love. 


The ſtaunting Sun, whare weſtern beams, 
"his evening drink of Oceans' ſtreams, . 
To- morrow ſiprings to Light. 
But when thy Beauty ſets, my Fair, 
No morrow ſhall its beam repair, 
is all eternal Night. 


See too, my Lore, the virgin Roſe, 
How tweet, how baithtuily it blows 
Hheẽncath the vernal ſcies ; 
Ho ſoon it blums in full diſplay, 
. Its boſom opening to the Day, 
Ihen withers, thrinks, and dies. 


Ot mortal Life's declining Hour, | 
Suck is the Leaf, the bud, the Flow'r 3 
Ihen crop the Roſe in Time. | 
Ee bleſt and bleſs, and kind impart 
The juſt return of Heart for Heart, 
re Love becomes a Crime. 


To Pleaſure then, my Charmer, haſte, 
And crethy Youth begins to waſte, 

; Ere Beauty dims its ms. | x 
The profter'4 giſt of Love employ, 

Improve each moment into Jay, 


Be happy, whilſt you may. 


ö 


** 
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To THE REV. MR. HANBURY, 


or CHURCH-LANGTON, LEICESTERSHIRE,| 


ON HIS PLANTATIONS. 


And Virtue flumbers in a tariftleſs age, 


Il glorious plan *, on deep foundations laid, 


hich aiding Nature, Nature's bound; to ad, 


See Mr. Hanbury's Eſſay on Planting, 


W HIL E vain purſuits a trifling race engage, 
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The wiſe man's ſtudy, though the blockhead”s ſcorn, 


Shall ſpeak for ages to a world unborn. 
Though fools deride, for Cenſure's fill at hand 


| — damn the work the cannot underſtand, 


Purſuc thy project with an ardour fit 5 


Is + | Fools are but whetſtones to a man of wit. 


Like puling infants ſeem'd thy riſing plan, 
Now knit in ſtrength, it ſpeaks an active min. 
So the broad oak, which from ty grand deſign 


Shall fpread aloft, and tell the world twas thine, 


A ſtrip'ling firſt, juſt peep*d above the gruund, 
Which, ages hence, ſhall fling its thade around. 


| SENT TO A LADY, WITH A SEAL. 


| H' impreſſion which this ſeal hill mike, 
1 The rougher hand of force may break; 
Or jealous time, with flow decay, 

May all its traces wear "way z 

But neither time nor force combin'd, 

[Shall rear thy image from my n. nd; 

Nor ſhall the ſweet impre{/icr fade 

Which Car.ox's thuuſand charms have made 
Far ſpite of time, or force, or art; 

"Tis ſeul A for ever on wy heart. 


1 Come, Lucy, it cries, come away, 
The grave of thy CoLix has room | 
I 0o reſt thee beſide his culd clay. 


come, my dear ſhepherd, I come, 


Ye friends and companions adieu: 


bY 1 hafte tu my Col ix 's dark home, 
La die on his boſom fo true. 


All mournful the midnight bell rung, 


When Lucy, fad Lucy, aroſe ; 
{And forth to the green turf ſhe ſprung, 


Where Cor.1N's pale aſhes repoſe. 


fall wet with the night's chilling dev. 


Her boſom embrac'd the cold ground, 
While ſtormy winds over her blew, 
And night-ravens croak'd all- around. 


“% How long, my lov'd CoLix,” ſhe cry'd, 
Hou long muit thy Lucy complain? 
„How long ſhall the grave my love hide? 
„Ho long ere it juin us agiin ? 


J“ For thee thy fond ſhephercets liv'd, 


% With thee o'er the world would ſhe fly; 
% For thee has ſhe forrow'd and griev' ; 
6 Forthee would ſhe lie down and dic. 


. Alas! what avails it how dear 


&« Thy Lucy was once to her ſwain! 


6 Her face like the lily fo fair, 


« And eyes that gave light to the plain. 


bi A RK, hark, *tis a voice from the tomb, 


__—  ——_»—_— ——̃ͤ - 


Or ſeek: her laurels from ſome worthier age. 
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«© The ſhepherd that Jov'd her is gone; 
That face and thoſe eyes charm no more; 
« Ard Lucy forgot, and alone, 

% To death ſhall her CoLix deplore.” 


While thus ſhe lay ſunk in deſpair, 

And mourn'd to the echoes around, | 
Inflam'd all at once grew the air, 

And thunder ſhook dreadful the ground. 
4 ] hear the kind call, and obey, 
„ Oh, CoL 1x receive me, the cried, | 
Then breathing a groano'er his clay, 1 
She hung en his — and died. 


EPISTLE TOA FRIEND. 


O, ſtudy 1 that Siven, Eaſe, 


Whoſe fatal charms are murd'raus while | 


FIN « they p leaſe. 
«« Wits ſcanty — will fret their channel dry, 
«« If Learning's ſpring withhold the freſh ſupply. 
4 Turn leaf by leaf gigantick volumes o'er, 
4 Nor bluſh to know what ancients wrote before. 
ex Why not, ſometimes, regale admiring friends 
ce With Greek and Latin ſprinklings, odds and ends? 


* Exert your talents 3 read, and read to write! | 


% As Horace ſays, mix profit with delight.” 


*Tis rare advice: but I am flow to mend, 
Though ever thankful to my partial friend : 


Full of ſtrange fear for hopes are baniſh'd all | I | 


I liſt' no more to Phebus? ſacred call, 
Smit with the Muſe, tis true, I ſous cht her charms ; 
But came no champion, clad in cumb'rous arms, 
To pull each rival monarch from his throne, 
And ſwear no lady Clio like my own. 

All unambitious of ſuperior praiſe, | 

My fond amuſement aſk'd a ſprig of bays, 
Some little fame tor ſtringing harmleſs verſe, 
And c'en thu little Ame has prov'd a curſe'; 
MHitch'd into rhime, and dragg' d through Ps 
| malt,  - 

| By 1 criticlcs, worthy s confedꝰ rate fucs.. 


lf then the Muſe no more ſhall ſtiive ta pleaſe, 5 
Lulb d in the happy lethargy of eaſe; 
I, unadvent'rous, ſhe furbear to ſing, 5 
Nor take one thought to plume ker Tutfied wing; Ha: 
Tis that ſhe hates, howe'er by nature vain, 
The ſcurril gonſenſe of a venal train. OO 
When deſp'rate robbers, iſſuing from the 3 
Make ſuch rude inroads on the land of taſte, 
Genius grows ſick beneath the Gothic rage, 


As for Myſelf, I own the preſent charge ; 5 
Lazy and lou ging, I confrts at large: 
Vet Eaſe, perhaps, may loſe her filken chaine, 
And the next hour . hour of pains. 
We write, we read, we act, we think, by fits, 
And follow all thirg's as the humour hits; | 
For of all pleaſures, which the world can bring, 
Variety—O! dear viaicty's the thing! 
Our learned Coke, from whom we ſcribblers draw 


. 
| Lays down this truth, from whence my maxim fal. 


low 3, 
(See Hor ace, Ode Dec. Sext.—the cafe Apollo's) 
The God of Verſe diſclaims a plodding wretch, 
Nor keep? his bow for ever on the ſtretch. 


| However great my thirſt of honeſt fame, 

I bow with rev'rence to each letter'd name; ; 

To worth, where'er it be, with j Joy ſubmit, 

But own no curft monopolies of wit. 

Nor think, my friend, if I but rarely quote, 
And little reading ſhines through what I've wrote, 
That I bid pe ace to ev ' ry learned ſhelf; 

Becauſe I dare form judgments for myſclt. 
Oh! were it mine, with happy fin to look 
Up to the oxx, the UNIVERSAL Book ! 
Open to all to him, to me, to you, 

For NATuRE's open tothe general ViIeWw=- 
Then would 1 ſcorn the ancients? vaunted ftore, 
And boaſt my thefts, where they but robb'd before. 


| 


impart 


| 
| Th eternal paſſions of the human heart, Z 


| Burſting the bonds of eaſe and lazy reſt, 

I feel the flame mount active in my breaſt 3 

| Cr when, with ; Joy, I turn the Roman page, | 
F live, in fancy, in th' Aucusrax age 

Till ſome dull Bavius' or a Mævius' name, 
Damn'd by the Mus to everlaſting fame, 

| Forbids the mind in foreign climes to roam, 


| And brings me back toourold fools at home. 


T HE CAPRICIOUS LOVERS. 


"AK J. 


1 We ILE the cool and RAPE breeze 


w hiſpers fragrance through the * 


Nature walking o'er the ſcene 
| Clad in robes of lively green, 


From the ſweetneſs of the place 


| Labour wears a cheartul face. 


Sure I taſte of joys ſincere, 


| Faithful Col ever near; 
When wich ceaſeleſs toil oppreſs'd, 


Wearied nature ſinks to reſt. 
All my labours to beguile, 


5 Love ſhall wake me with a ſmile. 


_ THOUGH my features i'm tc 10 
Are grown wrinkled and cla, 

| Dull wiſdom 1 hate and deteſt, 

Not a wrinkle is there 

Which is furrow'd by care, 


Ell the wiſe Diftums of pectic law, 


And my heart is as li ght as the belt. 


Mean while with them, while Grecian found LT 


— - 


— - 


1ILoynr's POEMS. 


hen I look on my boys 
They renew all my joys, 


Myſelf in my chiidren I fee ; 


While the comforts 1 find 
In the kingdom my mind, 


Pronounce that my kingdom is free. 


In the days I was young, 
Oh! I caper'd and ſung, 


The laſſes came flocking apace; 


But now turn'd of three ſcore 
I can do ſo no more, 


—— Why then let my bay take my place. 5 


Ol our pleaſures we crack, 

For we ſtill love the ſmack, 

And chuckle o'er what we have been ; 
Yet why ſhould we repine, | 
You've had ycurs, I've had mine, 

Ard now let yy _— 5 
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Ts thus 5 in thoſe nos 
Invented for boys, 
To ſhew how the weather will prove, 
The woman and man 
On a different pan 


| Are always directed to more. 


One goes out to roam 2 

| While t' other keeps home, 

Inſipid, and dull as a drone, 
Iho' near to each other 


As ſiſter and darker, 
| hap take their * alone. 
Al LY 1v. 


7 HE EN the "VE" of poor 8 was b 


By Roger, who Play d at the wake. 


1 And Kate was alarm'd at the ſtroke, 


And wept for poor Tummas's lake; 


When his worſhip gave noggins of ale, 


And the liquor was charming and ſtout, 


O thole were the times to regale, 


And we footed it rarely about. 


Then our partners werz huxom as does, 
And we all were as happy as kinge, 


Zach lad in his holyday cloaths, N 
And the laſſes in ail their beſt things. 5 


Vat merriment all the day long! 


May the feaſt of our Collin prove fuch, 
Odzooks, bur Ill join in the ſong. | 
And Vil i ie about with my crutch. 


— —y — 


A 1 N F. 


V HEN vo pours o'er the meadow die. 
And morning ſtreaks the purple ſey, 


i wake to love with | jocund glee 
30 think on him, who cc on me. 


Wen. vm. 


| 


. «AY 


Os 3 


| 


—_ _ 


8 2 H 


| When eve embrowns the verdant grove 
And Philomel laments her love, 


| Each figh I breathe, my love reveals, 


nd te!'s the panys my boſom feels. 


With ſecret pleaſure ſurvey 
| The froiic birds in amoruus play, 
While fondeſt cares my heart employ, 
\ hich flutters, * and beats for joy. 


5 — — 


A n Vi. 


= yu that's # a magazine of arms. by 


To triumph over time; 
Whence beauty borrows half her charms, 
And always keeps her prime. 


At that the prude, coquette, and faint, 
Induſtrious ſets her tace, 

While powder, parch, and waſh, and paint, 
Repair or give a grace. 


To arch the brow there lies the bruſh, 
The comb to tinge the hair, g 

The Spaniſh wool to give the "bluſh, 
The peazl to die them fair. | 


Hence riſe the wrinkled, old, and grey, 
In freſheſt beauty trong, 
As Venus fair, as Flora gay, 


E . | A IR vn. 


0 Ty 1 ſeek fre __ of hombler lot, 
2} ro ſhare thy board, and deck thy ns. 


ith joy I fly the ſimple youth 


| w — hal is me light, or doubts my truth. 
| Thy breaſt for love too wanton grown, 


Shall mourn its peace and pleaſure flown, 
Nor ſha!l my faith reward a ſwain 


Who doubts my love, or th. aks. me vain. 


ER. a IR vi. 


I ftamp I tear, I rave; 


| Cagetei wus, light, injurious maid, 


ll be no more thy flave. 


PU rend thy image from my heart, 
Thy charms no more engage; 
My ſon! ſhall take the juſter part, 


Aud love ſhall yicld to my | 


— ae —ů— — 


= _—_— 4. 
HANK you, ladies, for N., care, 
But I pray you both for 
| Sure am all o'er ſcratches! 


* The Toilette. 
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nus $ laugh at, ted, and betray 4, 755 


That 


234 
That your curious hands muſt place, 
Such odd ſpots upon my face 

Wich your pencils, paine, and patches. 
How I totter in my gait, 

From a dreſs of ſo much weight, 

With my robe tuo dangling after; 
Could my Colin now but ſee, 
What a thing they 've made of me, 
— oe dcondnr ans 


A IX * 


HE flowers which grace their native ww 
| A while put forth their bluſhing heads, 
Ly — nnd Be 
| wither ie away. 

But theſe which mimic ſkill hath made, 
Nor ſcorch'd by ſuns, nor kill'd by ſhade ; 
Shall bluſh with leſs inconſtant hue, 
Which art at pleaſure can renew, 


1 
A 1 R XI. 


THEN A laſs, 
1 I rov'd without conſtraint, 

| A fiream wasall my looking glaſs, | 
And health my only paint. 

The charms I boaſt, (alas how hy. 
I gave tonature's care, 

| Ao vice meer ſpeil's their native Hue, | 

""_— could not own 


A I * xn. 
row 


And reſts all beauty in defects! 
t we by homely nature t⸗ 8 


Tho tbo — 


— — 


A IR x. 


bea n 

| As thus a decent blind, | 
Between the ſticks to peep at man, 

Nor yet betray your mind. 

Each action has a meaning plain, 

Reſentment's in the ſnap, 

A flirt expreſſes ſtrong diſdain, 

y Conſent a gentle tap. 

All will the fan diſcloſe, 
All modes of female art, 

And to advantage ſwectly ſhews 

Ihe hand if not che heart. 


4 


1 


| | Who knows how lightly all mankind 


| 


| | and I'm 


the mode which ruth aol, | 


LLOYD'S POEMS. 


'Tis folly's ſceptre firſt deſign d 


By love's capricious boy, 


Are govern'd by a toy. 


. A I R XIV. 


8 F exoan tov with anal eee 


Transfix the maiden's tender heart, 


| Of eaſy faith and fond belief, 


| She hugs the dart and aids he thief. 


| Till left her helpleſs ſtate to mourn, 


1 Neglected, loving, and forlorn ; 
She finds, while grief her boſom ſtings, 
As — — 


A 'M © xv. . 
A e your verdant lowly vale, 
Calm Zephyr breathes a gentle gale, 
| But ruſtling thro? the lofty trees, 
It ſwells beyond the peaceful breeze. 


A Thus free from envy's poiſon'd dart, 

| | You boaſt a pure unruffled heart, 

1 | While jarring thoughts our peace deform 

1 Sa N OW 


5 


—— — 


T 


or HO CEP TEE as my manners, i impie an 


plain, 


A raſcal I hate, and a knave I diſdain ; 


My dealings are juſt, and my conſcience is clear, 


Auer. | 
Tho! bent down with age, and for bank. 

couth, | 
1 feel no remorſe from the follies of youth; 


| IL fil tell my tale, and rejoice in my ſong, | 
1 And my boys think my life not a moment ww 0 


long. 


IIe the courtiers, thoſe dealers i grin 2nd | 


mace, _ | 
Creep under, dance over for title or place; 


I Above all the titles that flow from a throne, 
I That of honeſt I prize, and that title's my own. 


AIR XVII. 


| Fo flow'r to flow'r the butterfly, 


O'er fields or gardens ranging, 


1 Sips ſweets from each and flutters by, 


And all his life is changing. 


| Thus: roving man new objects ſway, 
] By various charms delighted, 


While ſhe who pleaſes moſt to-day, 


To morrow be — 


richer than thole who have —— | 


* 


„„ 


„ ts 


| 
6 

3 
t 


Where love i is every ſhepherd's care, 
And every nymph is kind as fair. 


Inſipid mirth and idle noiſe ; 


ut rural joys are ever new, 


„ — are kind, and ſhepherds true. 


| As. AIN in ruſtic weeds array'd, 
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A I R XVII. 


HN far from faſhion's gilded ſcene 

[ breath'd my native air, 

My thoughts were calm, my mind ſerene, 
No doubtings harbour'd there. 

But now no more myſelf I find, 
Diſtraction rends my breaſt ; 


Whilſt hopes and fears diſturb my mind, 


ann my reſt. 


A I R XIX. 


\LATTERING hopes the mind deceiving, 


Eaſy faith too often cheat, 
Woman, fond and all believing, 


Loves and hugs the dear deceit. 
| Noiſy ſhew of pomp and riches, 


Cupid's trick to catch the fair, 


5 Lowiy maids too oft be witches, 


Flattery is the _y 's ſnare. 


. 


HA7's all the pom, of gaudy courts, - 
But vain delights, and gingling toys, 


While 1 crowns your rural ſports 


With . — and g 


A R XXI. 


) ETURN, ſweet laſs, to focks and ferains, - | _ r by 
2M as e er à cue 7 2 — 


1 ro be ſure, like a good - natured ſpouſe, 
1 You ve lent him a part of your hed; 


Where ſimple nature mildly reigns, 


The court has only tinſel toys, 


— 


. R XxXII. 


A ſimple ſwain, a ſimple maid, 


Oil'er rural ſcenes with joy we'll rove, 


* * _ or * grove. ; 


> 


5 | No frada hen ware © foolſcap has knn 


| The birds ſhall ſtrain their little throats, 
And warbie wide their merry notes: 
Whilſt we converſe beneath the ſhade, 

| A happy ſwain, and happy maid. | 


Thy hands ſhall pluck, to grace my bow'r, 
| Fhe luſcious fruit, the fragrant flow'r, 
Whillt joys ſhall bleſs, for ever new, 
Thy Phœbe kind, my Colin true. | 


by AIR XXII. 
| HY ſhould I now, my love, complain, 


That toil awaits thy chearful ſwain, | 
Since labour oft a ſweet beſtows | 


| | Which lazy ſplendor never knows. | 
5 | Henee ſprings the purple tide of health, 


The rich man's wiſh, the poor man's wealth, 
And ſpreads thoſe bluſhes o'er the face, 


Wich come and go with native grace. 
The pride of dreſs, the pomp of ſhew, 


Are trappings oft to cover woe; 
But we, whoſe wiſhes never roam, 2 en 
Shall taſte of real joys at home. | | . 


His highneſs obligingly kind, 
 —Cdzooks I could knock the fool down, 


He has fitted the horns to your brows, 
And I ſee them fpout out of your head. 
To keep your wife virtuous and chaſte, | 


The court is a wonderful ſchool, 
y lord you've an excellent tate, 


I —aAndfon, you're a cuckoldy fool. 
— your lady ſhould bring you an heir, 


he blood will flow rich in his veins, 


Many thanks to my lord for his care— 


Lou dog, I could knock out your brains 


6 | TOUNS 's 1 


VERSES TO THE AUTEOR. 
OW let the Atheiſt tremble ; Thou alone 


This daring author ſcorns, by * ways 
Of guilty wit, to merit worthleſs praiſe. 
l Fuil of her glorious theme, bis towering Muſe, 


Canſt bid h's conſcious heart the Godhead : With gen 'rous zeal, a nobler fame purſues ; 


own. 

| Whem ſhalt thou not reform? © thou haſt ſeen, 
How God detcrnds to judge the fouls of men. 
Thou hear@'ſt the ſencence how the guilty mourn, 
Driven out from Gd, and never mutt return. 


Fett more, bebold ten thouſand thunders fall, 

And tudden ve! gearce wrep the ſlam ug ball: 
When nature ſu uk, when every bolt was hurl'd, 

Thou faw'ft the boundleſs ruins of rhe world. 


When gui'ty Sodom felt the burning rain, 
And ſulphuc fell on the devoted plain; 
The patriarch thus, the fiery te:npeſt paſt, 
Wich pious horrour view'd the defert waſte; 
The reſtleſs ſmoke ſtil! wav'd its curls around, 
For ever riſing from the glowing ground. 


Bur tell me, oh! what heavenly pleaſure tell, 
To think ſo greatly, and deſcribe ſo well! 
How _ thou plcas'd the wondrous theme to 


try: 
And ſind the thought of man could riſe ſo high ? ? 
Beyond thi- world the labour to purſue, 
And open all zTEUNHTIT to view? 


But thou art beſt delighted to rehearſe 
Heaven's holy dictat -s in exaltcd verſe : | 
O thou haſt power the harden'd heart to warm, 
To grieve, to raiſe, to terrify to charm: ; 

To 6x the joul on God; to teach the mind 
To know the digriry of humau-kind; 
By ſtricture rul.'s well-govern'd liſe to ſcan, 
Ard — aiakacteca | 


Madg Coll. 


r. Wanron. | 
R Oxon. 


To A LADY, WITH THE LAS T 
DA. 


| Mavax, 


| Ep E, ſacred truths, in lo'ty 8 told, 
The proſpect of a future ſtate untold : 
© 


realms of nir t 1 mortal view diſplay, 


And T__ regions of eternal * 


Religion's cauſe her raviſh'd heart inſpires, 

| And with a thouſand bright ideas fires ; 
Tranſports her quick, impatient, piercing eye, 
O'er the {trait limits of mortality. 


Where only Milton gain'd renown before ; 
Where var'ous ſcenes altcrnately excite 

: mazement, pity, terror, and delight. 
Ius did the Muſes ſing in early times, 


| Fre ſkill d, to flatter vice and varuiſh crimes : 


heir lyres were tun'd to virtuous ſongs alone, 
And the chaſte puet, and th / pricſt, were one. 


| | But now, forget: ul of their infant ſtate, 


| 7] hey ſooth the wanton pleaſvres of the great : 
And from the p;cſs, and the licentious ſtage, 


I With luſcious poiſon taint the thoughtleſe age; : 


{| Deceitful charms attract our wond.rug eyes 
und ſpecivus ruin uuſuſpe cted lies. 

So the rich ſoil of india's bloonung ſhores, 
Adorn'd with laviſh nature's chuiceſt Tores, 


Hides fa l danger under gay delight | 


Not fram'd to raiſe a gidily ſhort liv'd joy, 


tro 


1 But bliſs reſembling that of Saints above, 
| | Sprung from the viſion of th* Almighty Lore: 


Firm, ſolid bl. is for ever great and new, 


. A he more tis known the more admir d, Ike you; 


| Like yeu, fair nymph, in whom united meet 
| Endearing ſweetneſs unaffacted wit, 

And all the glorics of your iparkling race, 
While in are virtues heig ten every grace. 


| By theſe ſecur'd. you will with pleature re ad 


1 if future judgment, and the rifing dead; 
Ot time's grand period, heaven and carth o er- 
thrown; FE 

and gaſping nature's laſt tremendous oroan.” 

| Theſe. when the ſtars and tun ſhall be no more, 
Shall beauty to your ravag'd form reſtore : 

} Then ſhall you ſhine with an immortal ray, 


5 [mprov d by death, and 22 d 45 decay. 
fn | . RISTAN Mo 


a, oe, Oo ole Ao 


To boundleſs orbs, and bids her fearleſs foar, 


Where ſerpents lurk, by flowers conceal'd from 
1 ſight, 


| Theſepurer thous hits from grols alloys refin'd, 
= With heavenly raptuces elevate the rind» 


. Whole falſe alluonments, white they uns da- 
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TO THE AUTROR. 3 rai a deeper ſcene t a ſcene that yields 5 
5 | | A k uder trumpet, and mers dre: Oful ficlds ; 
ON us | woe” ; ; , 
0 | The worid alarm'd, both carth and heaven v'er- 
LAST DAY, thrown, 


AND | | | And gaiping nature's kat tremendous groan ; 
UNIVE K I L PASSION Death's ancient ſceptre broke, the teeming tonib, 
EN NR + 4 PAISSZzL N. | 


The righteous judge, and man's cternul doom. 


A ND muſt it be as thou haſt ſung, | Tu ixt joy and pain I view the bold deſign, xx 
Celeſtial bard, ſeraphic Youny ? And aſk my anzicus heart if it be mine. 
Will chere no trace, no poiut be found 4 hotever great or dreadſul has becn done 
Of all this ſpacious glorious round? _ | Wrehin the fight of conſcious ſtars or ſun, 
Yon lamps of light, muſt they decay? | Ie far hencath my Caring : | look down T5 
On nature's {:If, deſtruction prey? On all the ſplendors of the Britiſh crown. 
| Then fame, the moſt immortal thing | This globe is for my verſe a narrow bound: 
f Ev'u thou canit hope, is on the wing. _ | Artend me, all ye glorious worids around! 
q Shall Newton's Syſtem be admir'd, „ all ye angels, howeſoc er disjoin'd, 
When time and motion are expir d? ot every various order, place, and kind, 20 
: Shall ſouls be curious to explore 97 | Hear, and aſfilt, a ſeeble mortal's lays ; 
Who rul'd and orb'd that is uo more? 3 is our Eternal King I ſtrive to praiſe. 


1 Or ſhall they quote the pictur'd age, 
From Pope's and Thy correCtive page, 

When vice and virtue loſe their name 

In deathlei joy, or endleſs ſhame ? 

While wears away the grand machine, 
The works cf genius ſhall be ſcen: 

Pcyond, what laurels can there be, 

For Homer, Horace, Pope, or hee? 
Through life we chaſe, with fond purſuit, 


But chiefly Thou, great Ruler! Lord of all! 

| 3B-fore whoſe throne Arch angel profirate fall; 
If at thy nod, from diſcord, and from night, 25 
| Bprang beauty, and yon ſparkling worlds of light, 

Exalt cen me; all inward tumulcs quell ; 

The ciouds and darkicis of my mind d.ſpel ; 

Io my great ſubject Thou my breaſt inſp.re, 
And raiſe my labouring ſoul with equal fire. 30 


boy ” 4 | Man, bear thy brow aloft, view every grace 
| . hk OS la God's great-offeprir g, beauteous nature's face: 
An R W 17 Ku : 1 5 Rs La. 3 8 
Te cure this madneſs of the mind; l War FAY bloom fee golden aueuun's 
Firſt, beyond time our thoughts to raiſes ; , 


| 5 1 Sve how earth ſmiles, and hear old ocean roar. 
7 ka EN EEE = Levithars but hcave ther cumberous mail, 35 
3 red ii 1 It make a tide, aud wind-buunt navies fail. 5 
e e Hlere, ſoreſts rife. the mountains awſui pride; 
1736. L J. BAxexs. ere, rivers mcature chimzs and worlds divide ze 
5 5 St "There. vallics fraught with gold's refill: dent 
| ſeeds, | Et | | 


Hold kings, and Lindors fortunes, in tl. ir beds: 


I $6 : | | - : 85 | ET _ - : =p . | __ Gr . 92 is, imiriug his ke” HON . | 40 
A POEM ON THE LAST DAY. And into eitau land their 5 


— 


And izto didaut land their ſhades extend. 
View citics, zrmics, Acts; of flests the pride, 
' See Emepe's law, in ibioen's change! ride. 
View the Khole carth's vat lanc fp ungconllz'd. 


IN THREE BOOKS. 


Or view in i! ain all her zlories juit &. | 46 
. Then let the em. ment the wend. r rue: 
| n . IV. raif thy wonder, but rauicen,t ty praiſe. 
« T-nit ſumma dies.“ Regt Vino. | How far from caſt to weſt? Wh: tab nring ere 
1. e N e Can ſcarce the diſtant azu e hound dutery : 0 
3 | | Vice theaire ? M here tempciis play at large, 
6—— — | Aud God's right-ha d can all its wratt 611charg 
CCC Mark how thoſe radiant lamps inflame tue joe, 
L „ B O O K I. , Cali forth the ſcalon, and the year controul: 
f pſe pater, media nimborum in nocte, corvſca | 4 hey ine through tus With Ge unziter «| 
| J Pulmu.z molit tur dextra. ⁰ mazima moru ge 11 Pp a 1 A = 
icrra tremit: fugere fera! ef murtalia cords | _ * 3 Pe: do 2, an at 4 wa 15 WY 
= Per Zeutes hamilis itravit pavor.“ | VikGs | 8 t. 278 youu Q s 0 urn z * , pe Frs. 
N | | | ith golden pomp, the throng'd ethezcal ſpore, 
| V J Hii.E others ſing the fortune of the Great ; | So Lehnt, with fuck 2 wealth of viory Her'd, 
Empire and nis, and all the pomp of | * Uwere tin i: heath. us nat to kave ados d, 65 
8 — eee I How great, how firm. how lacred all appear, 
Vith Britain's Hero * ſet their ſouls on fire, | How worthy an immortal round of years! 
| <9 grow immortal as his ccd juſpire ; Yet all mult drop, as autun n'n fichlieſt grain, 
; | | Aud earth aud frmancnt be ſought in vaia : | 
| * Duke of Maritorough, _ : e | | | The 


 _ Can promile for the ſafety of mankind : 
Nane are ſupincly good: through care and pain, | 
And yarjous arts, the ſteep aſcent we gain, 110 | 
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The tract "UNA where conſtellations ſhone, 65 
Or where the Stuarts fill'd an awſul throne : 
Time ſhall be ſlain, all Nature be deſtroy'd, 
Nor leave an atom in the mighty void. 

Sooner, or later, in ſome future date, 


This hour, for aught all human wiſdom knows, 
Or when ten thoufand harveſts more have roſe ; 
When ſcenes are chavg'd on this revolving earth, 
Old empires fail, and give new empires birth; 


While other Bourbons rule in other lands, 75 


And (if man's fin forbids not other — 3 

_ While ftili the buſy world is freading o 2 
The paths they trod five thouſand years ; PO 
'Thoughleſs as thoſe who now life's mazes run, 
Of earth diſſolv d, or an extinguiſh'd fun; 80 
( Ye ſublunary worlds, awake, awake | 

Ye rulers of the nation, hear, and ſhake) 

Thick clouds of darkneſs ſhall ariſe on day; 
In ſudden night all earth's dominions lay ; 
Impetuous wiads the {catter'd foreſts rend; 85 
Eternal mountains, like their cedars, land; | 
The valleys yawn, the troubled ocean roar, 
And break the bondage of his wonted ſhore ; 
A ſanguine ſtain the ſilver moon o'erſpread; 
Darkneſs the circle of the fun invade ; 

From inmoſt heaven inceſſant thunders roll, 
And the ſtrong echo bound from pole to pole, 
When, lo, a mighty trump, one half conceal'd 

In clouds, our half to mortal cye reveal'd, 
Shall pour a dreadful note: the piercing * 95 

Shall rattle in the centre of the bal; 

Th' extended circuit of creation ſhake, 

The living die with fear, the dead awake. 
Oh Powerful blaſt ! to which no equal found - 


Did eber the friichted ear of nature wound. 100 


ThA;hrivai clariens have been ſtrain'd on high, 
And kind!ed wars immortal through the ſky, 

| Though God's w. ole enginery diſcharg'd, and all 
Ihe rebe! angels bel}o-w'd in their tall 

Have = ivels ſinn'd: ? and ſhall not man be- 
| ware? 105 
How fhal. a ton of earth decline the e > 
Not folded arms, and ſlackneſs of the mind, 


This is the ſcene of combat, not the reit, 
Man's is laborious happinefs at belt ; 
On this fide death his dangers never cenſe, 
IIis joys are joys of conqueſt, not of peace. 
lf then, obſequious to the will bf fate, 115 
And bending to the terms of human ſtate, 
When gulty joys invite us to their arms, 
When beauty ſmiles, or grande ur ſpreads her 

chars, 

The contciuus ſoul would this great ſcene di! folay, 
Call down th' immortal hoſts in dread array, 120 
The trumpet found, the Chriſtian banner ſpread, 
And raiſe trom ſilent graves the trembling dead; 
8neh deep impreſſion would the picture make, 
No power on earth her firm reſolve could thake; 
Engug'd with anpels ſhe would greatly ſtand, 125 
And lock regardieſꝭ down o ſea and land; 


. - 


Claim kindred with the clay, and 


MY 


i 


YOUXNS's POEMS, 


Not proſſer'd worlds her ardour could reſtrain, 


| And death might ſhake his threatening lance in 


vain ! 


| Her certain conqueſt would endear the fight, 
And danger 


(A dreadful ſecret in the book of fate ]) 70 | 


ſerve but to exalt delight. I3o 
Inſtructed thus to ſhun the fatal ſpring, 
| Whence flows the terrors of that diy L ſing; 
More boldly we our labours may purſue, 
And all the dreadful image ſet to view. _ 
| ew” airs the fleek and _ 
reaſt 


The burniſ d ſcale, eur d' train, and bung rc, 1 


All that is lovely in the noxious ſnake, 

| Provokes our fear, and bids us flee the brake: 
The ſting once drawn, his guiltleſs beauties riſe 
in pleaſing Juſtre, and detain our eyes; 140 
We view with joy, what once did horror move, 
And itrong averſion ſoftens into love. 


| light, 
Frequent at tombs, and in the realms of night; 


Say, melancholy maid, if bold to dare 1s [ 
| The laſt extremes of terror and deſpair; | 
| Oh ſay, what change on earth, what heart in man 


This blackeſt moment ſince the world began. 


While thouſand golden planets knew no reſt, 
Still onward in their circling journey preſt; 
A grateful change of ſeaſons ſome to bring, 
And ſweet viciſſitude of fall and ſpring : 


Some through vaſt oceans to conduct the keel, 15 5 : 


And ſome thoſe watery worjds to fink, or {well : 

| Around her ſome their ſplendors to diſplay, 
And giid her globe with tributary day: 

This world fo great, of joy the bright abode, 

Heaven's darling child, and favourite of her 'God, 

Now looks an exile from her Father's care, 161 
Deliver d o'er to darkneſs and deſpair. 

No ſun in radian glory ſhines on high: 

No light, but from the terror: of the ſky : 


Fall'n are her mountains, her fam'd rivers 3 licks 
And all into a ſecond chaos __- al | 


One univerſal ruin ſpreads abroad : 


| Nothing is ſafe beneath the throne of God, Z 
| what then canſt thou | 


Such, earth, thy fate: 
aberd 


How muſt he bend his ſoul's ambition down? ? 


| Proftrate, the reptile own, and difavow 


His boaſted ſtature, and aſſuming brow ? 


and curſe his | 


form, - 175 


That ſpeaks ditinQion from his ſiſter worm ? 


made? 


Who can ſuſtain thy anger ? Who can ſtand 


Beneath the terrors of thy lifted hand? 180 
It flies the reach of thought; oh ſave me, Fower 


Of powers ſupreme, in that — hour! 
Th « who beneath the ſrown of fate haſt ſtood, 


And in thy dreadſul agony ſweat blocd: 


e 


Say then, my Mule, whom diſmal ſcenes * 


FD 


Ah mournful turn! the bliſsful earth, who late | 
At leiſure on her axle roll d in ſtate; 150 


| To comfort and ſupport the guilty lord ? | N x70 | 
Man. haughty lord of all beneath the moon, 


| What dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade ! 
| Lord, why doſt thou forfake whom thou * 


ao 


The height of eloquence would make it leſs ; 
Heavens! how the good man trembles !— 


A ſure, a fix'd, inexorable doom ?* 

Ambition (well, and, thy proud fails to ſhow, 
Lake all the winds that Vanity can blow: 

| Wealth on a golden mountain blazing ſtand, 

And reach an India forth in either hand; 2 

Spread all thy purple cluſters, tempting vine, 


And thou, more dreaded foe, bright beauty, ö 


While I mount up ward on a ſtroug de ſire, 
Borne, like Llijah. in a car on ire. 


Io ſmile at death Io long to be ditfoly'd ! 
And kindle into trauſport at a grave! 
What equals tis ? And ſhall the victor now 


Boaſt the proud laurels on his loaded brow ? 
Religion! Oh chou cherub, heavenly bright! 


Nor let the brute creation praiſe him more. 


And fluſh my 


They all fur him purſue, or quit, their end; 


| By nature dreadful, and athirt fo: bla. 
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Tien, who for me, through every throbbing 
vein 185 


Haſt ſelt the kceneſt edge of mortal pain ; 


| Whom death led captive through the realms 


| below, | 3 

And taught thoſe horrid myſteries of woe; 
Defend me, O my God! Oh fave me, Power 
Of powers ſupreme, in that tremendous hour 


From eait to welt they fly, from pole to 


line, . 

Imploring ſhelter from the wrath divine; 
Beg flames to wrap, or whelming ſeas to ſweep, 
Or rocks to yawn, compaſſionately deep: 
Seas caſt the monſter forth to meet his doom, 195 
And rocks bat priſon up for wrath to come. 

50 fares a traitor to an earthly crown; 
While death firs threatening in his prince's frown, 


1901 


His heart's diſmay'd; and now his fears com- 


mand, | | . 
To change his native for a diſtant land: 
Swiſt orders fly, the king's &vere decree 
Stands in the channel and locks up the ſea ; 


200 


- The port he ſecks, obedient to her lord, i 
_ Hurls back the rebel to his lifred ſword. ph 
But why this idle toil to paint Lat day? 205 | 


This time claborately thrown away? 
Words all in vain pant after the dittreſs, 


FRE 


And is there a Laſt Day ? and mult t! 
h 210 


come 


215 


5 ſhine ; : 

Shine all; in all your char ns together riſe ; 

That all, in all your charms, | may deſpiſe, 
220 

| In hopes ot glory to be quite involy'd ! 


From our decays a þ:.aſure te receive! 


Oh joys unmix'd, and {athomileſs delight! 


For ever thep, my ſoul, thy God adore, 
Shall things inanimate m y conduct blame, 


ſhame ? 


| 


| 


Thou, Thou art all; nur find thy in the whole 
Creation aught, but God and my own ſoul. 231 


The mounting flames cheir burning power ſuſ- 


Ras; 


In ſolid heaps th* unfrozen billows ſtand, 


1oreſt and filence aw'd by his command: 
Nay, the dire monſters that infeſt the floot, 


239 


His will can calm, their ſavage tempers bind, 
And turn to mild prote ctors of mankind. 
Did not the prophet this -reat truth maintain 
In the deep chambers o“ the gloomy main; 245 
When darkneſs round him all her horcors ſpread, 
And the loud ocean hel'ow'4d o'er his head ? 
mu” now tae thunder roars, the lightening 
ies, | | | 
And all the warring winds tumultuous riſe ; 
When now the foaming ſurges, toſt on hig h. 2 50 
Diſcloſe the ſands beneath, and touch the ſky ; 
When death draws near, the mariners aghaſt 
Look back with terror on their actions paſt; 
1 heir courage ſickens into deep diſmay, 
Their hearts, through fear and anguiſh, melt 
away; 2355 
Nor tears, nor prayers, the tempeſt can appeaſe; 
Now they devote their treaſure to the ſeas, * 
Unload their fhater'd barque, though rich!y 
__ fraught, | 
And think the hopes of life are cheaply bought 


| With gems and gold; but oh, the ſtorm ſo high ! 


Nor gems nor gold the hopes of life can buy. 267 
The trembling prophet then, themiwives to 
ſave, | | = | 
They headlong plunge into the briny wave ; 
Down he deſcends, an-l, boomin:; o'er his head, 


| The billows cloſe ; he's number d with the dead. 


(Hear, O ye juſt! attend, ye virtuous few! 266 


And the bright paths of piety purſue) 


Lo! the great Ruler of the world, from high, 


_ | Looks ſmiling down wich a propitious eye, 
Covers his ſ-rvant with his gracious hand, 255 


Aud bids tempeſtuaus natur ſilent ſtand; 
Commands the peaceful waters to give place, 


Or kindly fold him in a ſoft embrace; 


He bridles-in the moniers of the deep: _ 


The bridled monſters awful diftance keep: 275 


| Forget there hunger, While they view their prey; 
Ana guiltleſs gaze, and round the ſtranger play. 


Eut ſtill arife new wonders © nature's Lord 


Sends ſarth into the de His powerful word, 
And calls the great leviathan: tic great =» 
_ | Levirthan atteads in ali his itate; 8 
Ekxults for jay, and, wich a miglity hound, 
© | Makes the len hake, aud heav'u and carth re- 
2256 | 


2 


rr 0 _ 
Blackens the waters with the riting ſand, 5 
And drives vait balows co the diſtaut land. 287 


| As yawns an earthquake, wazu impriſon d 


_ Ds | „ 
Struggles for vent, and lays the centre bare, 
The whale expands his j1ws enormous ſize; 


Fac prophet views the cavern with ſurprize: 


Mealſures h s monitrous tecth, afar de'cry'd, 299 


And rolls his wondering eyes from {ide to fide; 
contcious che.k wich ſpreading : 
| 235 


hen takes poſleſſion at the ſpacious ſcat, 

And fails ſecure within chu dick retreat. ; 
Now is hc pleas'd the northern blalt to hear, 

Aud lanys on liquid mountains, void of 'e:r; 245 

Or falls immer d into the Jepths below ; | 

\\ here the dead ſilent waters never flow; 

To the foundations of th» hills convey d, 


24” ; Dwceils in che thelv.ng mount an' drradlul ſhade ; 


Where 


240 


Where plan me et never r ach'd, ke b his 
breath, 300 
And glides fercnely through the paths of death. 
Two wonderuus days and nights duough coral 
| groves, 
Throuzh labyrint':s of rocks and fands, he rows: 
When the third morning with its level rays 
Ihe mountains gilde, aud on the biſlows plays. 
It ſees the king of Mater, riſe, and pour 306 
His iacred guc un- nja 'd on the ſhore : 


A type of that great ble{hng, which the Muſe 
im her next labour ardentiy purf ucs. 


The LAST DAY. 
BOOK I. 
» We hope, that the departed wilt riſe 


„ again from the du: after which, like 
" rhe Gods, they wil be i immortal. * 


e fear d, or wiſk'd for, her appointed fate; 


OW Man awakes, and from his ſilent bed, 
Where he has ſlept ſor ages, lifts his head; 

Shakes off the ſlumber of ten thouſand years, 

Ani on the borders of new worids appears. 

Whate'er the bold, the raſh, adventure coſt, 

In wide Eternity I dare be loſt. 

The Muſe is wont ie narrow tounds to tag. 
To teach the far ain, or cle. rae the L. no, 

TI graſp the whole, no more to parts conſin' d, 
| Uliir my voice, and ſing to bun .- 

I fing to men and angels: angels jul, 
While ſuch the theme, their lacred ſongs witl 
| mane: 

Again the trumpet” 8 inter mittel ſound 
Rolls the wide circuit of creation round, 
An un.verſa! con.ourſe to prepare 

Ot all that ever breath'd the vital: air: 

In fome wide field, 

8 ſw: ep, 

Drive cities, foreſts, mountains, to the 0 eep, 

To ſmooth and lengthen ou: tli' unbounded lpace, 

And ſpread an area for all human race. 

Now monuments prove faithful to their truſt, 

And render back their long- con: mitted duſt. 

Now charnels rattle ; ſcatter d limbs, and all, 

The various bones, obſequioes to the call, 

Sell · mov d, advance; the neck pet haps to meet 25 

The diſtant head; the diſtapt legs the feet. | 

Dreadful to view, fee through the duiky wy. 

Fragments of ces in conluſiun fly, 

ro diſtant regious Jour rucyipg, there to chim 
Deſerted members and complrat the frame. 

When the world bow'd 

ſwerd, 

| Rome bow'd to Pompey, and confeſs'd her lord 

Yet one day loſt, this deity blow 

Became the ſcorn and pity oi h:s toe. 

His bloull a traitor's ſacriüce was mage, 

And ſmok d indignant on a ruſhan's blade, 

No trumpet's ſound, no gaſpi ping army's yell, 


Bid, with due hor:ar, b + »rzas foul. farewell, 


ä 


120 


35 
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Ib Before the ſtructive firm with laſting oak, 


15 


which acre * hir.winds 


as 


te A. 


to Rome s almighty. 


8 rox 8. 


. Obſcure his fall! all welter rg in his gore, 

His trunk was caſt to periſh on the ort! 

While Jul:usfrown'd the bloody monſter dead, 

Who brought the world in his great rival's head. 

= This ſever'd head and trunk: ſha! join once more, 

, Though realms now Tr: * between, and oceans 

roar. 

The trumpet's ſound each fragrant mote fſhaſ! 
Rear, 

Or fix'd in earth, or if afloat in air, Sk 

bey the ſignal waſted in the wind, | 

And not one fleepiug atom lag behind. 


| oy frarmiug bees, that on a ſummer's day 
In airy rings, and wild meanders play, 30 
Cham'd with the brazen found, their wander-. 
ings end, | 


And, gently circling, on a bough deſcend. 


The body thus renew'd. the conſcious ſoul, 
Which bas perhaps been fluttering near the pole, 
Or midſt the burning plauets wondering ftray'd, 
| Or hover'd o'er where her pale corpſe was laid: 

Or rather coaſted on her final ſtate, 


This ſoul, returning wich a conftant flame, 

Now weds for ever her immortal frame. 60 

Liſe, which ran down before, fo high is wound, 

The ſprings maintain an everlatting round. 
Thus a frail model of the work .deſign'd 

Firſt takes a copy of the builder's mind, 


— 


4 
And marble bowels o: the ſolid rock, 


Turns the ſtrong arch, and bid: the columws riſe, 
| 10 


And bear the joity palace to the ſkies; 

| The wrongs of time enabled to ſurpaſs, 
\\ ith bars of adamant, and ribs of braſs. 0 
That ancient, ſacred, and illuſtrious “ dome, 


| Where ſoon or late fair Albien's heroes come, 


From camps, or courts, though great, or wile, or 
jult, | 

To feed the worm, and moulder into duſt ; 

hat iolemn manſion of the royal dead. ns 

Where paſſing llaves o'er ſleeping monarchs tread, 


| Now populous o'erflows; a numerous race 


Of riſing king fill all th' extended ſpace: 

| A life well ſpent, not the victorious ſword, 
Awards the crown, and ftiles the greater lord. 39 
Nor monuments alone, and burial-earth, 


Labours with man to this his ſeeond birth; 


But where gay palaces in pomp ariſe, 
and gilded theatres invade the ſł ies, | | 
Nations ſhall wake, whoſe unre!peted bones 8; 
Support che pride of their luxrious fon. 

the moſt magnificent and coſt ly dotac 


ls but an upper chamber to a tomb. 


No ſpot on e.rth, but has ſupply d a grave, 
| And humen &ulls the ſpacious ocean pave. 80 
All's full of man; and at this dreadlul turn, 


| The ſwarm ſhall iſſue, and the hive ſhall burn. 


Not all at once, nor in like manner, rite : 
Some lift with pain their flow unwilling eyes; 
Shriak hackward from the terror of the light, 9. 
And dicks the grave and call for lafting night. 
Others, 
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Others, whoſe long attempted virtue ſtood 
Fix'd as a rock, and broke the ruſhing flood 
Whoſe firm reſolve, nor _ 2 — down, 
Nor raging tyrants from their poſture irown ; reo 
Such, in this day of horrors, {hall be ſeen 

To face the thunders with a god-like mien; 
Tze planets drop, their thoughts are fixt above; 
The centre ſhakes, their hearts diſdain to move : 
An earth diſſolving, and a heaven thrown wide, 
A yawning gulph, and fiends on every ſide, 106 
Serene they view, impatient of delay, | 
And bleſs the dawn of everlaſting day. 
proſtrate falls; there, frength 


Chriſtians, and Jews, and Turks, and Pagans] 


ſtand, 
A blended throng, one undiſtinguiſh'd band. 
Some who, perhaps, by mutual wounds expir d, 
With zeal for their diſtin perſualſions fir d, 
In mutual friendſhip their long ſlumber break, 115 


And hand in hand their Savivur's love partake. 


| But none are fluſh'd with brighter joy, or, 


With juſter confidence, enjoy the ſtorm, 
Than thoſe, whoſe pious bounties, unconfin'd, 
Have made them public fathers of mankind. 120 
In that illuſtrious rank, What ſaining light 
Wich ſuch diſtinguiſh'd glory fills my fight ? 

| Bend 2 my grateful Muſe, that homage 


Which to ſuch worthies thou are proud to owe. 
Wickham ! Fox ! Chichley ! hail, illuftrious * 
Be © vo S 5 125 
Who to far diſtant times diſpenſe your beams; 
a your ſhades, and near your cry ſtal 
2 rin | | 
I firſt — to touch the trembling ſtrings. 
All hail, thrice honour'd ! *I'was your great re- 
To blcſs a people, and oblige a crown. 
And now you riſe, eternally to ſhine, 
Eternally to drink the ray» divins ; 
Indulgent God! Ol haw ſhell mortal raiſe 
His ſoul to due returns of grateful praiſe, 
For bounty fo profuſe to human kind, 
Thy woudrous gift of an eternal mind ? 
Shall I, who, ſome few years ago, was lefs 
Than worm, or mite, or ſhadow can expreſs, 
Was Nothing; ſhall 1 live, when every fire 
And every ſtar ſhall languiſh aud expire? 149 
When earth's no more, ſhall | ſurvive above, 


130 


135 


And through the radian' file of angels move? | 


Or, as before the throne of God | ttand, 
dee new worlds rolling from His ſpacious hand, 

| Where our adventures ſhall perhaps be taught, 
As we now tell how Michael ſung or fought ; 
All chat has being in fu'l concert join, 147 
And celebrate the depths of Love divine! LE 


2 Founders of the New-Coll e, Corpus 
Chriſti, and All-Souls, in Oxfccd, of which the 


author was a Member. 
You, VIII 


What volumes have been 


241 


But oh ' before this bliſsful Gate, before 
Th' a'piring ſoul this wondrous height can ſoar, 
The :udge, deſcending, thunders from afar, 13% 
And all mankind is ſummon d to the bar. 15 

This mighty ſcene | next preſume to draw : 
Attend, great + nna, with religious awe. | 
Expect not here the known ſucceſsful arts T55 
To win attention, and command our hearts: 
Fiction, be far away; let no machine | 
Deſcending here, no fabled God. be feen; 
Behold the God of Gods indeed deſcend, 
aud worlds unnumber d his approach attend ! 160 

Lo ! the wide theatre, whoſe ample ſpace 


| Mutt entertain the whole of human race, 


A * 
The mighty plain, and deluge all below : 
And every age. and nation, pours along; 
Nimrod aud Bourbon mingle in the throag : 
Adam ſalutes his youngeſt ſon; no ſign 
Of all thoſe ages, which their births disjoin. 170 
How empty learning, and how vain is art, 
But as it mends the life, and guides the heart 
ſwell d, what time been 


on 


| ſpen | 
To fix a hero's birth-day, or deſcent ! | 
What joy muſt it now yield, what rapture raiſe. 
To ſee the glorious race of ancient days; 176 
To greet thoſe worthies, who perhaps have ſtood 
 fluſtrious on record before th: flood! 
Alas ! a nearer care your ſoul demands. 
Czſar un-not:d in your preſence ſtands. 180 

How vaſt the concourſe ] not in number more 


| The waves that break on the reſounding ſbore, 


The leaves that tremble in the ſhady grove, 
The lamps that gild the ſpangled vaults above : 
"hoſe overwhelming armics, whoſe command 
Said to one eupire, Fall; anocher Stand : 

Whoſe rear lay wrapt in night, while breaking 

ob ee, ee 

Rouz'd the broad ſcont, and call d the battle en: 
Great Xerxes worid in arms, proud Canna s 

rr | | LOR 


(Another blow had broke the Fate's decree, 


190 
and earth had wanted her fourth monarchy} 


Immortal Blenheim, fam'd Ramilia's hoſt, 


hey all are here, and here they All are lot: 

Their millions ſwell to be diſcera'd in vain, 195 
Loſt as a billow in th* unbounded main. 
This echoing voice now rends the yielding 


“ For judgment, judgment, ſons of men pre- 
[| 4 my | 


Earth 1 bear her groaas prof aund; 
Aud hell through all ber trembling realas re- 
ſound, 3 229 
Whoc'er thou art, thou greateſt power of earth, 
Bleſt with moſt cqual planets at thy birth; | 
Whoſe valour drew the moſt ſuccetsful ſword, 
Mott realms united in one common lord; 5 
| e 


2 x 


8 


248 


Who, on the day i triawph, TY Be thine 
The ſkies, J-hovah, all this world is mine: 
Dare not to lift thine eye— \las! my Muſe, 


How art thou loſt l what numbers canſt thou | 


chuſe ? | 
A ſudden bluſh inflames the waving ſky, 
And now the crimſon curtains open fly ; 
Lo ! far within, and far above all height, 


Where heaven's treat Sovereign reigns in worlds 
of light, 


Whence nature He informs, and with one ray 


210 


Shbot from his eye. does all her works ſurvey, 


Creates, ſuppotts, confounds ! Where time and 
place, 215 

Matter, and form, and fortune life, and grace, 

Wait humb! ly at the footſtool of their God, 

And move obedient-at his awful nod ; 

Whence he beholds us vagrant emmets crawl 

At random on this air-ſuſpended ball 

(Speck of creation) : if he pour one breath, 

The bubble breaks, and tis eternal death. 


Thence iſſuing I behold {but mortal ſight 
Suſtains not fuch a ruſhing ſea of light) 
I ſee, on an empyreal flying throne | 
Sublimely rais d, Heaven's everſaſting son; 


220 


223 


Crown d with that majeſty which form'd the | 


1 world, 

And the grand rebel flaming downward hurl'd. 
Virtua, dominion, preiſe, omnipotence, | 

Support the train of their triumphant prince, 230 

A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright, 

Around him, like the zodiac, winds its light, 

Night ſhades the ſolemn arches of his brows, 
And in his cheek the purple morning glows. | 


Where-c'er ſerene he turns propitious eyes, 235 


Or we expect, or find, a paradiſe : 

But if reſentment teddens their mild beams, 
The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames. 
On one hand, Knowledge ſhines in pureſt light; 


On one, the fword of Juſtice fiercely bright, 240 | 


Nov bend the knee in ſport, preſent the reed; 
New tell the ſcourg'd Impoſtor he ſhall bleed ' 


Thus glorious through the courts of — 
| the ſource 
of life and death eternal bends iis courſe . 
Loud thunders round him roll, and 2 

play; _ 245 
| Thi angelic hoſt is nag's] in bright array: 
Some wo the firing, ſome ſtrike the "founding 
s ell, 

And mingling voĩces in rich cene- rt ſwell ; 
Voice ſeraphic; bleſt with ſuch a Toni, . 
Could Satan hear, he were a god again. 250 


Triumphant King of Gon vl Soul of Bliſs ! 
What a ſlupendous turn of fate is this? 
O! whither art thou rais'd above the ſ:orn 
And indigence of him in Bethlem born; 
A needleſs. belpleſs, unaccounted gueſt, _—_— 
And but a ſecond tu the fodder's breaſt ? 
How _ from bin, who meekly earns 
FM id | 

Vonchſaf'd to waſh the fect himſ.|f had made 
From bia who was betray'd, forſook, deny'd, 


| Wee, languiſh'd pray d, b. ed, thirkted, groan'd| | 
and dy d: 5 


250 


—— 


| 


Thou, or thy 
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206 


Hung pierc d and bare, inſulted by the foe, 

All heaven in tears above, earth unconcern's 
delow? 
And was t enough to bid the Sun retire? 

Why did not Nature at thy groan expire? 

[ ſee, | hear, I feel, the pangs divine; 

The world is vaniſh'd— | am wholly thine. 
Miſtaken Caiaphas ! Ah ! which blaſphem'd; 

priſoner ? which ſhall be condemn d ; 


Well might! ſt thou rend thy garments, wa ex- 
claĩm; 


But God is good ! *! is wondrous all ! Ev'n he 
Thou gv'ſt to death, ſhame, torture, dy'd bee 
Thee, 
Now the deſcending triumph ſtops its flight 
From ea th ſull twice a planetary height. 


There all the clouds condeus'd, two columns raiſe 
Diſtin& with oricnt veins and golden blaze. 276 
| | One fix'd on earth, and one in fea, and round 
| Its ample foot the ſwelling billows ſound. 


Theſe an immeaſurable arc ſupport, | 
The grand tribunal o? this awful court. 42% 
Sheets of bright azure, from the pureſt ſky. 


stream from the cryſtal arch, and round the co- 


lumns fly. 
Death, wrapt in chains, low at the baſis lies, 


| And on the point of his own arrow dies. | 
Here high enthron'd th eternal Judge is plac'd, 


With ail the granduer of his Godhead grac'd ; 


Stats on his robes in beauteous order meet, 
And the ſun burns beneath his awful feet. 


Now an archangel eminently bright, 


| | From off his filver ſtaff of wondrous height, 290 


Unfurls the Chriſtian flag which waving flies, 

And ſhuts and opens more than half the ſkies : 
The Croſs fo ſtrong a red, it ſheds a ſtain, | 
Where-e'er it Joats, on earth, in air, or main; 


And turns the dcep-dy'd acean into blood. 
Oh formidable GLouy ! dreadful bright! 


| Refulgent torture to the guilty ſight. 


Ah turn, unwary Muſe, nor 1 reveal 


What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell. 
Say not (to make the Sun ſhrink in his beam) 301 


Dare not affirm, they wiſh it all a dream; 


| Wiſh, or their ſouls may with their limbs decay, 
or Gop be ſpoil'd of his eternal ſway. = 


\ But rather, if thou know'ſt the means, unfold 


| How they with tranſport might the ſcene be- e 
N hold. 3 OY 


Ah! how but by Repentance, by a mind 


1 Quick, and ſevere its own offence to find ? 


By tears, and groans, and never-ceaſing care, 


And all the pious violence of Prayer? 310 ; 


Thus then, with fervency till now unknown, 


Il caſt my heart before th' eternal throne, 55 
In this great temple, which the ſkies ſurround, 


For homage to its Lord, a narrow bound. 


© Whoſe will the wild tumultuous ſeas obey, 
W hoſe breath can turn thoſe watery worlds to 
flame, 


2 


Deep are the horrors of eternal flame! 270 


Fluſhes the hill, and ſets on fire the wood, 295 ; 


„ O Thou! whole balar ee does the mountains 3 
weich, | 315 


66 That fame to tempeſt, and that — | 


; 6 
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# Farth's meaneſt ſon, all trembling, proſtrate 


falls, 
=_—— And on the boundleſs of thy 1eſs calls. 320 
„ Oh! give the winds paſt offence to 
ſweep, 
« To ſcatter wide, or bury in the deep. | 
«« Thy power, my weakneſs, may lever ſee, 
« And wholly dedicate my foul to Thee: 
* Reign o'er my will ; my paſſions ebb and} 
flow 3254 
« Athy command, nor human motive know ! 
„ If anger boil, let anger be my praiſe, 
„And ſin the graceful indignation raiſe, 
My love be warm to ſuccour the diftreſs'd, 
© And lift the burden from the ſou} — 


* Oh may my underſtanding ever read 33 


„This glorious volume, which Thy wiſdom | 


« Who decks the maiden Spring with flowery 


& Who | joye che mother Autumn's bed to crown ? Th 


4. And bids old Winter lay her honours dewn ? 
Not the Great Ottoman, or Greater Czar, | 
Not Europe's arbitreſs of peace and war. 


« May ſea and land, and earth and heaven be 
join'd, 


To bring th' eternal author to my mind 340 | 


% When oceans roar, or awful thunders roll, 
May thoughts of Thy — vengeance ſhake 
my ſoul! 
« ” in bloom, or planets proudly | 
| e 
« Adore, my heard, the MajzsTy Divine ! 
„ Through every ſcene of life, or peace, or 
war, a 
« Plenty, or want, Thy ns hs my care 
« 3hine we inarms ? or ſing bencath our vine? 
4 Thine is the vintage, and the conqueſt Thiae : 
+ Thy pleaſure points the ſhaft, and bends the 
: ow ; » 
0 The cluſter blaſts, or bids it brightly glow: 350 
tis thou that lead ſi our powerful armics forth, 
* And gien Great Anne Thy ſecptre o'er the 
1 * © Grant 1 may ever, ä ray, 
» Open with Prayer the couſecrated day 
„Tune Thy great praiſe, and bid my foul ariſe, 
And with the mounting ſun aſcend the ſkies: 
* As that advances, let my. zeal improve, 
And glow with ardour of conſummate love; 
© Nor ceaſe at eve, but with the ſetting 1un, 
My endleſs worſhip ſhall be ſtill begun. 3⁴⁰ 
„ And, oh! it the gloom of ſolemn night 
« To ſacred thought may furcibly invitc. 
© When this world's ſhut, and awſul planets riſe, 
Call on our minds, and raiſe them to the ſkies ; 
„ Compole our ſouls with a leſs dazzling ſight, 
* And ſhew all nature in a milder light 3 366| 
N l boiſterous thought in calms t;.b- 
| des ! 
How the ſmooth'd ſpirĩt into goodueſs glides! 
O how divine! to tread the milky way, 


7 3701 


«© His court admire, or ſor hi. favour ſue. 

« Or leagues of friendſhip with His ſaints renew: 
„ Pleas'd to look down, and ſee the world aſleep, 
« White I long vigils to its Founder keep | 


« Canſt Thou not ſhake the centre? Oh con- 


troul, 375 
e Subdue by force, the rebel in my ſoul: 
« Thou, who canſt {till the raging of the flood, 
Reſtrain the various tumults of my blood; 
« Teach me, with equal firmneſs, to ſuſtain | 
* Alluring pleaſure, and «Faulting pain. 3809 
O may I pant for Thee in each defire! 
And with firong faith foment the holy fire ! 


price, 
Which in eternity's deep boſom lies 


“% At the Great day of recompence behold, 383 


« Devoid of fear, the fatal Book unfold ! 
Then wafted upward to the bliſsful ſeat, 
From age to age, my graceſul ſong repeat; 


« My Light, my Life, my God, my Saviour ſee, 
And rival angels in the + praiſe of Tuns.“ 3*⁰ 


5 THE LAST DAY. 


' BOOK in. | 


„Quo mare, quo tellus, correptaque regia ci 


* — & muadi moles operoſa laboret.” 


= . _ Ovip Mer. 
T "ry enfolding, the i fear . 


Of ſamts and angels; the tremendous fate 

Of guilty ſouls; the gloomy realms of woe; 
And all the horrors of the worid below ; 
I next preſume to ſing : 
Demand my laſt, but moſt exalted ſtrains. 
And let — Muſe or now affect the V, 
Or in ingloricus ſhades for ever lie. 
She kindles, ſkc's inflam'd ſo near the goal: 


She mounts, ſhe gains upon the ſtarry pole; 10 
The world grows leſs as the purſues her light, 8 


And the ſun dariens to her diſtant fi;;he. 


Heaven, opening, all its facred pomp diſplays, 
and cer helms her with the ruſhing Blaze! 


And echoing. nature-lenghthens out the bound! 
Ten tnouſand trumpets aow at once advance ; 
Noro deepeſt filence lull the vaſt expanſe : 

Sa deep the filence, and ſo ſtrong the blaſt, 

As nature dy'd, when the had groau'd her laſt. 20 


| Nor man, nor angel, moves; the judge on high 


| Loads round, and with his glory fills the ſky: 
Then on the fatal book his hand he lays, : 
Which high to view ſupporti:.g ſeraphs raiſe ; 
In ſolemn form the rituals are prepar'd,- 25 
The ſeal is broken, and a vroan is heard. 

And thou, my foul, oh fall to ſudden prayer, 


And let the choug t upk acep ! * thou Ee 


thete? 
— DS SY Sec 


- * 8 
2 — oe ol ed —— — A — 


— — 


'« Stretch out my ſoul in hope, and graſp the 


'& Efe q quoque in > fuels reminiſcitir, as tempus, 


hat yet remains 5 


| The triumph rings ! archangels ſhout around; 1 


And ſtab him in the criſis of his fate. 


244 


See on the left for by the great command 
The _—_ divided falls on either hand; 
ſcene 


What more than death in every face and mien ? 
With what diſtreſs, and glarings of affright. 
They ſhock the heart, and turn away the fight ? 
In gioomy orbs their trembling eye-balls roll, 35 
And tell the horrid ſecrets of the ſoul. 

Each geſture mourns, each look is black with 


| care, 
And every groan is loaden with deſpair. 
Reader, if guilty, ſpare the Muſe, and find | 
A truer image pictur'd in thy mind 40 
| Should thou behold thy brother, father, wife, 
And all the ſoft companions of thy life, i 
Whoſe blended intereſts level'd at one aim, 
Whoſe mia d defires ſent up one common flame, 
Divided far; thy wretched Self alone 45 
Caſt on the left, of all whom thou haſt known; 
How would it wound ? What millions wouldſt 
thou give | | f 
For One more trial? One more day to livre? 
 Flung back in time an hour, a moment's ſpace, 
To graſp with eagerneſs the means of Grace; 50 
_ Contend for mercy with a pious rage, 
And in that moment to redeem an age? 
Drive back the tide, ſuſpend a ſtorm in air, 
Arreſt the Sun ; but ſtill of this deſpair. 
M.,jnrk, on the right, how amiable a grace! 55 
Their Maker's image freſh in every face! 
What purple bloom my raviſi'd ſoul admires, 


And their eyes ſparkling with immortal fires! | 


_ Triumphant beauty ! charms that riſe above 
This world, and in bleſt angels kindly love! 60 
To the Great Judge with holy pride they turn, 
And dare behold th* Almighty's anger burn; 
Its flaſh ſuſlain, againſt its terror riſe, 85 
And on the dread tribunal fix their eres. 
Are theſe the forms that maulder'd in the duſt ? 
Oh the tranſcendent glory of the juſt! 66 
Feet ſtill ſome thin remains of fear and doubt, 
Tb' inſected brightneſs of their joy pollute. 
Thus the ckafte bridegroom, when the prieſt 
> awe nigh, ES 
| Beholds his blefing with a trembling eye, jpc 
Feels doubtfal paſſions throb in every vein, 
And in his cheeks are mingled joy and pain, 

_ Left ſtill ſome intervening chance ſhould _— 
Leap fortitg. once, and ſnatch the golden prize; 
Inflame his woe, by bringing it ſo late, 75 


Since Adam's family, from firſt to laſt, | 
No into one diſtin& jurvey is cat; 
Look round, vain-glorious Muſe, and you who- 
e er | | 
Devote yourſelves to fame, and think her fair; 
Look round, and ſeek the lights of human race, 
Whoſe ſhininy acts Time's brighteſt annals grace, 
Who 1 ſes; crowns conquer d or re- 
ü n* 3 0 , 

Gave he to nations: or fam'd empires join d; 
Who raiv'd the vale, and laid the mountain low; 
And tau ht obedient rivers where to flow; 36 


YOUNG'S POEMS. 


Who with vaſt fleets, as with a mighty chain, 


30 | Could bind the madneſs of the roaring main: 
how pale, how haggard, how ob- | All loft ? all undiſtinguiſn d? no where found? 


How will this truth in Bourbon's palace ſound ? 
That hour, on which th Almighty King on 
high 91 
From all eternity has fix'd his eye, | 
Whether his right-hand favour'd, or annoy d, 
Continued, alter d, threaten'd, or deſtroy d; 
Southern or eaſtern ſceptre downward hurl'd, 93 
Gave north or weſt dominion o'er the world; 


| ihe point of time, for which the world was 


built, | e 
For which the blood of God himſelf was ſpilt, 
That dreadful moment is arriv'd— 1 
Aloft, their ſeats of bliſs their pomp diſplay 
Brighter than brightneſs, this diſtinguiſh d day; 
Leſs glorious, when of old th" eternal Son 


From realms of night return'd with trophies 


won : 


Through heaven's high gates, when he n- 


phant rode, 


Horrors, beneath, darkneſs in darkneſs, bell 
Of hell, where torments behind torments dwell ; 
A furnace formidable, deep, and wide, 
O'er-boiling with a mad ſulphureous tide, 

Expands its jaws, moſt dreadſuł to ſurvey, 
And roars outrageous for the deſtin'd prey. 
The ſons of light ſcarce unappall d look down, 
And nearer preſs heaven's eyerlaſting throne. 


10 


Such is the ſcene; and one ſhort moment”: 


Concludes the hopes and fears of human race. 


Proceed who dares !—1 tremble as I write; 116 


The whole creation ſwims before my fight : 

1 fee, I ſee, the Judge's frowning brow; 
Say not, tis diſtant ; | behold it new ; 

My foul recoils at the ſtupendous woe; 


breaſt 


in theſe, or words like theſe, ſhall be expreſt. = 
« Who burſt the barriers of my peaceful grave? 


« Ak ! cruel death, that would no longer ſave, 
+ But grudg'd me een that narrow dark abade, 
« And caſt me out into the wrath of God; | 


chain, | | 
« And all the dreadful eloquence of pain, 


Our only ſong ; black fire's malignant light, 


+ "The ſole refreſhment of the blaſted ſight. 31 
þ Muſt all thoſe powers, heaven gave me to ſup- 


= CORE, 
« My foul with pleaſure, and bring-in my joy, 
© Rite up in arms againft me, join the foe, 


66 Senſe, reaſon, memory, increaie my woe? 135 


„ And ſhall my voice, ordain'd on hymns to 

dwell, | 
+ Corrupt to 
Oh! muſt | look with terror on my gain, 
« And with exiſtence only meaſure puin ? 


„What ! no reprieve. no leaft indulgence given, 


j 


No beam of hope, from any point of 2 


Aud ſhouting angels hail'd the vi ter God. 10g 


I faint, my tardy blood foryets to flow, 1c | 


That woe, thoſe pangs, which from the guilty | 


. and blow the fires of hell 3 
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« Ah Mercy ! Mercy ! art thou dead above ? 
« 1s Love extinguiſh d in the ſource of Love? 
« Bold that | am, did heaven ſtoop down to 
hell ? | 
« Th' expiring Lord of life my ranſom ſeal ? 
« Have I not been induſtrious to provoke? 146 
« From his embraces obſtinately broke? 
« Purſued: and panted for his mortal hate, 


% Farn'd my deſtruction, labour d out my fate ? 


« And dare [on extinguiſh'd Love exclaim ? 150 
% Take, take full vengeance, rouze the flacken- 
ing flame; 3 | 
% Tuſt is my lot—but oh! muſt it tranſcend 
„ The reach of time, deſpair a diſtant end? 
« With dreadful growth ſhnot forward, and atiſe, 
« Where thought can't follow, and bold tuncy 


. 


dies ! | | | 157 
« NEVER I where falls the ſoul at that dread 
hand? | | 


Down an abyſs how dark, and bow profound? 
„ Down, down, (I fti!l am falling, horrid pain ) 

4% Ten thouſand thouſand fathoms ſtill remain; 
_« My plunge but fill begun And this for ſin! 

« Could I offend, if 1 had never been, 

« But ſlill increas d the ſenſeleſs happy maſs, 
« Flow'd in the ſtream, or tiuver'd in the graſs ? 
4 Father of mercies ! why from ſilent earth 

« Didſt thou awake, and cutſe me into birth, 163 

«« Tear me from quiet, raviſa me from night, 

% And make a thankleſs preſent of chy light? 
Puſh into being a reverſe of Thee, | 
And animate a clod with miſery? 

The beaſls are happy; they cumc forth, and 
"oo om © OO 170 
Short watch on earth, and then lic down to 

—_——_— cc 
Pain is for man; and oh ! how vaſt a pain 
hy — which made the Gud-head bleed in 
vain? . 

* Annull'd his groans. as far as ia them lay, 
And flung his agonies, and death, away! 175 
As our dire puniſhment for ever ſtcong, 

Our conſtitution too for ever young. | 
« Curs'd with returns of viguur, ſiiii the fame 
Powerful to dear, and fatisfy the flame ; 
Still to be caught. and ſtill to be purſued ! 180 
* To periſh Fill, and ftill to be renewd! 

And . 
e „ . 

_ © Natureis chang'd, and hell ſhould fg me. 
And canſt Thou then look down from . 


— — 


ws 35 5 
_ * And ſee me plunging in the dark abyſs? 125 
_ © Calling Thee Father in a ſca of fire? 
Or pouring blaſphemi-s at Thy delice ? 
Wich mortals anguiſh wilt Thou raiſe ©; 
name, 3 — 
And by my pangs omnipotence proc ain? 
'* Thou, who canſt toſs the pianets to and fro, 
Contract not Thy great veagcance to my woe; 
* Cruſh worlds; in hotter flames fall n angels lay; 
* On me Almighty wrath is caſt away. 
Call back Thy thunders, Lord, hold-iv Thy 


; Diſſolving elements, and worlds, in flame. 


| 


2 
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Rolling in vengeance, ſtruggling with his chain; 
To talk to fiery tempeſts; to implore | 
The raging flame to give its burnings o'er; 215 
To toſs, to writhe, to pant beneath his load, 


t and bear the weight of an oſfended Gop, 


The favour'd of their Fudge in triumph move, 


To take poſſy ſſion of their thrones above ; 


Satan's accurs'd deſertion to ſupply, 220 
And fill the vacant ſtations of the ſky ; 4 
Again to kindle long-extinpuiſh'd rays, 15 

And with new lights dilate the heavenly blaze; 


To crop the roſes of immortal youth, 
And drink'tlie fountain head of ſacred truth; 225 


I To ſwim in ſeas of bliſs, to ſtrike the ſtring, 


And lift the voice to their Almi 


oice ghty Kix G; 
Jo lofe eternity in grateful lays, 535 
And fill heaven's wide circumference with praiſe 


Bat l attempt the wondrous height in vain, 230 
And leave unfiniſh*! the too lafty ſtrain; 
What boid.y | begin, let others end; 

My itrenth exhauſted, fainting 1 deſcend, 

Aud chuſe a leſs but na ignoble theme, 

235 
The fatal prriod, the great Hur. is come, 
And nature farinks at her approaching doom; 
Loud peals of thunder give the ſign, and all 
Heaven's terrut in array ſurruund the ball; 
Sharp ligb: ings with the meteors blaze conſpire, 
And, red dovenward, ſet the world on fire; 241 
Zick riſing clouds the thi ken d Ether choak, 
And ſpiry Eames dart through the rolling ſmoke, 
With keen vibrations cut the ſullen night, ; 
And firike the darien'd ſky with dreadful liebt; 
From heaven's four regions, with immorral force, , 
Angels dive on the wind's impetuons courſe, 


| T ercage the flame: It ſpreads, it ſoarson high, | 


| 3-7ells in the ſtorm, and billows through the ſky: 
Here winding pyramids of fire aſcend, 259 
Citie and deſerts in one ruin blend; e 
Here blazing; volumes wafted, overwheim 
The ſpacious fact: of a far diſtant realm; 
There, undermin'd, down ruſh eternal hills, 
The neighbouring vales the vaſt deſtruction fills. 
H.ar'lt thou that dreadful crack ? that ſound 
which broxe 256 


| | 
Like pezis f thunder, and the centre heck? 


| rage, 
? Nor with a ſpeck of wretchedneſs engage : I95 


What 


1 — 
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What wonders muſt that groan of nature tell! 
Ol;mpus there, and mightier Atlas, fell ; 
Which ſeem d above the reach of fate to ſtand, 
A towering monument of God's right hand; 26: 
New duſt and ſmoke, whoſe brow, ſo lately, 


"om 
O'er ſhelter d countries its diffuſive ſhade. 
 Shew me that celebrated ſpot, where all 


| Have humbly ſought wealth, honour, and redreſs, 
That land which heaven ſeem'd diligent to bleſs, 
Once call'd Britannia: Can her glories end? 
And can't ſurroundiog ſeas her realms defend? 


Alas! in flames behold ſurrounding ſeas! 270] 


Like oil their waters but augment the blaze. 
Some angel ſay where ran proud Afia's bound? 
Or where with fruits was fair Europa crown'd ? 
Where ſtretch'd waſte Libya ? Where did India's 
1 ſtore 5 | 
Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore? 275 


Worth, which muſt ripen in a happier 


| Who, to light thee to pleaſures, hung on high 
The various rulers of the ſever d ball 265 


, 


clime 
And brighter Sun beyond the bounds of time. 


What ſtores on foreign coaſts thy landing wait: 

Loſe not thy claim, let virtue's path be trod; 

Thus glad all h-aven, and pleaſe that bounteom 
God, 


Yon radiant orb, proud regent of the ſky: 325 
' That ſervice done, its beams ſhall fade away, ; 


THE FORCE OF RELIGION ; 
| ö on, 5 N 
VANQUISHED LOVE. 


A POEM, IN TWO BOOKS. 


Each loſt in each, their mingling kingdoms glow, 
And all diffolv'd, ove ficry deluge flow: 
Thus earth's contending monarchies are join'd, 

And a full period of ambition find. | 
And now whate'er or ſwims. or walks, or flies, 
Inhabitants of ſea, or earth, or ſkies; 250 

All on whom Adam's wiſdom fix'd a name, 
All plunge and periſh in the conquering flame. 

This globe alone would but defraud the fire, 
Star ve its devouring rage: the flakes aſpire, 285 


And catch the clouds, and make the heavens their 


| With ſofter thought my melting foul inſpire, 
And ſmooth my numbers to a female's praiſe : 3 


The fn; the moon, the ſtars, all melt away; 
All, all is oſt; no monument, no fign, E 
Where once ſo proudly blaz'd the gay machine. 
So bubbles on the fozming ſtream expire, 290 
So ſparks that ſcatter from the kindling fire; 
Ihe devaſtations of One dreadful hour 
The Great Creator's Six days work devour. 
A mighty, mighty ruin ! yet One ſoul 
Has more to boat, and far outweighs the whole; 
Exalted in ſuperior excellence, 296 
Caſts down to nothing, ſuch a vaſt expence. 
Have you not feen th' eternal mountains nod, 
An earth diſſolving, a deſcending Cod? 
What ſtrange ſurprizes through all nature ran? 
For whom theſe revolutions, | for Man? 301 
For him, Omnipotence new meaſures takte, 
For him, through all eternity, 'awakes; b 
Tours on him gifts ſufficient to fupply OR 
Heaven's loſs, and wich freih glorics fill the ſky. 
+ Think deeply then O Man, how great thou 
2 art; | <6 
Pay thyſelf homage with a trembling heart; . 
What angels guard, no longer dare neglect, 
_ Slighring thyielf, affront not God's reſpeR. 


Enter the ſacred temple of thy breaſt, 3 0 


And gaze, and wander there, a raviſh'd gueſt; 
Gaze on thoſe hidden treaſures thou ſhalt find, 
Wander through all the glories of thy mind. 
Of perſe& knowledge, fee, the dawning light 
Foretels a noon moſt exquiſitely bright! 315 
Here, ſprings of endleſs joy are breaking forth ! 

There, buds the promiſe of celeftial werth ! 


e G & anion © iens in corpore vi 1 


5 BOOK IJ. | 
© —— Ad celum ardentia lumina tollens, 
„Lumina; nam teneras arcebant vincula palmas.“ 
Vir. 


Fb, bees from thoughts tha for 


on high, | 
And open'd wondrous ſcenes above the fty, 
My Muſe deſcend : Indulge my fond defire ; 


A partial world will liſten to my lays, : 
While Anna reigns, and ſets a female name 
Unrival d in the glorivus liſts of ſame. : 
- Hear, ye fair daughters of this happy land, 


And fortune ſets them in the ſtrongeſt licht 5 
| Tis all of heaven that we below may view, 15 


: The mournful ſecret of his inwatd woes. 


Whoſe radiant eyes the vanquiſh'd world com- 
Virue is Beauty ; But when charms of mind 
With elegance of outward form are join d; 


ight, | 
- 


And all but Adoration, is your due. 
Fam'd ſemale virtue did this iſle adorn, 


When now Maria's powerſul arms prevail'd 


The beauruous daughter of great Suffolk's race, 
In blooming yeuth adorn'd with every grace; 
Who gain'd a crow: by treaſon not her own, 
And innocently fill'd anether's throne; m 
Hurl'd from the ſummit of imperial ſtate, 25 
With equal mind ſuſtain'd the ſtroke of fate. 

But how will Guildford, her far drarer part, 
With manly rcaſon fortify his heart? 5 
At once ſhe longs, and is afraid to Inc: 


To find her lord; and, finding, paſſes by, 
Silent with fear, nor dares ſhe miert his eye; 
Left that, unaſk d, in ſpeechleſs grief, diſclcſe 


Thus, 


Thou, Minor, canſt not gueſs thy vaſt eſtate. 320 


10 


When 1 objects ſtil more 


Ere Ormond, or her glorious Queen, was born: 


And kaughty Dudley's bold ambition fail'd, 20 


Now ſwift ſhe moves, and now advances flow, 30 
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A ſplendid wretch, magnificently poor. 
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Thus, aſter ſickneſs, oy — der face, 
The melancholy virgin ſhuns the glaſe. 
At length, with troubled thought, but look ſe- 


reue 
And ſorrow ſoſten'd by her heavenly mien, 
She claſps her lord, brave, bcautiſul, and young, 
While tender accents melt upon her tongue; 40 
Gentle, and ſweet, as vernal Zephyr blows, 
Fanning the lily, or the blooming roſe. | 
% Grieve not, my lord; a crown indeed is loſt ; 
MV hat far outſhines a crown, we ſtill may boaſt; 
.« A mind compos d; a mind that can diſdain 45 
* A fraitleſs ſorrow for a loſs ſo vain. 
Nothing is loſs that virtue can improve 
4 To wealth eternal; and return above; 
1 Above, where no diſtinction ſhall be known 
„ *Twixt him whom ſtorms have ſhaken from a 
. | 5 80 
„ And him, who, baiking in the ſmiles of fate, 
__ « $Shone ſorth in all the ſplendour of the great: 
Nor can I find the difference here below ; 
I lately was a Queen; I ſtill am ſo 
« While Guildford's Wife; Thee rather I «ey, 
Than o'er mankind extend imperial iway. 
When we lie down in fome obſcure retreat, 
4 Incens'd Maria may her rage forget; | 
And I to death my duty will improve, | 
% And what you miſs in empire, add in love 
** Your God-like foul is open'd in your look, 61 
And | have faintly your great meaning ſpoke. 
For this alone I'm pleas'd [| wore the crown, 
To find with what content we lay it cown. 
Heroes may win, but tis a heavenly race 65 
Can quit a throne with a becoming grace.” 
Tubus ſpoke the faireſt of her ſex, and cheer d 
| Her drooping lord; whoſe boding boſom frar'd 
A darker cloud of ills would burſt, and ſhed 
Severer vengeance on her guiltleſs head: 
Too juſt, alas, the terrors which he felt! 
For, lo! a guard — Forgive him, if he melt 


How ſharp her pangs, when ſever'd from his fide, | 


The moſt ſincerely lov'd, and loving bride, 


In ſpace conſin'd, the Muſe ſorbears to tell; 75 | 


Deep was her angldiſh, but ſhe bore it well. 
_ Hispain was equal, but his virtue leſs ; 55 


He thought in grief there could be no exceſs, 2 ; 
Penſive he fat, o'ercaſt with gloomy care, | 


ns 


And often fondly claſp'd his abſent fair; 
wander'd through his rooms of 


Now, filent, 
And ficken'd at their pomp, and tax'd his fate; 
Which thus adorn'd, in all her ſhining ſtore, 


Now on the bridal-bed his eyes were caſt, 

And anguiſn fed on his enjoyments paſt ; 
Each recollected pleaſure made him ſmart, 

And every tranſport ſtabb'd him to the heart. 


That happy moon, which ſummon'd to delight, 


85 


That moon which ſhone on his dear nuptial night, 


Which ſaw him fold her yet untaſted charms 91 
Deny d to princes) in his longing arms; 
| Now ſees the tranſient bleſſing fleet away, 
Empire and Love ! the viſion of a day. 
Thus, in the Britiſh clime, a ſummer-ftorm 


3 


| | Will oft the ſmiling face of heaven dcform 5: 96 


70 


247 


35 The winds with violence at once defcend, 


Sweep o_ and fruits, and make the foreſt 
d; | 

A ſudden winter, while the fun is near, | 

O'ercomes the ſeaſon, and inverts the year. 100 
But whither is the captive borne away, 

The beauteous captive, from the chearful day ? 

The ſcene is chang'd indeed ! before her eyes 

[1|-beding looks and unknown horrors riſe : 

For pomp and ſplendor, for her guard and crown, 

A gloomy dungeon, and a keeper's frown : 106 

Black thoughts each morn invade the Lover's 


breaſt, | 
Each night, a ruffian locks the Queen to reſt. 


Ah mournful cha'ige, if judg'd by vulgar minds 


| But Suffulk's daughter its advantage finds. 110 


Religion's force divine is beſt diſplay d 
In deep deſertion of all human aid : \ 
To ſuccour in extremes. is her delight, 
And ns the heart, when terror ſtrikes the 

| ght. | * 
We, diſbelieving our own ſenſes, gaze, 115 
And wonder what a mortal's heart can raiſe 


| To triumph o er misfortunes ſmile in grief, 
And comfort thoſe who come to bring relief: 


We gaze; and as we gaze, wealth, fame, decay, 
And all the world's vain glories fads away. 120 


| Againf her cares ſhe rais'd a dauntleſs mind, 


And with an ardent heart, but moſt reſigu'd, 
Deep in the dreadful goom, with pious heat, 


Amid the filence of her dark retriat 


Addreſs'd her God—*+* Almighty Power Di- 
vive! „. 
« * 73s thine to raiſe, and to depreſs, is Thine; 
© With honour to light up the name unknown, 
Or to put out the luſtt:: of a threne 5 
in my ſhort ſpan both fortunes I have prov'd, 
And though with ill frail nature will be 
mov'd, 3 430 
I'll bear it weil; (O ſtrengthen me to bear!) 
And if my piety may claim thy care; 
If I remember'd. in youtl's giddy heat, 
And timult of a court, a Future State; 1 be 
O favour, when thy mercy | implore = 
For on who never guiity ſceptre bore ! 

*; was [| r<ceiv'd the crown; my lord is free! 
If it muſt fall let vengeance fail on me. | 
Let him ſurvive, his country's name to raiſe. 

« And in a guilty land to ſpeak Thy praiſe ! 140 
O may th' indulgence of a f:rher's love. 
« Pour'd forth on me, be doubled from above! 


. 


13 


„ If / are ſafe, Vi think my prayers lucceed, - 
J And bieſs thy tender mercies, whilſt I biced 


 *Twas now the mournful eve before that day 
in which the queen to her fu'l wrath gave way; 


I Through r Eid juſtice, ruſh'd into offence, 


and drank in zeal the b'ovd of innocence: _ 

The ſun went down in clouds, and ſcem'd to 
monrn | | 

The fail neceſſity of his return; 

The hollow wind, and melancholy rain, 

Or did. or was imagin d to, complain : 


The tapers caſt an iuauſpiciuus light ; 
Stars there were none, and donbly dark the 


night. Swce, 


150 


243 


_ Sweet innocence in chains can tzke her ret ; 
Soft flumber gently crerping through her breaſt, 
She ſinks; and in her fizep is re-inthron'd, 
Mock d by a gaudy dream, and vainly crown'd. 
She views her fleets and armies, ſeas and land, 
And ſtretches wide her ſhadow of com naad: 
With royal purple is hec vition hung; 161 
By phantom hoſts are ſhouts of conqueſts rung; 
How at her feet the ſuppliant rival lies: 
Our priſoner mourns her fate, and bids her riſe. 
Now level beams upon the waters play'd, 165 
Glanc'd on tha hills, and weſtward caſt the made; 
The buſy trades in cities had began 
8 To ſound, and ſpeak tlie painful life of man. 


Ja tyrants ; breaſts the thoughts of vengeance rouz:, | 


And the fond bridegroom turns um to his ſpouſc. 
| whe TT pc , while morning breaks, 

r ſpouſeleſs bride, our widow'd wife, awakes; 
Awakes,and ſmiles; nor night's impoſture blames; | 
Her real pomps were little more than dreams; 

A ſhort-hiv'd blaze, a lightning quickly o'er, 17 5 
That dy'd in birth, that ſhone, and was no more: 
She turns her fide, and ſoon reſumes a ſtate 
Of mind, well ſuitec to he- alter'd face, 
_ Serene, though ſerious ; wen dread tidings com? 
(Ah wretched Guilford!) of her inſlaut doom. 183 
Sun, hide thy beams : in clonds as black as ni ght 
Thy face involve ; be guiltleſs of the ſight; 
Or haſte more ſwiftly to the weſtern main; 
Nor let her blood the conſcious day- light ſtain ! 
Oh! how ſevere | to fall ſo new a bride, 183 
_ Yet bluſhing from the pricſt, in youthful pride; 
When time had juſt matur'd each perfect grace, 
And open' all the wonders of her face! | 
To leave her Guiiford dead to all relief, 5 
Fond of his woe, and obſtinate in grief. 190 
Unhappy fair ! whatever fancy drew, 
(Vain promis d bleſſings) vaniſh from her view.; 3 
No train of chearſul days, endearing nights, 
No ſweet domeſtic joys, and chaſte delights ; 
Pleaſures that bloſſom ev'n from Joubts and fears; 
And bliſs and rapture riſing out of car-s: 195 
No little Guilford, with paternal grace, 
Lull'd on her knee, or ſmiling in her face; 
Who, when her deere father ſhall return, 
From pouring tears ou her untimely urn, 200 
Might comfort to his ſilver hairs impart, 
And fill her place in his indulgent heart: 
As where fruits fall, quick · riſiug bloſſoms ſmile, 
And the bleſt Indian of his care beguile. 


In vain theſe various reaſons jointly preſs 205 
To blacken death, and heighten her diſtreſa; 
She through th encircling terrors, darts her fight 
To the bleſ d regions of eternal light, 


And fills her ſoul with peace: To weeping friends | 


Her faber, and her loru, ſhe recommends; 210 
Unmov'd herſelf : Her foes her air ſurvey a 
And rage to ſee cheir malice thrown away. 
| Ghe ſoars; now nought on earth detains her care 
But Guilford ; who itill ſtruggles for his ſhare. 
Still will his form importunately riſe, 215 
Clog and retard her tranſport to the fl: es; 
As trembling flames now takes a feeble flight, 
Now catch the brand with a —— light, 


N 
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Thus her ſoul onward from the ſeats above 
Falls fondly back, and kindles into love: 
vt lengtſl {he conquers in the d oubtful field ; 


Now death is welco ne: his approach is flow ; 
is tedious longer to expect tae blow. | 


O erbiown misfortune {till ih l prove the laſt ; 
Alas ' misfortunes travel in a train, 

And oft in life form one perpetual chain; 
Fear buries fear, and ills on ills atte 15, 


Till life and forrow meet one common end. 230 


| Shethinks that ſke has nought but death to ſear, 
And death is conquer'd. Worſe than death is 


near : 
Her rigid trials are not yet complete; ; 
Ihe news arrives of her great father's fate. 


4 victim to th' offended monarch's 
How great the mercy, had ſhe breath'd her laſt, 
Ere the dire ſentence on her father paſt ! 

A fonder parent nature never knew : 
And as his age increas'd, his fondneſs grew. 240 
A parent's love ne'er better was beſtow'd ; 
The pious daughter in her heart overflow'd. 
And can ſhe from all wenkneſs ftill recrain ? 


| and ſtili rhe firmneſs of her ſoul maintain? 
_ | impeſlible ! a ſigh will ſorce its way; 245 = 
| Cue patient tear her Mortal birth betray ; 3 | 


She fighs aud weeps! but fo ſhe weeps and ſighe, 
As ſilent dews deſcend, and vapours rife. 


Celeſtial Patience! how doſt thou defeat 


The ſoe's proud menace. and elude his hate ? 250 


While Paſſion takes his part, betrays our peace; 


thau dolt ills deſtroy, 
And wear thy eonquer d ſorrow> into joy. 


| Now ſbe reſolves within her anxious mind, 235 


| What woe {till lingers in referve hzhiad. 
Griefs riſe on grieſs, and ſhe can ſee no bound, 
While nature laſtz, and can receive a wound. 


What mercy can tha Zzalot's h:art aTuage, 
| Whoſe picty itſelf converts to rage? 


| She thought, and fi_h'd, and now the blood began N 
| To leave her beauteous cheek all cold and wan. 
| New forrow dimm'd the luſtre of her eye, _ ubg 


And on her check the fading roſes die. 


broaght 
To that dire view, that pre eci ice of thought, | 
While there ſhe trembling ſtands, nor dares look 
down, 
Nor can recede, till heaven's decrecs are known ; 


__ | Cure of all ills, till now her lord appears-- 270. 
| But not to clear her hcart and dry her tears 


Not now, as uſual, like the riling day, 
To chaſe the ſhadows and the damp away: 


But, like a gloomy itorm at once to ſweeßp 275 


And plunge her to the bottom of the deep. 
Black were his robes, dejected was his air, 


His voice was frozzn by bis coid dripzir; 
6 . | Slow, b 


aa: Heaven ſhe ſecks will beher Guilford's fhield, | 


| Oh! mortals, ſhort of fight, who think che pa 


She ſees his hoary head, all white with age, 233 


To death and torture ſwells cach flight nad | 
Zy not oppoſia.”, 


| Theſword is drawn: The queen to rige inclin d. 
Zy mercy, nor by piety, couſin d. 260 i 


Alas! ſhould Guilford tos-— when now ſhe's 
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giow like a ghoſt. he mov d with folemn pace ; | 
A dying paleneſs fat upon his face. 280 
Back ſhe recoil'd, be ſmote her lovely breait, 
Her eyes the anguiſh of her heart confeis'd ; 
Struck to the ſoul, ſhe ſtagger'd with the wound. 
And ſunk, a breathleſs image, to the ground. 
Thus the fair lity, Wen he ſcy's v'ercaſt, 
Ac firſt but ſhudders in the ſeeble blaſt ; 285 
But when the winds and weighty rains deſcend, 
The fair and upright ſtem is forc'd to bend; 
Jill broke at length, its ſnowy leaves are ſhed, 
And ſtrew with dying ſweets their native bed. 


THE FORCE OF RELIGION; = 


 VANQUISHED IOVE. 
uc n. 


1% Flic pietatis honos ? ſic nos in ſceptra reponis ?” | 


Vike. 


ER Guilford claſps her, beautiful in death, 
, And with a kiſs recalls her fleeting breath. 
To tapers thus, which by a blaſt expire, 
A lighted taper, touch'd, reſtores the fire: 
She rear'd her ſwimming eye, and faw the light, 
And Gui ford too, or ſhe had loath'd the {ight : 
Her father's death ſhe bore, deſpis d her own, 
But now ſhe muſt, ſhe will, have leave to groan : 
Ah ! Guilford, ſhe began, and would have 
RTE © HER. | EE, 
But fobs ruſh'd in, and every accent broke; 10 
 Keaſon itfelf, as guits of paſſion blew, 
Was ruffled ia the tempeſt, and withdrew. 


So the youth loſt his image in the well, 
When tears upon the yielding ſurface fell; 
The ſcatter'd ieatures flid into decay, 
And fpreading circles drove his face away. 


To touch the ſoft affetions, and controul 
The manly temper of che braveſt ſoul. 
What with afflicted beauty can compare, 
And drops of love diſtilling from the fair? 20 
It melts us down; eur pains delight beſtow ; 
Aud we with fondneſs languiſh o'er our woe. 


This Guilford prov'd ; and, with exceſs of 


15 


. Pain, | | | | 
And pleaſure too, did to his boſom ſtrain 
The weeping fair : ſunk deep in ſoft deſire, 25 
_ Indulg'd his love, and nurs'd the raging fire: 
Then tore himſelf away; and, ſtanding wide, 

As fearing a relapſe of fondneſs, cry'd, = 
Vith ill-diſſembled grief; My life, forbear ? 
Jou wound your Guilford. with each crue 


dear: 30 
* Did you not chide my grief? Repreſs ycur 
aun; V 
Nor want compo ſſion for your ſelſ alone: 
A nr.rnnn— — 


249 
Have you beheld, how, from · the diitant main 
The thronging waves roll on, 2 numerous 
IR train, . 

% And foam, and bellow, till they reach the 
ſhore ; | 33 
« There burſt their noiſy pride, and ate no more 
Thus the ſuccellive flows of human race. 
„ Chas'd by the coming, the preceding chaſe , 
« They ſound, and ſwell, their haughty heads 
they rear; | | 5 
Then fall, and flatten, break, and diſappcar. 
I. iſe is a forfeit we mult ſhortly pay; 41 
And where's the mighty lucre of a day? 
„Why ſhould you mourn my fate ? is moſt 
— 1 | 1 
*« Your own you bore with an unſhaken mind: 
++ And which, can you imagine, was the dart 45 


8 
1 


I That drank moſt blood, lunk deepeſt in my 
; 1 5 # Shs ene 


&* cannot live without you; and my doom 

+ I meet with joy, to ſhare one common tomb. 
„ And are again your tears profuſely ſpilt | 
Ohl then, my kindneſs blackens to my guilt; 
© Itfeils itſelf, if it recall your pain; gr 
Life of my life, I beg you to refrainf 
The load which fate impoſes, you increaſe ; 
„And help Maria to deiroy my peace.” 
{ But, oh! againſt himielf his labour turn d:; 


And bending nations Gil the glory g2z 4 ? 


—— 


| But ſooth our weakneſs, and diſſolve the mind: 
| Her ſorrow flow d in ſlreams; nor Her's alone, 
While That he blant'd, he yiclded tu his own. 60. 
Where are the ſmiles ſhe wore, when the, fo 
l . „ 
| Hail'd him great partner of the regal ſtate : 
When orient gems around her temples 4E d, 


= 


'Tis nw the queen's command, they both re- 
F. treat, 5 e 
| To wer with dignity, and mourn in Tate: 
She forms the dent miſery with joy, 


And loads with pomp the wretch ſhe would de- 


troy. +» | 


: | ſpacious hall is hung with black ; all licht 


Shut out, 2nd noen-dzy darken'd into night. 70 


From the mid-rooſ a lamp d. pend on high, _ 


Like a dim creſcent in a clouded ſky: 
| lt ſheds a quivering melancholy gloom, © 


| Which only ſhews the darkneꝶ of the room. 


A ſuining ax is on the table laid: 75 
A dreadful ſight ! and ylicters through the ſhade. 
ln this fad ſcene the lovers arg coin d, 
A ſcene of terrors, to a guilty mid! 3 
A ſcene, that would have damp'd with riſing cares, 
And quite extinguiſh'd, every love but tixirs. 
What can they do? They fx their monecntul eyes, 
Then Guilford, thus abruptly; Idfpiu 
% An empire loſt ; I fling away the crown ; 
© Nuwbcrs have laid that bri ht delufi.n down; 
„ But where's the Charles, or Diocleſian where, 
be Could quit the blooming, wedded, weeping 
fair ? | BE 


Ihe more He comforted, the more She mourn'd : 
| Compaſſion ſwells our grief; words ſoſt and 


_-_ _ « Your lord to reſcue from this ſatal hour * | 
| * boſom pants; ſhe draws her breath with [ 


250 


Oh! to dwell over en thy lip! to ſtand 
© [In full poſſeſſion of 2. frowy band ! 
% And, through th unclouded cryſtal of thine 


eye, 
„The heavenly treaſures of the mind to ſpy! 90 
Fill rapture reaſon happily deſtroys, 
„And my foul wanders through immortal joys! 
„% Give me the world, and aſk me, Where's my 
| bliſs ? 

« I claſp thee to my breaſt. and anſwer, ': e. 
And ſhall the grave”—He groans, and can no 
| more; 3 
But all her charms in ſilence traces o'er ; 
er lip, her cheek, and eye, to wonder vcought; 
And, wondering, ſees, in fad preſuging thought, 
From that fair neck, that world of beauty fall, 
And roll along the duſt, a ghaſtly ball! roo | 

Oh! let thoſe 3 who are greatly bleſs'd 1 
For who but Guilford, could he thus diſtreſs'd ? 
Come hither, all you Happy, all you Great, 
From flowery meadows and from rooms of ttate; 

Nor think | call, your pleaſures to deſtroy, 105 
But to refine, and to enalt your joy: 

Weep not; but, ſmiling, fix your ardent care 
On nobler titles than the Brave or Fair. 

Was ever ſuch a mournful, moving ſight ? 

See, if you can, by that dull, —— light: 
Nov they embrace; and, mix'd with bitter woe, 
Like Iſis and her Thames. one ſtream they flow : 
Now they ſtart wide; fix d in benun: bing cre, 
They ſtiffen into ſtatues of deſpair: b 
Now, tenderly ſevere, and fiercely kind, 115 
They ruſh at once; they fling their cares behind, 
And — as if to death; new vows repeat; 


I! 


And, quite wrapp'd-up in love, forget their fate. 


A ſhort deluſion | for the raging pain | 
Returns; and their poor hearts muſt bleed again. 
Meau time, the Qieen new cruelty decreed ; 
ut, ill content that they ſhould andy bleed, 
A prieſt is ſent ; who. with inſiducus art, . 
Inſtills his puilon into Sulfolk's heart; 
And Guilford drank it: Hanging on the beads. 
Hle from his childhood was with Rome _ . 
When now the miniſters of death draw nigh, 
And in her deareſt lord ſhe firſt muſt die, 
The ſubtle pr ieſt, who long had watch'd to find 
The moſt unguarded paſſes of her mind. 
Beſpoke ker thus: 
e 


ö 


130 


| —_ 

A ſudden horror thrills through every vein; 
_ Life ſcems ſuſpended, on his words intent; 
Aud her ſoul trembles for the great ev. nt. 


Rome, 


And ward your own, your lord's, and father” Ss] 


doom.” 

Ye bleſſed ſpirits ! now your charge ſuſtain ; 
The palt was eaſe 3 now f, ſhe ſuffers pain. 140 
Muſt the pronounce her tather's dcath ? muſt ſhe 
Bid Guilford bleed ?—lIt muſt not, cannot, be. 
It cannot be! But tis the Oriſtian 5 ws 
Abe ve — to raiſe | 


95} 


1 


And ſhew one moment be d with love ! 


* Grieve nut; 'tis in your} 55 
| F Empires were . Fate could give a. 


1 ku | 
The prieſt 1 „ Embrace the faith of | 


YOUNG'S POEMS. 


| 


The weakneſs of our nature: and deride 

| Of vain philoſophy the aa pride. | 

What though our techlc ſlnews ſcarce i impart 

A moment's ſwiftaeſs to the ſeather'd dart; 

Though tainted youth our vigorous youth can 
| break, 

| And a chill blaſt the — pwr ſhake, 150 

Vet are we ſtrong: HeaMhe loud te:r:peſt roar 

From caſt to welt, and call us weak no more; 

| The lightning's unreſited force proclaims 

Our might, and thunders raiſe our humble 

names; 
' [is our Jehovah fills the heavens; as long 
As He ſhall reign Almighty : We are Rrong: 


146 


158 


We, by devotion, borruto from his throne 


And almoſt make Omnipotence our own : 
We force the gates of heaven, by ſervent Pray- 


And call forth triumph out of man's deſpair. 166 


Our lovely mourner, knecli ng, lifts her eyes 
And bleeding heart, in ſilence, to the ſkies, 
Devoutly ſad— Then, brightening, like the day, 


} When ſudden winds ſwecp ſcatter'd clouds away, 
Shining in majeſty ; tili now unknown; 


165 
And breathing life and ſpirit ſcarce her own ; 
She, riſing, ſpeaks ; if theſe the terms —“ 


Here, Guilſord, cruel Guilford, N 

| man ! 
is this thy love ?) as ſwiſt as lightning ran; 
O'erwheim'd her with tempeſtuous ſorrow | 
„ 1720 
And ſtifled, in its birth, the mighty thought; 
Then burſtin g freſh into a flood of tears, 5 
Fierce, reſolute, de irious with his fears; 
His fears for her alone; he beat his breaſt, | | 
And thus the fervour of his ſoul expreſt: 175 
Oh! let thy thought o'er our paſt con verſe 


rove, 


% Oh, if thy kindneſs can no longer laſt, 
lm pity to thyſelf. ſorget the paſt ! 


| © Elſe wilt thou never, void of ſhame and _ 
180 


« 3 bis doom, »hom thou haſt held ſo 
dear: - 

* Thou who haſt took me to thy arms, and 
fare 


; 
That to continue, was its utmoſt power, 
And make tlic ſuture like the preſent hour. 
Now call a ruſſian ; bid his cruel ſword 
Lay wide the boſom of thy worthleſs Lord: 
Transbx tis heart (ſince you its love diſclaim), 
And ſtain his honour with a Trailor's name. 
This might perhaps de borne withcut remorſe , | 
190 


4 But ſure a father's pangs will Eave their force? 


“ <hall his good age, fo near its journey's end. 


Through cruel torment to the grave deſcend ? 

« His ſhaliow blood all iſſue at a wound, 

« Waſh a flave's fect, aud . upon che 
ground 2. : '95 


«© But 


Fler flight recover, and diſdain the wound, 


The lifted ax aſſur d her ready doom, 


YOUNG'S 
But he to you has ever been ſevere ; | 
« Then take your vengcance Suffolk now drew 
near; | 
Bending beneath the burden of his care ; 
His robes neglected, and his head was bare; 


Dectepit winter, in the yearly ring, 200 
"Thus flowly creeps, to meet the blooming ſpring, 


Pownwerd he cait a melancholy l- ok; 
Thrice wa to hide his grief ; than faintly 
ſpoke, FRY | 
* Now dey in years, and forward in decay, 
« That ax can only rob me of a day; 2C5 
« For thee. my ſoul's deſire ! I can't refrain; 
„And ſhall my tears, my JU tears, flow in 
vain ? 
When you ſhall know a mother's tender name, 
„My heart's diſtreſs no longer will you blame.” 
At this, afar his burſting groans were heard; 210 
The tears ran trickling down his ſilver hears : 
He faatch'd her hand, which to his lips he 
e -_— | 3 | 
And big her plant a dagger in his breaſt; 
Then, ſinking, call'd her piety unjuſt, | 
And loil'd his hoary temples in the duſt. 


| 


215 


HFord-hearted men! will you no merit know ?| 


Has the Queen brib'd you to diſtreſs her ſoe : 
O weak deſerters to misfortune's part, 
By falſe affection thus to pierce her heart 


When fhe had ſoar d, to let your arrows fly, 229 | | 


And fetch her hlecding from the middle ſky ! 
And can her virtue, ſpringing from the ground, 


When cleaving love, and human intereſt, bind 
The broken force of her aſpiring mind, 225 
As round the generous eagle, which in vain 
Exerts her ſiren 
©..." Ind, | 
Her ſlruggling wings entangles, curling plies 
His poiſonous tail, and ſtings her as ſhe flies! 
"0 * E the blow's firſt dreadful weight 
| — | Ls 
And with its force her reſolution reels ; 
Large doors, uniolding with a mouroſul ſound, 
To view diſcover, weltcring on the greund, 
Three headleſs trunks, 
| tain d, | 
And in her wars imm 


ortal glory gain'd ; 235 
And ſilent mourners ſadden'd all the room. 
Shall I proceed; or here break off my tale? 
Nor truths, to ſtagger human faith, prevail. 
She met this utmoſt malice of her fate 240 
Wich Chriſtian dignity, and pious ſtate : 
The heating ſlorms propitious rage the bleſt, 
And all the zertyr triumph'd in her breaſt ; 
Her lord and faiber, for a moment's ſpace, 
She ſtrictly folded in her ſoft embrace 245 
Then thus ſhe ſpoke, while angels heard on high, 
And ſudden gladueſs ſmil'd along the fky : 
Four over-fondneſs has not mov d my hate; 
" lam well pleas'd you made my death fo great; 
pa joy l cannot fave you; and have given 250 
Two lives, much dcarer than my own to hea- 
—_—. „„ Rr) 


1 


gth, the ſerpent wreaths his | 


ſhe Tp 
2501 


| 


of thoſe whoſe arms main- | 


POFMS. 251 
Il fo the Queen decrees *.—PBut I have cauſe 
To hope my blood will ſatisfy the laws; 
And there is mercy ſlill, for you, in ſtore: 
With me the bitterneſs of death is o'er. 
* He ſhot his ſting in 2h Iarewel- embrace; 
* And all, that is to come, is joy and peace. 
. Then et miſtaken ſorrow be ſuppreſt, 
Nor ſeem to envy my approaching reſt.” 
Then, turning to the miniſters of fate, 
She, ſmiling, ſays, * my victory's complete: 
& And tell your Queen, I thank her ſot the blow, 
« And grieve my gratitude | cannot ſhow : | 
« A poor return | leave in England's crown, 
For everlaſting pleaſure, and renown: - 
Her guilt alone aliays this happy hour; 
& Her guilt—the only vengeance in her power.“ 
Not Rome, untouch d with ſorrow, heard her 
fate; | | y 


And fierce Maria pity d her too late. 


255 
26a 


265 


— 


| 
LOVE OF FAME 
"ITY | 
UNIVERSAL PASSION. | 
SEVEN CHARACTERISTICAL SATIRES. 
| «© —Fulgente trahit conſirictos Yoria curru 


| 
| 


| SATIRE I. 
3 TO HIS GRACE THE | 
DUKE OF DORSET. 


15 « —— Tanto major Fame ſitis eft, quam 
Virtutis.“ 


= Sat. x. 


7 Y verſe is Satire; Dorſet, lend your ear, 
| And patronize a Muſe you cannot fear. 
To poets ſacred is a Dorſet's name: 
heir wonted paſſport through the gates of fame 
It bribes the partial reader into 22 3 
And throws a glory round the ſhelter'd lays: 
The dazzled judgment fewer faults can fee, 
And gives epplzuſe to Blackmore or to me. 
But you decline the miſtreſs we puriue; ; 
Others are fond of Fame, but Fame of you. 
Inſtructive Satire, true to virtuc's cauſe ! 
Thou ſhining /eppleme:t of public Liws ? 
| When flatter'd crimes of a lic-ntious age 
Reproach her filence, and demand our rage; 
hen purcha.'d follies from cach Ciſtant land, 
Like arts, improve in Britaiu's fkilfe! hand; 


15 


2 K 2 When 


| Sits filing at the goal, while others run, 


And ſave me, on the brink, from writing ll? 


What will not men attempt for / 
The Lore of Praiſe, howe er conceal d by art, 


| 55 
Now, trims the * lamp in college cells: 
_ *Tis Tory, Whig; 


There, bolder. aims at Pultency 's eloquence. 
i It aids the doncers's heel, the writer head, | 
And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead; 


To ſlaughter, glorics in his gilded horn. 


252 


bue, 
And South-ſca treaſures are not brought to light; 
When Churchmen Scripture for the Claſſics quit, 
Polite apofiates from God's grace to Ht; 
When men grow great from their revenue ſpent, 
And fly from bailiffs into parliament; 5 
When dying ſinners, to blot out their ſcore, 
Bequeath the church the leavings of a 2e/o-: ; 
— eur ſpleen, when themes like theſe in- 
creaſe, 25 
Shall Panegyrick reign, and Cenſure ceaſe? | 
Shall Poeſy, like Law, turn wrong to right, 
And dedications waſh an Zti'op white, 
Set up each ſenſele is wretch for nature's boaſt, 
On whom praiſe ſhines, as trophies on a peſt? 30 


Shall funeral eloquence her colours ſpread, 


And ſcatter roſes on the wealthy dead ? 
Shall authors ſmile on ſuch illuſtrious capa, 


And ſatiriſe with nothing but their Pra iſe ? 


ng flum2ers Pope, who leads the _—_ 


- Nor Van virtue, which he loves, —_ 


Donne, Dorſct, Dryden, Rocheſter, are dead, 


* . Aud guilt's chief woe, in Adiſon, is fled; 


— who, crown d with laurels, * 


He will not write; and (more provokiny ſtill!) 


| Ye gods! he will not write, and M:evius will. 
| — diſtreſt, what author ſhall we find, 


HAY daring, and ſeverely kind, 


2 * Roman's ſhiniug path to tread, 4s 
arply ſmile prevailing f ly dead? 
wat no ſuperigg genius ſnatch the quill, 


Though vain the ſtrife, I'll krive m —— rajle.. | 
pra 50 


Reigns, more or leſs, and g!ows, in every heart: 


The proud, to gain it, toils on toils endure; 
„ | 


er globes, and ſceptres, now on thrones it 
ſwells ; 


it plots, | Fays, preaches, 


8 p 
 Harangues in Zenates, ſqueaks in Maſquerades. 


Here, to Steele's humour makes a bold pretence ; 


60 


Nor ends with /;fe ; but nods in ſable plumes, 


Adorns our bea;/?, and flatters on our tombs. 


What is not proud ? The pimp is proud to ſee 


So many like hiniſelf in high degree : 
The whore is proud her beauties are the dread 


Of peeviſh virtue and the marriage bed; 


the brib'd euctold, like crown'd victims born 
70 
Some go tochurch, proud humbly ro repent, 


And come back much more than 
N ed taey 


* Horace, 


YOUNG'S POLCMS. 


| When the Zaw ſhews her teeth, but dares not | One way they /e-4, „ 


Pray to the gods, but would have mortals hear, 

And when their fins they ſet fincerely down, 75 

{ They'll find that their religion has been one. 
Others with wiſhful eyes on glory look, 


e they have got their picture towards a 


| While A's depo:'sd, and B with po; 


Retard a cavſe, and give a judge the ſpleen, 


It makes Globoſe a 


book : 
Or pom pom title, like a gaudy fen | 
Mcant to betray dull "4 to . wine. 20 
If at his title Ws hail drop'd his quill, 
T. 7 — have paſs'd for a great genius 
il 


But T alas! (<xcuſe him, if you can) 

Is now a ſcriuber, who was once à Han. 
Imperious ſome a claſſic fame demuud, 85 
For heaping up. with a laborious hand, | 

A waggon-load of meanings for one word, 


1 reftor d. 
earning doat, 


9⁰ 


Some, for renoten, on ſcraps ol 
And think they grow immortal as they guete. 
To patch-work Jearn'd quotations are ally'd ; 
| Foth ſirive to make our poverty our pride, 

On gleſs how witty is a noble peer ! 
| Did ever diamond coſt a man ſo dear ? 

Polite diſeaſes make fome ideots van; 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

Of folly, vice, diſeaſe, men proud we ſee; 


95 


40 | And (ſtranger till !) of blockheads' Battery ; j 


Whoſe praiſe deſames, as if a ſool ſhould mean. 
By ſpitting on your face, to make it clean. o 


1 Nor is t enough | all hearts are ſwoln with | 


Pride, 
Her hoer 15 mighty, as her realm is wide. 8 
What can ſhe not perform? The Love of Fame 


| | Made bold Alphonſus his creator blame: 
| Empedocles hurl'd down the burning ſtecp : 105 


And (Rronger ſtilt !) made Alexander WEeP 
Nay, it holds Delia from a ſecond bed, 


Though her lov'd lord has tour * bees 
} by Es 


dcad. 


This paſſion with a pimple h_ ifeen 5 
I 85 | 
By th inſpir' d (O ne'er to be forgot! . 
Some lords have learu'd to ſpell, ard ſome to bnot. 
ſpeaker in tha houſe; 
He hcms, and is deliver d of his mouſe. 


lt makes dear ſelf on well-bred rouguer prevail 1 


its 


” — 


Though for the firſt all W 


Ye vulgar! at your perit, give him room: 


Aud the Fttle hero of 0 tale. 


| Sick with the Love of Fare, what thron gs pour in, 


Unpeople court, and lea ve the ſenate thin? 


My growing ſubject ſeems But juſt begun, e 
And, ckariot- like, 1 kindle as | run. 


i Aid me, great Homer! with thy epi: rules, 


To take a catalogue of Beitiſh fools. 
Satire! had l thy Dorſet's force divine, 
A knave or fool ſhould periſh in each line,; 
Weſtminſter ſhould plead, | 
125 


And for the laſt all Greſham intercede. 
Begin. Who firſi the catalogue ſhall grace? 
To quality belongs the higheſt place. | 
My lord comes forward; forward let him come! 
120 
He 


1% 


Ia Britain, what is many a lordly ſeat, 


YOUNG'S POEMS. 


He ſtands for fume on his forefathers feet. 
BY heraldry, prov d wval-ant or diſcreet. 

Vith what a decent pride he throws his eyes 
— the man by three deſcents leſs wiſe! 
If viztues at his noble hands you crave 135 
You bid him raiſe his fathers from the grave. 
Men ſhould preſs forward in fame's glorious 

chace; 


Noblcs look backward, and fo loſe the race. 


Let high birth triumph! What can be mor 
at ? 
Nothing—but merit in a low eftate. 
. o vircue's humbleſt ſon let none prefer 
Vice, though deſcended from the Conqueror. 
Shall men, like frres, paſs for high, or baſe, 
Slight or important, only by their place ? 
Titles are marks of honeſt men, and wiſe; 
The ſool, or knave, that wears a title, Her. 
They thet — anceſtors enlarge, Ef 
Preduce their debt, inſtead of their diſchurge. 4 
iJorſet, let thoſe who proudly boaſt their line, 
Like thee, in worth hereditary, ſhine. 150 


Vain as falſe is, the Muſe muſt own 
We want not fools to buy that Briſtol ſtone. 
Mean ſons of earth, who, on a South-ſea tide | 
Of full ſucceſs, ſwam into wea and pride. 
Knock with a purſe of gold at Anſtis gate, 155 
And beg to be deſcended from the great. 


When men of infamy to grandeur ſoar, 

They light a torch- to ſhew their ſhame the more. 
| Thoſe governments which curb not evils, cauſe / 
And a rich knave's a libel on our laws. | _ 160 


Bolus with ſolid gi. y will be crown'd; 1 | 
He buys no phantom, no vain empty ſound; 

But Lullin himſelf a name; and, to be great, 

| Sinks in a quarry an immenſe ettate! | 

lu coſt and graudeur, Chandos he'll out-do; 

And, Burlington, thy taſte is not fo true. 

The pile is finiſh'd ; every toil is paſt; 

And full perfection i is arriv d at laſt; 

When, lo! my lord to ſome ſmall corner runs, 


140 


6s 


170 
The man who builds, and wants wherewith « to 


| Pay, 
£ Provides a Hos from which to run away. 


But a diſcharge, i in full for an eſtate? Ps | 
In ſmaller compals lies Pyglamion's fame ; 77 3 
Not domes, but antique ſtatues, are his flame: 

Not Fountaine's ſelf more Parian charms has 
mon; | 

Nor is good Pembroke more in love with ſtone. 
The bailiffs come (rude men prophaneiy bold!) 

And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 180 
No, firs, he crics; I'll ſooner rot in jail: 

** Shall Grecian arts be truck'd for Engliſh bail „ 
Such beads might make their very 3% laugh: 
Vis daughter ſtarves; but * Cleopatra's ſafe. 
Men, overloaded with a large eſtate, 185 | 
May ſpill their treaſure in a nice cancei | 
The rich may be polite; but, oh! 'tis ſad 


| 


253 


By your revenue meaſure your expence ; 
And to your funds and acres join your ſenſe, 
No man is bleſs d by acrid ni or gueſs ; 
True wi/.om is the price of happineſs - 
| Yet iew without long diſcipline are ſage; 
And our youth only lays up ſighs for age. 
But how, my Muſe, — thou reſiſt ſo long 198 
The bright tempration of the Courtly throng, 
Thy molt i inviting theme? The court affords 
Much food for ſatire ;—it abounds in lords. 
| + What lords are thoſe ſaluting with a grin ?” 
One is juſt out, and one as lately in. — 28 
How comes it then to paſs we ſee preſide | 
In bath their brows an equal ſhare of pri?“ 
Pride, that impartial paſſion, reigns through all, 
Attends our glory, nor deſerts our fall. 
As in its home it triumphs in high place, 
And frowns a haughty exile in race. 


190 


Some lords it bids admire their wands ſo white, 


| Which bloom, like Aaron's, to their raviſh'd 
fight : 

Some lords it bids reſign ; and turns their wands, 

Like Moſes', into ferpents in their hands. 216 

Theſe fink, as divers, for renown; and boaſt, 


| With pride inverted, of their honours loſt. 


But againſt reaſon ſure tis equal fin, 


The boaſt of merely being out, or in. 


What numbers bers. through odd ambition, 
ftrixe "36 
| To ſeem the moſt nba things alive? 2 | 
As if by joy, diſert was underftood: :-. 
And all the fortunate were wiſe and good. 
Hence aching boſoms wear a viſage gay, 10 
And ſtiſled groans frequent the ball and viay. 220 
Completely areſt by * Monteuil and grimace, 


| They t:ike their £r15-ay fuit and preblic face: 
I Their ſmiles are only part of what they wer. 


Put off at night, with Lady Bs hair. 
What bodily fatiguc is half fo bad? 


With anxious care they iabour to be glad. 8 


The tavern ! park ! aſſembly! maſk ! and play! 1 
| Thoſe dear dettroyers of the tedious day ; 8 
That wheel of fops : that ſaunter of the town !. 


| Call it , and the pill goes down. 
Fools grin on fools, and, #2ic-like ſupport, 


| 


Witfiout one figh, the plcaſures of a court. 
Courrs can give "nothing, to the te and good, | 
| But fcorn of pomp, and love of ſolitude. 236 | 
High ſtations tumult, but not bliſs, create: 
None think the Great unhappy, but the Great: 
Fools gaze, and envy ; envy darts a ſting, | 
Which makes a ſwain as wretched as a king. 240 5 


; | 1 envy none their pageantry and ſhow ; 


Tenvry none the gig of their woe. | | 
| Give me, indulgent Gods! with mind treue, | 
And guiltleſs heart, to range the ſylvan ſcene; 
No ſplendid poverty, no ſmiling care, 245 
No weli-bred hate, or ſervile deur, there : 
There pleaſing objects uſeful thoughts ſuggeſt ; ; 
The en ei —— and the / is bleſt ; 8 


; 


To fay you're curicus, when we ſwear you re mad. 
* A iamous Raine | 


& famuns tay lor. 
| | 


What numbers, Here, would into fame advance, | my | 
| | Conſcious a merit, in the coxcomb's Jane ; 
Aud leaves ſtate-rooms to rangers and to duns. l 


254 


On every thorn delightful wiſdom grows; 

In every rill a ſweet inſtruction flows. 450 
But ſome, «atavgbt, o'erhear the whiipering vill, 
In ſpite of ſacred leiſure, blockheads flill : 

Nor ſhoots up ſol'y to a nobler bloom 

In her own native foil, the drewing-room. 


The Squire is proud to ſee his courſers ſtrain, - 
Or well-breath'd beagles ſweep along the plain. 
Say, dear Hyppolitus (whoſe drink is ale, 
Whoſe erudition is a Chriſt-mas tale, 


_ + Whoſe miſtreſs is ſaluted with a ſmack, 


Aud friend receiv'd with thumps upon the 
back) 270 

| When thy fle ek gelding nimbly leaps the mound, 

And Ringwood opens on the tainted ground, 

bs that by praiſe? Let Ringwood's fame alone; 

Juſt Ring wood leaves ęach animal his own; 

Nor envies, when a gypſy you commit. 265 | 

And ſhake the clumſy b. nah with country wit; 

V hen you the dulleit of dull things have Faid, 

And then aſk pardon for the * you made. 
renew; 


Ten thouſand * unſung are flill in view. 270 


Fewer lay-atheifts made by church debates ; 
Fewer great beggars fam'd for large eſtates ; 
Ladies, whoſe love is conſtant as the wind; 
Cits, who prefer a guinca to mankind : | 
| Fewer grave lords to Scrope diſcrectly bend; 
And fewer ſocks a ſtateſman gives his fried. 


Is there a man of an eternal vein, 
| Who lulls the town in winter with his "WIE 
At Buch, in ſummer, chants the reigning laſs, 


And ſweetly whifiles as the waters paſs ? 280 | 


In ſuch a paradiſe to fool their time 2 
None : but why proud of this? to fame they ſoar; 


1s there a tongue, like Delia's o'er her cup, 
That runs for ages without winding-up ? 

Is there, whom his tenth pic mounts to fame ? 

Zuch, and ſuch only, might exhauſt my theme: 
Nr would theſe heroes of the taſk be glad, 285 
For who can write fo faſt as men run mad? 


SATIRE II. 


2 Muſe. proceed, a reach the deſtin'd 
| end; | 
Though foils and 4 the bold taſk attend. 
Aeroes and Gods make other poems fine; 
Plain Satire calls for ſ-»ſe in every line: 
Then, to what ſwarm» thy taults | dare expoſe; s| 
All friends to vice and folly are thy foes. + 
When /uch the foe, a war eternal wage; 
Tis moſt i' l- nature to repr thy rage: 
And if theſe ſtrains ſome nobler Muſe ni. 


I' glory in the verſe I did not write. Ie | 


do weak are human-king by nature FOR | 
Or to ſuch weak neis by their vice betray d. 
Al night / vanity / 'to thee they owe 
"1 );cir 2 f of pleaſure, and their h of woe. 


ou Ike the va, all colours doſt contain, If .* 


Vary ug, bke rays of light, on drop; of ain. 


YOUNG'S POEMS. 


| For every ſonl finds reaſon to he 


Warm in purſu:t of foxes and renown, 
* Hippo [tus demands the fylvan crown; 
j But Florio's fame, the product of a ſhower, 
Grows in his garden, an illuſtrious flower 
Why teems the earth? Why melt the vernal ſkies? 
Why ſhines the fun ? To make + Paul Diack riſe. 
From morn to night has Florio gazing ſtood, 25 
And wonder d how the gods could be fo good; 
What ſhape | What hue! Was ever nymph fo 
fair? 
Ii doats! he dies! he too is rooted there. 
O ſolid bliſs! which nothing can deſt roy, 
Except a cat. bird, ſnail, or idle boy. 30 
In fame's full bloom lies Florio down at night, 
And wakes next day a moſt inglorious wight ; 
The oP s dead! See thy fair ſiſters fate 
OC and be kind ere tis too latce 


Beware, O Floriit, thy ambition's fall. 
| A friend of mine indulg'd this nohle flame; 
A Quaker ſerv'd him, Adam was his name; 
To one lov'd —_ oft the maſter went, 


Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture ſpent ; 


| But came, and miſs'd it one ill-fated hour: 
3 | He rag'd! he roar d! What demon _ "y | 


lower?“ 


me; 


5 „ Fall'n is the baal to which thou bowd'lt hy 


knee.” 


| But all men want amuſement ; aud hee: crime 


We grant they're idle, if they'll aſk no more. 
. We ſmile at Floriſts, we deſpiſe their joy, 


But are thoſe wiſer whom we moſt admire, 
Survey with envy, and purſue with fire ? 


1 0m doating on a flower! 


| A ſhort-liv'd flower ; and » hich has often ſprung 
35 


| From ſordid arts, as Florio? 's out of dung. 


With what, O Codrus! is thy fancy ſmit ? 
The flozver of learning, and the bloom of wit. 


And Epictetus is a perfect beau. 

How fit for thee, bound up in crimſon too, 
Gilt, and, like them, devoted to the view! 

Thy Books are feraiture. Methinks tis hard 
That ſcience ſhould be purchas'd by the yard; 
And Tonſon, turn'd upholſterer, fend home 65 
The gilded leather to fit uh thy room. 


| Thy gaudy fhelves with crimſon bindings glow, | 


i not to ſame peculiar end deſign d, 
| Strdy's the ſpecious tri ing of the mind ; 


* This refers to the firſt Satire, 
+ The name of a tulip, 


Though hiſs'd and hooted by the pointing crowd. 


Nor are thoſe enemies I mention'd, all; 38 


Serene, quoth Adam, Lo "twas cruſh'd by : 


43 


What's — * fighs for wealth, or fame, or 7 pow- 


j | Or 


. — 0 : * 11 : 
* 
a 


And think their hearts enamour'd of a roy : : 56 „ 


SC nm wn e 
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Or is at beſt a frenniery aim, If that a j»// offence to Marcus gave, 


A chace for „hort alone, and not for game. 79 | Say, Marcus, which art thou a Fool, or Luave ? 
I ſo, fure they who the ere volume prize, 


130 
But love the thicket where the quarry lies. For all but ſuch with caution I forbore ; 
On buying books Lorenzo long was bent, That thou waſt either, I nc'er knew before ; 


But found at length that it reduced his rent: | 1 kuow a both tubut thou art, an4 2 ; 
His farms were flown; when lo! a ſale comes on, No maſk good, but Marcus muſt ſhine 


75 through : Fa Ks 
| I Falſe names are vain, lines their author tell; 
A choice collection! what is to be done? Thy beſt concealment had been writing we: j 
He ſello his /aft ; for he the whole will buy; But thou a brave neglect of fome haſt own ; 
Sells ev'n his houſe ; nay, wants whereon to lie: fo fame great genius ! and thy eee 
So high the we — 2 3 30 | Write on unhceded ; and this maxim know, 
For Romans, Greeks, an ientals ran. . 5 
When terms were drawn, and brought him b OTIS WH pardon 8 3 ; 3 
the clerk, | 2 —_ to _ rvite — youn J. hull 
Lorenzo ſign'd the bargain—with his merk. eir peeviſo reaſon; vain of being du | | 
Unlearned men of books aſſume the care, _ | When — home joke has ſtung their Jolcum 
As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair. 
| e—to to be fools ; 
Nat in his authors? liveries alone 335 5 an that Te :etle nature gin af hs 
| Is Codrus' erudite ambition ſhown : 5 | leſs, , 1056 
qditions various, at high prices bought, : lous in the ways of 5 . 
norm the world what Codrus would be thought; | 49 A 28 _ , 
And to this coſt another muſt ſucceed 


Aud diſinherit ſons that are azvaie 


To pay a ſage, who ſuys that he can read; 90 | Theſe, when their utmoſt venum they would 


Who tziiles ki: OS, aud indexes has ſeen; 5 G 
But leaves to Cheſterfield what lies between ; | p 1 | 
| Moſt barbarouſly tell you— He's a wit.” 1 
| Fo rar books — r | Poor negroes, thus, to ſhow their burning wi 
And humbly is contented with their ſegſa. 10 4 
O Stanhape, whoſe accompliſhments make good To fax, re devilifs white, | 


The promiſe of a lony-illuſtrious blood, | Lampridius, from the bottom of his breaſt, | 


| 3 I. arts and runners eminently rac _ I. | Sighs o'er one child ; bur triumphs in the reſt. 
The ſtricteſt bonwr ! and the fineſt ta ſte 7 | 


How juſt his grief + * one carries in his head 155 
955 Accept this verſe if Satire can ages A leſs proportion of the father's lead; 
V ich ſo cenfun.mate an Humanity. — leo And is in gs 7 grace, 
| By your example would Hilario mend; | To riſe above a juſtice o peace . 
bs How 2 it 3 the talents of my friend, | The dungbill- breed of man a diamond ſcorn, 
Who, with the charms of his own genius ſmit, | And feel a paſſion for a gr. in of corn ; * 
Conceives all virtues are compriz d in wit Some ſtupid, plodding, money loving wie 1 
Zut tive his ſer vent petulence may cool; 16 Who wins their hearts by knowing black on 
For though he is a 4vit, he is no fool | white, 3 
la time he'll learn to %, not waſte | his ſenſe; 7 Who with much pains, exerting all his ae 85 
. Nor make a frailty of an excellence. | | Can range aright his ſhillings, pounds, and pence. 


Fle ſpares nor friend nor foe ; but calls to IVY The booby father craves a booby fon, 165 . 
Like dm s- duy, all the faules of all mankind. 110 | and by Heaven s Heng thinks himſelf andere. 
What though ꝛbit tickles? tickling is unſafe, Wants of all kinds are made to fame a plea ; ; 


uin tis fainful while it makes us laugh. | One learns to /; iſp ; another. not to ſee: 
Who, for the poor renown of being ſmart, Miſs D 


| , tottering, catches at your hand: 
Would leave a ſting within a brother's heart? | Was ever thing ſo pretty born to ſtand ? TE 
Parts may be prais'd, good-n:ture is ador'd ; IT * Whilſt theſe, what nature gave, Gn, through | 
Then draw your ö ait as ſeldom as your ſword ; pride, | | | 
And never on the weak; or you'll appear Others affect what nature has deny d; 


As there nv hero, no great genius here. 


What nature has deny'd, fools will purſue 1 1 
As in ſmooth oil the razor beſt is whet, | 


| I As apes are ever walking upon tvs. 
| So wit is by politeneſs ſharpeſt ſet + 5 Craſſus, a grateful ſage, our awe and 8 . 
4 weir want of edge from their ce is ſeen; I Supports grave torms, ſor forms the fage ſup- 
_ pain us 400 oft when exquiſitely kern. port. 176 
he ſame men give is ſor the joy they ſind; Ine hem d cries, with an important air 
Dull is the j er, when the joke's u Kind. . e boa 5 


| I yonder clouds withdraw it will be fair :® 
Since Marcus, doubtleſs, thinks himſelf a | Then quotes che Stagyrite to prove it true; 
wit, 


125 adds, The learn'd delight in ſomethi 
To pay my compliment, what place fo fit ? | 1 _— ” oY » ws — 
His moſt facetious *® letters cams to hand, Is 't not enough the blockhead ſcarce can read, 
Which my Firſt Satire ſweetly reprimand : 


| But muſt he 2 dy look, and gravely plead ? = 


_ 


Letters ſent to the Author, ſigned Marcus. 


256 


———— 


I find 


And juſt diſdain for that poor mimic art ; 


As far a formalift from wiſdom fits, 
m judging cyes, as libertines from wits. 

Theſe ſubtle wights {ſo blind are morta! men, 
Though Satire couch them with her kceneſt pen) 
For ever will hang out a ſolemn face, 

To put off no»/enſe with a better grace: 


As pedlars with ſome hero's head make bold, 


tiiuſtrious mark! where pins are to be ſold. 190 

8 brow, or neck in thought re- 
clin? | 

The body's wiſdom to conceal the mind. 

A man of ſenſe can ar:ifice diſdain ; 

As men of wealth may _ | 

And be this truth eternal ne'er forgot, 

Salemni n bt. 

2b, when 1 behold the frees; 

For un the wiſe man's intereſt to be ſeen. . 


| Hence, Cheſt»ficld, that openneſs of heart, 
200 


Hence (manly praiſe !) that manner nobly free, 


Alf of genius, debonnair and gay, 


Which all admire, and I commend, in thee. 
With generous ſcorn how oft haſt thou ſur- 


vey'd 


Of court and torus the noontide maſquerade; 
Where ſwarms of lnaues the vizor quite diſ- 


| And hide ſecure behind a nated face ? | | 
Where nature's end of language is declin'd, 
And men talk only to conceal the mind; 
Where 
And he who truſts a brother is undone ? 


| Theſe all their care expend on outward ſhow 
For wealth and fame; for fame alone, the beau. 


bo. 


generous hearts the greateſt hazard 
210 


Of late at White's was young Florello ſeen | 


| How blank his look! how diſcompos'd his mien! 


So hard it proves in grief ſincere to feign! 21 


9 5 Suah were his ſpirits; for hiz,coat was plain, | 


| Next day his breaſt regain'd its wonted peace; 

His health was mended with a /ilver lace. 

A curious artiſt, long inur d to toils ; 
Of gentler ſort, with combs, and fragrant oils, 
Whether by chance, or by ſome God inſpir'd, 
So touch d his curls, his mighty foul m_ - og 
Ide well-ſwoln ties av equal hom 


And either ſhoulder has its ſhare 


—— watch-caſe, though Gd 


| Like a good conſcience, ſolid joy ſupplies. 
He only thinks himſelf (fo far from vain 5 


* 


Stanhope in wit, in breeding Deloraine. 


Whene er, by /ceming chance, he throws his eye 


Ou mirrors that refle& his Tyrian dye, 
With how ſublime a tranſport leaps his heart 


2.30 


But fate vrdains that deareſt friends muſt 
In active meaſures, brought from France, he 


wheels, 
And iriumphs, conſcious of his learned heels. 
Zo have | ſeen, on ſeme bright ſuramer's day, 
233 


In linen clean, or peruke undiſguĩis d. 


195 


| When 


And folly joins whom ſentiments divide. 


| You vent your ſpleen, as monkeys, when they : i 


paſs, 
1 Scratch at the mimic monkey in the glaſs; | 
run, While both are oze: and henceforth be it known, 


9 And what wiſe means to gain it haſt thou choſe? 
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Tamas en fe tank, as if inſpir'd by fame, 
Fond of the pretty fellow in the ſtream. 


Moroſe is ſunk with ſhame, whene'er ſurpriz d 
2 
No ſublunary chance his veſtnients fear; 152 


Valued, like leopards, as their ſpots appear. 
A fam'd ſurtout he wears, which once was blue, 


And his foot ſims in a capacious ſhoe . 


One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim ?) 
Level'd her barbarous nceule at his fame ; | 
But open force was vain ; by night the went, 
And, white he ſlept, ſurpris'd the darling rent; . 
Where yawn'd the frieze is now become 3 
doubt ; ER 
wn And glory, at one —_— quite ſhut out : 
230 


He ſcorns Florello, and Florello him; 
This hates the fithy creature, that the prim.: 
Thus, in each other, both theſe fools deſpiſe 
Their own dear ſclves, with undiſcerning eyes; 
Their methods various, but alike their aim; 55 
The. oven and the fopling are the fame. 


Ye whigs and tories! thus it fares with you, 


party-rage too warmly you purſue ; 
Then both club-nonſenſe, and impetuous pride, | 
260 


Fools of both ſides ſhall ſtand for fools alone 
j © But who art Thou?“ methinks Florells 
cries: 265 


Of all thy ſpecies art Thou only wiſe?” 


Since ſmalleſt things can give our fins a twitch, 
As crofling ſtraws retard a paſſing witch, 
Florello, thou my monitor ſhalt be; 

I'll conjure thus ſome profit out of thee... 


ns | 
O Tuov myſelf} abroad our counſels roam, 


And, like ill huſbands, take no care at home: 
Thou too art wounded with the common dart, 


And love of Fame lies throbbing at thy heart; 


275 
Know, fame and fortune both are made 22 
is thy ambition ſweating for a rhyme, 1 
Thou unambitious fool, at this late time? 
While Ia moment name, a moment's paſt: 
I'm nearer death in this verſe, than the 4 /½ - 
What then is to be done? Be wiſe with ſpeed; 


A fool at forty is a fool indeed. 


And what ſo fooliſh as the chace of . 
How vain the prize! how impotent our aim! 
For what are men who graſp at praiſe ſublime, 
But bubbles on the rapid ſtream of time, 286 
That riſe, and fall, that ſwell, and are no mares 


Vorn, and forget ten thouſand in an hour? 


_ * Milton. 
ew © A 
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Like an old Druid from his hollow oak, 
Az travers ſolemn, and as boding, cries, 
Ten thuuſand worlds for the tbree unities ! py» 
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SATIRE III. 


10 
THE RIGHT HON. MR. DODING TON. 
| Nags Dodington. in | debt, I long have 
ſought 
To eaſe the burthen of my gratefu! thought ; 
And now a puet's gratitude you ſee : 
Grant him fro favours. and he'!] alk for thrce + 
For whoſe the preſent glory, or the gain? 5 
don give protection, | a wortlileſo ſlrein 
on love and feel the poet 5 ſacred flame, 
And know the baſis of a lolid fame; 
Thenyh prone to like, yet cautzous to commend, 
You r:ad with all the malice of a friend; Io 
Nor f2vour my attempts that way alone, | 
But, more to raiſe my verſe, concca! your own. 


An jÞ-tim'd modeſty! turn ages o'er, 
When wanted Brain bright examples more ? \- 


Her /earni»g, and her genius too, decays; 15 

And dark and cold ave het declining days; 

As il men now were of another caſt, | 
They meanly live on alu of a ges paſt. — 


Men ſtill are men; and they Soo boldly dare, 
Shall triumph o'er "the ſons of cold deſpair ; 
Or, if they ſail, they juſtly ſtill take placa 
Ot fuch who ru in debt for their diſgrace; 
Who borrow much, then fairly make ic known, 
And damn it with izprovem-nts of their own. 
We bring ſome new materials, and what's old 25 


20 


e New caſt with care, and in no lem d mould; 


Late times the verſe may read, if theſe refuſe; 
And from ſour critics vindicate the Muſe. 
Four work is long.” the critics cry. 

And lengthens ſtill, to take in fools like you: 30 
dnorten my labour, if its length you blame: 
For, grow but wiſe, you rob me of my game; 
As haunte] bags, who, while the dogs purſue, 
Renoance their four legs, and ſtart up on two. 


LIL.ike the bold bird upon the bauks of Nile, 35 
That pics the teeth of the dire ce ie, 

WII Lenjoy (dread feaſt !) the critic's rage, 

And with the fell royer feed my page. 

For what ambitious fouls are more to blame, 
Than thoſe who thunder in the critics name? 40 
Good authors damn'd, have their revenge in * 

Io ſee what wretches gain the praiſc they ms. 


Zalbutius, muffled in his fable cloak, 


Ye doctors ſage, who through Parnaiſus teach, 
Or quit the tub, or practiſe what you preach. 


One judges as the weather dictates; right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night : 
Another judges by a ſucer gage, 
| An author's 2. inciples, or Pt arentage; 
Since his great auccitors in Flanders fell 
The poem acubtlęſs muſt be written well. 
Another judges by the writer's dect; 5s 
Another judges, for he hegt it: beo 
Vor. VIII. | 


| 


' 


| 


ö 
To gain themſelves, not give the writer, fame. 
The very beſt ambilionſfy adviſe, | 


257 


_ = their knack of g wrong to 


BA cep; 
Some judge, becauſe it i» too ſoon to ſleep. 


Thus all will judge, and with one ſingle aim, 


Half to ferve you, and half to paſs for wiſe. 


Critics on verfe, as /b on triumphs wait, 
Praclaim the glory, an! augment the ſtate ; 
| Hot, envious, noiſy, proud, the ſcribling fry 65 


| Burn, hiſs, and bonn e, waſte paper, ſtink, and 


die. 
crown 


Not all on 6:24; their :-71:4-/ waſte ; 
| The genius of a 4% forme jnitly taſte. 
And eat their way to fume ; 

thought 


Ine ſalu a is relus. d, the turbot bought. 
Impatient art rebukes the fun's delay, = 
| And hids December yield rhe fruit of May 


| heir various cares in one great point conꝛbine 
7 he buſineſs of their lives, that is—4 dine. 

| Half of their precious day they give the | 293 
And to a kind dig. eſt ton ſpare the reſt. 


Apicius, here, the taſter of the town, 
Freds twice 2 week, to ſettle their renown. 80 | 


Theſe worthies of the palate guard with cars 


| 


The ſacred annals of their bilfs of fare ; | 
In thoſe choice books their panegyrics 
And ſcorn the — chat for hunger ind. 


i If man by feeding we! commences great, 


. "To glory ſome 3 a ab FRY 


meat, 


. Tliewvcs of renown, and il ferers of fame: 


5 Their front ſupplies what their ambition lacks ; | 


| They know a thouſand lerds, bind their N 
Cattil is apt to wink upon a peer, 9r 
When turn d awcay, with a familiar leer; | 
And Harvey's eyes, unmercifully keen. 


ten. 


ö | Niger adopts tray libels; wiſcly prone, 


To cover thame ſtill greater than bis o. 
Bathylius. in the winter of threeſcore, 
Belies his innocence, aud keeps a whore. 


| Abſcnce of mind Braba.ztio turns to fume, 


And takes a memoraudun tr 20 
Thus vain, not kauwing what "adorns or blots 


Men forge the ptents that create them fots. 


As love of pleaſurs :o pain betrays, 8 


50 So moſt grow infamous through love of praiſe. 


But whence for praiſe can ſuch an ardue rue. 


| ros 


Rail on, my friends! what more my verſe can 
Th m Compton's ſmile, and your obliging frown ? | 


70 
with anxious 


76 


*/ 


| | Much more the worm to whom — = Y 
ria true, ES 8 5 | 


2 Have murter'd ſops, by whom ſhe ne'er was 


| Learns to mite, nor knows his brother's name "0 
45 | Has words and chauęl sin nice 4% rler ſets 


When thoſe, who bring chat i2cenſe, we deipile ? 


For ſuch the vanity of gre:.t and ſmall, 


Contempt goes round, and all men laugh at al. 


Nor can ever Satire blame them; for tis true, 
They have * cauſe for what they do. 
2 L | 0 — 


, * 
© © - - —— ̃ oo — —— a 
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O fruitfui Britain! doubtleſs thou waſt meant | 
A nurſe of fools, to ſtock the continent. 
Though Phoebus and the Nine for ever mow, 115 
Rank folly undernea h the ſcythe will grow. 
The plentcous harveſt calls me forward til, 
„Till 1 iurpaſs in length my Lawyer's bill; 
A Welſh deſcent, which well-paid heralds damn; 
Or, loneer ſtill. 2 Dutche ar“ cpigram | I20 
Whe n, cloy'd, in fury I throw down my pen, 

In comes a coxcomb, and I write again. 


Sce Tityrus, with merriment poſſeſt, 

Is burſt with laughter, ere he heors the jeſt: 
Wat need he Day? for when the jeſt iso rr. 
His teeth will be no whiter than befors. 126 
Is there of thee, ye fair! ſo great a dearth, 

That you need purchaſe mo»icy; for your mirth ! 

Some, vain of pair: tings, bid the world admire ; 
Of horſes ſome ; nay, houſes that they hire: 130 


Some (perfect wiſdom ) of a beautcons 20 ies -þ : 
Of evcry charm and virtue ſhe's voſt, Tek : 


Sometimes, through pride, the ſexes e | 


And Loaft, like Cordeliers, a ſcourge for litc. 


| their airs; 

Ay lord has v2pour:, and my lady frrears : 
Then, firanger ll on turning of the wind, 
TA lord wears breeches and my lady s kind. 


7 ſhow the ſtrength. and infamy of pri, 

By all *tis follow'd, and by all | deny' d. = 
_ What numbers are there, which at once purſue. 
Praiſe, and the glory to contemn it, too: 2 140 
Vincenna knows ſelf-praiſe betrays to ſfbames 
And therefore lays a ſtratagem for fame; 8 
Makes his approach in modeſly s diſguiſe, 

To win applauſe; and takes it by ſurprize. 

* 'To cre,” fays he, in ſmall thing, is my 
fn.” 125 
Von know your anfwer, © he's exact in great. 

© My fie,” ſays he, « is rude and full. of 
| tanks.” -- - -. 

„ But oh ! what ſenſe ! what evergy of 
| thoughts | 3 | 
That he wants algebra, he muſt conſeſs; 


„But not a foul to give our arms ben 15 b 


Ah! that's an hit indeed,” Vincenna crics ; 
% But who in heat of blood was ever wiſe | 
on 'twas wrong, when thouſands call d 

| back 
To make that hopeleſs, ill-advis'd . 
All ſay, twas madneſs; nor dare ! deny; a $5 
+ ſure never ſooi fo well deſerv'd to dic.“ 
Could this deccive in others to be ſree, | 
It ne'er, Vincenpa, could deceive in 742 ! 
Whoſe conduct is a comment to thy tongue, 


So clear, the-lulleſt cannot take thee wrong. 160 


Alu on one lee ve wilt thy revenues wear; 
And kaunt the court, without a proſpedt there. 
Are theſe 5 for renown? Conſeſs 
"Thy litile ſel/ tl. pe hap ſcorn thee leſs. 

c 


Be wiſe, Vin 2, and the court forſake ; 16e| 
* fortunes there, nor tho, nor 7, ſhall make. 
Lvcn mer F merit, cre their point they gain, 

Ji; hardy ſervice make a loug can: paign | 
Mott marfully beſiege he patron's gate, 
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With painful art, and application warm, 
| And take, at lat, fome /1/e place by ſtorm; 
Er.ongh to ke:p /2r9 ſors on ſunday clean, 
And favve open diſerectiy, in Sheer-Lane. 
Already thi; t! ay fortune can afford; 175 
| Jn. ſtarve without the favour of my lord. 
Tis true, great fortunes ſome great men con- 
fer. 
But often, even in doing right, th-y err: 
From capri, not from choice, their favcurs 
come : 7 | 
| They give but think it toil to know to whom: 
i he man that's neareſt, yerw:1i;g, they advance: 
is ib manity to bleſs by chance. 
if merit ſucs, and greatneſs i is {0 oth 
| To break its downy tran.e, I pity 5:5. 


{ grant at court. Philander, at his n:ed, 13; 
| (Tianks to his lovely wiſe) finds ſricnds in- 
| deed, | 


Phiancer! thou art e: quittcly bleſt; 
The public envy ! now then, tis allow 'd, 
The men is found, who may be 2 PE 


A dition feeds on treſh, and loaths a feaſt; 
For, lo! Phi ander, of reproach afraid, 


| In ſecret loves his wife, but reps ber maid. | 


| Some nymphs ſell reputation ; ; others buy; ; 


And love a market where the rates run high; 
Italian muſic's ſweet, becuſe tis dear; 

| Their vanity is tickled, not their car: 
heir taſtes would lellen, if the prices fell, 


And Sh akeſpeareꝰs wretched fluit do * FR | 
wcl.; : 200 


Away the diſinchanted fair would ho, 
And eren, that Engliſh is their n:other tongue. 


| To ſhow how much our northern taſtes reſine, 
In pericu ny mpass our pcereſſes cu: nine; 


Bchold e maſquerade's fantaſlic ſcene ! 
The Legiſiature join d with Drury-Lane ! 


| When Britain calls, ch' embroid:r'd patriots ren, 
| And ſerve their coun;ry—if the dance is done. 210 


Are we not then allow'd to be polite :“ 


4 Yes, Couhtleſs ; but firſt ſet your wotions right. 


I vrib, of politen fs is the neediul ground ; 


*118 /0id bodies only poliſs well. 


To turn a willing world nm righteous wevs! 
Well, Reydegger, doſt thou thy er ſerve ; 

| Wal has he feen his ſervant ſhould not ſtarve, 

| Thou to his name haſt ſplendid remples rais'd; 

In various forms of 0 e ſcen him prais' d, 

| Gaudy devotion, like a Roman, ſhown, 

And ſung ſweet anthems in a tongue unto tw/te 

Interior oficrings to chy god of vice 225 

Are duly paid, in fiddles, cards, and dice; 

Thy facritice ſupicme, an Wr 


And ot repuls d, as vit attack the great 177 


= 


Tat lviema rite ot miduight maſqueradcs ! 


2 aan. 


but, fee ! how Gckly is amb:tion's tate! 191 


| While tradiſeen ſtarve, theſe Philomels are ay; "EX 
For g enctous lords had rather give than pay. 266 


Where that is wanting. 'bis can ne'er be found. 
Iriller: not ev'n in trifles can excel; 215 


Great, choſen prophet ! for theſe latter days, 


iu 
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U m:id%s the quite exhauſted town denios, 
An Lurdred head of euch ili may ſui? Te. 


land, 
To ſee the fifty chrrches at a ſtand. 
And that thy miniſter may never ſail, 
But what thy hand has planted ſtill prevail, 
Of ztner f ap bets a ſucceſhion ſure 
Ile propagation of thy z al ſecure. 


$02 commons. peers, and minifters of ſlate, 
In ſnemu council met, and dee <p &: hate ! 
Whþ.t Codlike enterprise is tak king birth? 
Wh. t wonder opens on th' expecting earth? 240 
is dne] with loud opylauſe the cou. ncil rings! 
Tu dis the fate of wore and 4. .-, % J 


Tlcegh bold theſe truths, thou, Xue, with 
| truths like theſe, 

_ Wilt none offend, w hom ris a praiſe to plea 
Let others flatter to be fi:tter'd, thou. 

| Li! KC juzt is ret: nude, ben 0 an awful hrow. 
Hos terrible it were to common-ſenſe, 
Isert: a Satire, which gave nonc oi nce / 


Aud, fince from /i/e I take the draughts you | 


2. 


235 


22 


If men iſlike them, do they cenſure me ? 
Ihe fool, aud knave, tis glorious to offend, 
And Godlike an attempt the world to m ud, 
The world, where lucky throws to Block heads fal!, 
K. :77:5 know the game, and bon, t men ray * 
_ How hard for real worth to gun its price ! 
Aman ſhall mak: his fortune in a trice, 
If bleſt with ptiant, though bur ſlender, ſenſe, 
Feign'd modeſty, and real impudence : 
A {uppie knee, fravotu tongue, an eaf; 7 grace, 
A curie within, a ſinile upon bis face; 260 
A bcauteous ſiſter, or convenient wite, 
Are pri ges in the lottery of lite ; 
Cemus and Virtue they will ſoon defeat, 
And lodge you iu the bofom of the great. SOS 
Jo n erit. is but to provide a i 263 
For niens' refuſing what you ought to gain. 9 


May, Dod:ngton, this maxim fail in vou, | 
Whom my pr: laging theuꝝ hts already view | 
By Walpole's conduct fir'd, and friendſhip grac'd, | 
Still higher in your Prince's favour plac'd; 270 
And lending, lere, thoſe awful councils aid. 
Which you, adruad, with ſuch ſucceſs obey'd! 


3 0 


Bear ibis frun che, who holds you — 5 


dear; 


* What nuolt we with, with caſe we = ney n-ar, | 


SATIRE lv. 
| ro THE | 
: RIGHT HON. SIR SPENCER COMPTON. 


OUND fome fair tree tv am:ditions wood- 
b:ne grows, 
Aud breathes her tweets on the ſupporting 
boughs ; 


So ſweet the ve, the ambitions verſe, Ron! "mY 


230% O! parton mine) that hopes ſupport from thee ; þ 
Thou ſmil'ſt, well pioas d with the converted Thee, Comp: on. horn o'er ſenates to prefide, 5 


| Their dizu/ty to raiſe, their councils guide; 


| Thy finiles e her, while thy talents fire, 


245. 20 
| But patriots differ ; ſome may ſhed chete blood, 


| Ge nations fave, and puppies plots betray. 


1 Poor Chremcs can't conduct his ow ate, 


| G-henno leaves the realm to Chremes' {kiil, 


| 40 
I Dcep in the ſecret, he looks through the nets, 


| And falling focks quite cur'd ar unbelicſ? = 
| White che fun ſhiues, Blunt talks with wondrous | 


| But thunder mars ſmall! beer, and weak 22 


pop us. 


29 


Dey to diicern, and widely to ſurvey, 

And kingdoms fates, without ambition, weigh , 
0! diftant virtnes nice extremes to blend, 

the Crovn's aflertor, and the · People's kriend: 
Nor Gott thou ſcorn, a:nid ſublimer views, 

o litten to the lal ours uf the Muſe; 


| And tis but W 4 thy glery to % Die. 

Vex'd at a pubic fame, 13 juttly won, 1 
Te jcawas Clu cues is wath ſpicen undone ; 1 
Chremes, for airy penſions of ronon, 

De votes his ſ:rvice to the State and Crown; 

All ſchemes he knows, aud, knowing, all im- 
proves, 

The 'vch Britain's thankleis, ſtill this N 

| loves: 

He drinis his cee, ſor the public g good; 

Conſults the iacred ſteam, and there ſore ſces 

Wh: ſtorms, er ſun-ſhine, Providence decrees; = 

| Knows, for each day, the weather of our fate; 28 

A Quidnuuc is an almenect of State. 


| You ſmile, anc. think this ſtateſman void of uſd 


Why may not time his ſecret worth produce ? 
Since apes can roalt the choice Caſtauian Nut, 
Since feds of genius art expert at Put; 3 | 
5ince half the Senate: Not content“ can ſay, 


What makes % model n and | counſel | | j 
kings? ; 
An incapacity for ſmaller things: | 


* 


po \ 
A nd thence has undertaken Europe's fate. 5 


N 

f 

1 
4 


And boldiy claims a province higher pts 
Jo raile a name, th' ambitious boy has 
At once, a Bible and a ſhoulder-hnat ; 


And pities the dull rogue that ſaves bis f | 

To talk with reverence you muſt take good heed, | | 
Nor ſhock his tender re2jun with the Creed: 
Howe'er well-bred, in public he complies 
Obliging friends alone with blaſphemies. 


Peerage is poiſon, good eſtates are bad 
For this E:tc ie; poor rugues run ſeldom mad. 
lade not te. brought unhop'd rel. ef, 


2 
E 


40 : ; 


ſorce ; 


— ̃ —U * a 8 8 


Such afeful »f/ruments the weather ſhow, 

Jult as their mercusy is high or low: 

Leaith chic ſi)y keeps an Atheiſt in the dark; 5s | 
A ſever argues better than a Clarke: | 
Let hut the logick in his pulſe decay, 

Ahe Grecian he'il renounce, and learn to pray; | 
While C niuurn-, with an uaf-igned zeal, 
Th' apoſtate youth, who reaton d once lo well. 60 


— 
A 22 


8 will fright you, E engage; 
By nature fireams run backward, flame deſcends. | 
Stones mount, and Suſlcx is the worlt of friends; | 
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"i 


, who makes merry with the Crecd, 
He almoſt thinks he diſbelieves in: ; 
But only thinks ſo; to give both tneir due, 
Satan, and be. believe, and trembte too. 
Of ſome for glory ſuch the boundleſs rage, 
That they're the blackeſt /candu! of "_ 


Narciſſus the Tartarian club dif. laims; 


| maden tis true; 
But pays his debts, and viſt, when Tis due; 
His character and gloves are ever clean, | 
And then, he can out-bow the bowing dran; 
A ſmile eternal on his lip he wears, 


Which equally the wiſe and worthleſs ſhares. 


In gay fatigues, this moſt undaunted — 
Patient of idlengſi beyond relief, 
Moſt charitably lends the town bis face, 
- For ornament, in every public place; 
As ſure as card, he to th' . em comes, 
And is the furniture of drawing- rooms: 


65 


75 


80 


When Ombre calls, his hand and heart are free, 
And, juin d to two, he fails not —to make threr: 


Norciſſus is the glory of his race; | 
For who does nothing with a better grace? 


Such ſhining vxpletives of human kind, 


„ along, 

— Sa to be riche, and fo/7on to be wrong. | 
To counteypoiſe this hero of the mode, 
Tome for renown are ſingulur and :d/; 
What other men diſlike, is ſare to pleaſe, 
Of all mankind, theſe dear antipodet ; 


To deck my lift, by nature were deſign'd 


85 


bo want, while through blank life aer dream | 


Through pride, net malice, they — 


Aud birth-doys are their days of dreſſing ill. 
Arbuthnot is a fool, and F— 3 fage, 


95] 


1c 


| They take their reſt by day, and wake by night, | | 


And bluſh if you ſurprize them in the ri 67; 


Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 
A fool in but a fool that's out. 

His paſſion for abſurdity's ſo ſtrong, 

He cannot bear a rival in the wrong; 


Though wrong the mode, comply ; more ſenſe | 


is ſhewn | 
In wearing bers ſollies, than your oren. 
| BF what is out of faſhion moſt you prize, 


220 | 


 Methinks you ſhould endeavour to be wiſe. | 


But what in oddueſs can be more ſublime 


Than Sloane the foremoſt toyman of his time ? 


His nice ambition lies in curious fancies, 
His daughter's portion a rich Hell inhances, 
And aſhmole's baby-houſe is, in his view, 
Britannia's golden mine, a rich Peru! 


115 


| How his eyes langvifh ! how his thoughts adore 

| That painted coat, which Jo! :eph never wore | 

| He ſhews, on holidays, a ſacred pin, 

That touch'd the ruff, that touch'd Queen Bef.'s 
| chin. 


2 — 


be 


more, 


r | Was ever year unbleſt a:. L N he'll cry, 125 
'0 1 * It has not brought us one new butter iy? 


In times that ſuffer ſuch learn'd men as 7he/+, 
3 y ! how came you to pleaſc ? 


Not raudy butterflies are Lico's game ; 8 
But. in eſſect, his chace is much the Hos: 1 | 
Warm in purſuit, he levees all the great 

Staunch to tne foot of title and fate : 

Where-e'cr their lordſtipe 80, ti ey never find 

Or Lico, or their fudors, lag behind; 

He fets them ſure, where-e'cr their rdſoips run, | 
Ciole at their elbows, as a morning dun ; | 
As if their grandeur, by contagion wrought, 
Ind fame was like a fever, to be caught: 

Put after ſeven years dance, from place to place, 

The * Daue is more familiar with his Grace. 140 


Who'd be a crutch to prop a rotten peer; 


0 | Or living pendant dangling at his car, 


For ever whitpcring ſecrets, which were blown 
For months before, by trumpets, through the 
| n : 
V ho'd be a gloſs, with flattering grimace, 146 

Still to reflect the temper of his face; 


4 Or happy pin to ſlick upon his fleeve, 


When my lord's gracious, and r 
leave; 

Or cuſpion, when his heavineſs ſhall pleaſe 

To lo:l, or thump it, for his better aſe; 150 

Or a vile but, for noon, or night, beſpoke, 

| Shes the peer raſbly ſwears heli club his joke! E 
Who'd thake with te though he could not 
find 

His lordſhip's jeſt; or. if his noſe broke wind, 


For bleſſings to the gods proſoundly bow, 135 


hat cau cry, Chimmcy ſweep,” or drive a 
ough ? 


; a | . 
they by change blurt out, ere well aware, f With 8 mean the uibe that 5 


g a2 or Queenſberry is fair. 


| 4 abe wits n e 
The men of ink, or ancient authors lye; 169 


The writing tribe, who ſhameleſs audtien hold 
Of praiſe, by inch of candle to be ſuld: | 
All men they flatter, but themſelves the moſt, 
With deathleſs ſame, their everiaſting _ 
For fame no cully makes ſo much her jeſt, 


| As her old 4 ſpark, the bard — 9 


Boyle ſhines in council, Mordaunt in | 
fight, : 
© Pelham's magnificent, but I can write, 


* A Dan'ſh dog of the Duke of Argyl. 


and. 
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„ And what to my great foul like glory dear?“ 
Till ſom2 god whiſpers in his tingling car, 170 
That fame' s unwholeſome taken without me..t, 
And life is beſt ſuſtain'd by what is eat : 
Grown lean, and wiſe, he curſes what he writ, 
And wilhes all his wants were in his ot. 

Ah! what avails it, when his dinner loſt, 
That his triumphant name adorns a puff ? 
Or that his ſhining page provoking fare |) 
Defend: Sirloins, which ſons of duloef; cat ? 

V. hat foe to verſe without compaſſion hears, 


| What cruel proeſo-man can refrain from tears, 180 


When che poor Muze, for leſs than half a crown, 
A preflitute on every bulk in town, 

With other whores undone, though not in 
Clubs credit for Geneva in the miur ? 


Ye bard why will you farve, to be adi, , 
Deſunct by Phabus' laws, beyond redreſs | 
Why will your ſpectres haunt the frighted preſs ? 
Bad metre, that excreſcence of the head, 

Like hair, will ſprout. although the poet's dad. 
All other trades demand, verſe · makers beg ; 191 
A dedication is a wooden leg; 

A barren Labeo, the true mumpers faſhion, 
Expoſes borrow'd bra: to move compaſſian, 
Though ſuch myſelf, vile bards I diicommend; 

| Nay more, though gencle Damon is my fied. 

ls t then a crime to write? If talent rare 
Peoclaim the god, the crime is to forbear « r 
For ſome, though few, there are ge minded 


men 7 


- Who wen vation n i - ane | 


Wno _ the Muſe's worth, and therefore 


i Their pry her theme, their bouuty her fup-| | 


port; | 
| Who ſerve, — d, the —— to wit; 
My ſole excuſe, alas! ſor having writ. 
Arx yll true wit is ſtu lious to reſtore; i 
And Dorſet ſmiles, it Phœbus ſmil'd 'before ; "Wa 
Pembroke in years the long-lov'd arts * 
And Henrietta like a Muſe inſpires. 


But, ah! not inſpiration can obtain 

| That fame, which poets languiſh for in vain. 

How mad their aim, who thirſt for glory, 

3 we 

70 graſp, what no man can poſſeſs alive ! 

Fame's re erfion in which men take place 

(O late reverſion 1) at their own deceale, 

This truth 22 Lintot knows ſo well, 215 
Ile * authors, that their works uy 


25 That fowe is wealth fantaſtic poets cry; 
That zuculib is fame, another clan reply; 
Who know no guilt, no ſcandal, but in rags ; 
And. ſtuell in juꝛt proportion to their bags. 


Nor only the low-boin, deform'd, and old, 
Think glory nothing but the — of gold ; 
The firſt 5 young lord, which in the Mall you 


Stall march! u. verieſt huncks in Lombard- | 4 


* 
— 


220 


| 


3 


, 


| 


in- | Nay, a dell ſberiff for his golden chain. 


| 


ö 


—By 
— TV. * 


From reſcued candles ends, "who, rais 


| 


cries, 
' While love of glory ſpark 


All ſoldiers valeur, ail divines have grace, 


fe 
A lweet revenge, and Baff ahſctves his ſword. 250 


261 


is'd a ſum, 225 
And ſtar ves, to join a Penny to a plumb. 


| A beardleſs miſer ! lis a guilt unknown 


| To former times, a ſcandal a/ our own. 


Of ardent lovers, the true modern 
Will mortgage Celia to redeem their land. 230 | 
For love, young, noble, rich, Caſtalio dies; 
Name but the fair. love ſwells into his eyes. 
Divine Monimia, thy fond fears lay down ; 
No rival can prevail—but Baff a crown. 


Fle glories to late times to be convey'd, 

Not for the poor he has rc/iev'd, but mad. 
Not ſuch ambition his great fathers fir d. 5 
When r — and half France ex- 


pir d 
He'd be a flave, a pimp, a dog, for gain: 


235 


„ Who'd be a flave * the gallant Colonel 


les from his eyes: 
To deathleſs fame he loudly pleads his right 
Foſt is his title—for he will not fight : - 
All maids of honour beau/y—by their place: 


| But, when indulging on the laſt campaign, 


His loſty terms climb o'er the hills of flain ; 
gives the ſoes he flew, at each vain word, = 


Of leg more than of a bomb afraid, 


| A ſoldier lſhuuid be modeſt as a maid: 
Fame is a bubble the reſerv'd enjoy; 


Who ſtrive to graſp it, as they touch, "fey : 
Tis the worlJ's debt to deeds ot high degree ; 


| 255 5 | 


Bue if you pay yourſelf, the world is free. i 

Were hens ao 2amges to ſpeak them but his | 
own, 

Auguſtus deeds in arms had ne'er been known. 

Auguſtus” deeds ! if that ambiguous name 

Confounds my reader, and miſguides his aim, 20 

Such is the Prince's worth, of whom 1 

The Roman would not bluſh at the miſtake. | 


SATIRE v. 
8 


won EN. 


FFC 


Of all God's works! Creature in whom ex- 
ct d, 
„Whatever can to fight, or thought, be 
1 | 
„Holy, Divine, good, amiable, or ſweet ! 
6 How art thou lot! — 
| | 5 | Mir Trox. 


OR reigns ambition in bold man alone; 
dolt fene hearts the rude invader * 


7 


262 


Eut there, indeed, it deals in nicer things, | 
Than routing aries, and dethroning kings : 
Attend, and you diſcern it in the fair 
Conduct a finger, or reclaim a heir; 
Or roll the lucid orbit cf an eye; 
Or. in full joy, elaborate a /. 
The fex we hor our, thou; gh their faults we 


blame; 


Ray, thank their faults for ſack a fruitful theme: 


10 
A theme, fair ! doubly kind to me, 
Since fatmizing theſe i is pratting er; | 
VWhowouldſit not bear, too modeltly reli d, 
A panegyric of a gre ler kind 
- Bricannia's daugliters, much more fair than 
nice, | 
Too fond of admiration, loſe their price; 
Worn in public cye, give cheap delight 
Jo throngs, and tarmuth to the fated fight: 
As vnreſerv'd, and beautcous, as the ſun, 
Through cvery. gn of vanity they run; 
| Affemblies, Packs. coarſc fcalts in City- halls, 
_ LeGures, and Trials, Plays, Committ©cs, Balls, 
Weils, Bedlams, Fetecutions, Smithſieid ſcencs, 
And Fortune telleis Caves, and Lions Dens, 
Taverns, Exchanges, Bridewells, Drawing-—. 


25 


20 


rooms, 
Iitallmerts, Pillorics, Coronations, Tombs, 
Tumblers, and Fun- rals, Puppect-ſtows, Reviews, 
Sales, Races, . bbets, (and, ſtill. ſtranger!) | 
0 | 
_ Clarinda's boſom "TIRE but burns for Fame; 
And Love lies vanquiſu'd in a robler frame: 39 | 
_ Warm gleams of hope ſhe, not, diſpenſes; then, 
Like April ſuns. Gives into clouds again: 
With all her luſtre, veto, her lover warms : | 
Then, eut of 72 Nation hides her charms : 
Tias, next, her pleaſure ſweet'y to complain, ze | 
And to be taken with a ſudden yan; 
Then, ſhe ſtarts up, all ecſtaſy and bliſs, | 
And is, ſweet foul! juſt as ſincere in this: 
O how ſhe rolis her charming eyes in ht. 7 
And looks delightſully with all her mieim! 40 
But, like our heroes, much more brave than wile, 
She conquers for the ?:jumph, not the prize. 


1 
Zara reſzmbles Ana crown'd with ſnows; 


Without ſhe fret zes, aud within ſhe glows: 
Twice ere the ſun deſcends, with zeal inſpir Io 4 4 5 
From the vain converſe of the world retir'd, 
She reads the hut and chapters for the day, 
_ In—Cleoparre, ar the latt new play. 
Thus gloomy Zara, with a folemn grace, 
. .4 Peccives mankind, and hides behind her face. 50 | 


Nor far beneath her in renown, is ſhe, 

V ho through good breeding 1 is ill company; 
. Whoſe manners will not let her larum ct ale, 
Who thinks you are vhappy, when at peace ; 

To find you news, vw ho racks her ſubtle head, 55 
And vo that her great · grandfather is dead. 


= earth of erde a commun, need not fear ; 

Tut 'tis a talk ivgend to lcaru— fo Los : 

In that the {kit of converſation lics; 

That forwws, ur wie: you both polize and _ 
| E 


j But if, by 3 an i- ap ted word 


T5] 


| Put keen Xantipre, ſcorning berrow'd flame, 
Lau vent her thuncers, and her liphtnings play, 
O'er cooling grucl and compoſing tee : 


is 't not cuou⁰τꝗl plagues, urs, and famines, ri 
To laſh our crimes, but muſt our wives he 20? 


| Supeciiuons aid! unneceſſary (kill! 


YOUNG's POEMS. 


| _ 4 cries, * Let nymphs who nought can 
| Y 
Be loſt in ſilence and refipn the day; 
And let the guilty wife her guilt confeſs, 
By tame bchav:our, and a ſoſt addreſs ! 
| Through virtue. foe reſuſes tu comply 
With all the dictates of 52 ;oanity ; | 
Through v iſdom, fe refuſes to ſubmit 
To wiidom' s rules, and raves to prove her w; 
Then, her unb!emiih'd honour to maintain, 
R.jects her Lujband's hindueſs with difdain: 


65 


7 
Drops ſrom the lip oſ her un wary lord, 
Her darling china, in a vHhqiclwind ſent, 

Juit intczrues the lady's diſchutent. 


the meekeſt dame; 75 


Wine may iudeed excite 


Nor reſt, by night, but, more ſincere than ric-, 
dhe ales the curtains with her bad advice: do 
Doubly, like echo, ſourd is her delight, | 
nd the Haff word is her eternal right. 


i's 


Famine, plague, 
; th roy 
Of guilt- avenging ills, to man 1 
What bla. what cenſcleſ. cares behege our fate! 
What firokes we ſcel from fancy, and from fate! 
l fate forbears us, fancy ſtrikes the blow ; 
We made misfortune ; ſuicides in woe 


war, and an unnumber'd 


05 


ä 


l. nature backward to torment, or kill? 
How olt the 2:5, how oft the rttuight, bell, REED 
(That iron ton ue of death!) with ſolemn nell, 
On Zolly's errands 24 we v inly roam, 95 


| Knocks at our hearts, aud fi. :ds our thoughts from | 
home ? 


| Men drop ſo faſt, erc life? s mid ſtage we tread, 
| Few know fo many tricnds alive, as A ad. 


Vet, as #z:mertal, in our uphill chacs r- 

We — coy Fortune with unſlacken d pace ; 
103 
Our ardent labours for the ways we ſeek, | 
Jon night to day, and Sunday to the wok; * 
Our very joys are anxi ous, and expire 
Between fulicly and. /c e. ce fre. 5 OT 7 
Now what reward lor all tnis grief and toil} ? 195 | 
But exc; a female friend's endearing ſmile; 


IA tender ſmile, our ſorrows? only balm, 


| And, in life's tempeſt, the fad faiior's calm. 
Eow have I ſeen a gentle nymph draw nigh, 

Peace in her air. perſuaſion in herege; 110 
Victorious tenderneſs, it all o'ercame, 
.und look mi.d, and fan wner grow tame. 

| The Sylvan race our alive uymphs purſue z : 
Van is not all rhe game they have in view; 

lu woods and fields their giory they complete; 

| There 1 uſter Betty leaps a five: barr d 4 ; 
While ſair A. Charles to toilets is confin'd, 


Nor ralhiy tempts cue becbarous la aud wind 7. 


Zone 
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dome nymphs affe & a more heroic breed. 
And vo'r from hunters to the man und feed ; 
Comand his prancings with a martial air, 
Aud Fob-rt has the forming of the Fur. 


More than oe ſteefl muſt Delia's empire fecl, 

Who firs triumphant cler the flying abel; 

Aud as ſhe guides it throvg zh ch' admiring tnrong, 
125 

With what an air ſhe ſmacks the „len thang } 

Grace ſul 25 Joan, ſhe moderates the reins, 

And whiiles ſweet her 4: ret: ſtruins: 

So{o% ri lite, ſuch charieteers as 11% 


Ly drive fix 1 monarc9s, it they plenſe : 


1 
Thicy div, rern, run, with love of glory ſmit, I 
Leap, fact, ſoret fyirg, aud pronounce on wit. 


O'er the Belle lettres lovely Daphne reigas: 
Axain the god apollo Maar, ber chains: 
Win legs teſs'd high, on her ſpphee fie * 135 
Vouchſ3fing © -ndience to contending wits : 
t each perſorwance the's the final tell 
One act read o'cr, ſhe propheſtes the vel; 
And then, pronet ancing wind deciũve air, 
Tully convinces all the tow jy, ag s fair. 

Had lovely Depine Hecateſſa's face, | 
How won d her cl:gznce of taſte decreaſe ! 
Some Iaites * judgment in their ſeaturcs lies, 
Ana all their g- ſpark: es 'rom their eyes. 
But hold, ſhe crits, laripooner ! have a care; 

| —_— 
Muſt | want common ſenſe, "SG. 92 1 I'm fair? 
Oro: ſee Stella; her eye Frine a» bright, 
As if her a was newer in the right; 
And yet whort reel harning, judgment, fire! 
Sh ſeems iu. chr d, and au berſalf infoire 
Ibo then if malice rul'd not all the fair) 
Could Daphne publiſh, an! could e ferbear? 
Me e grant that - beauty 3 is no bar to e, 
Nor is 't a ſanQicn for imrticenco. 


Semprouia lik 4 ker mar; and well ſhe mig 


* 


FX 
ke to 4 


t; 
15 
The yonth in perſon. andia parte, was bright ; : 
Poſſeſs'd of every virtue. grace, and art, 
— That claims juſt empire oer the female heart: 
Ic met her paliion, all her fighs return'd, 
An. l, in full rage of yourt: ful . ardour, burn d: 
Large his peſſe!li ons, and berond ber own; 
The. bits the theme and euvy of the town : 
The Cay was fix'd, when. with one >cre more, 


* 


_ In: ftepp'd ucorin' "  Ecbauch'd, dil. d, threes 


Here, 


| The fatal feauel , through ſhane, turbear. 1265 | 


f paide and 45a ice who can cure ho fair ?. 


— 


Man's rich weh little, were his agent 
true; C? 


Nature is frusgal, and ker wants are fe; 


Thoſe few wants ane. er d. bring ducere de- 

li hto; i | 

Dutt ſ⸗ * create themſelves new appetites : 
Fancy and pride ſeek things at vait expence 

Vhich reliſh nut to rein, nor to feng. 

V hen ſarſii, or anthant}'.!... de Lroys, 

In e BYFOW 155 0 r, wir ed lows, 


2 


120 


j „ With id 27 ons, {upper juit at three. 


14 


16 
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la funcy's airy land of nel: ad ſhow, 175 

Where nonght but dreams, no real! pleaſures 
grew; 

Li cats in ai pumpt, 200 GR we ſtrive 

Ou joys tun thin ta keep the ſon] alice. 

Lemira's ſik; make haſte ; the doctor call: 

* but where's his patient? At 
ll 

The doctor fares ; her woman curt'ſies low, 

nd crios, © My Lady, Sir, is alwa7s fo : 

& Diverions put her maladies to flight; 

True, ſhe can't fund, but the can Jarce off 
night: 

„te known my Lady (ſor ſc loves a tne) 185 

For fert take an opera in ſuge: 


* And, though perhaps yau'il think the practise 


ol. 
A midnio bt park is ſover i ien for a col 
With calice, breakfaſts of green fruit agree; 


199 


180 


(6 


ve 


A frrnge alternative, replies Sir Hans, 
Muſt women have a doctor, or a dance! * 
"Thouzh fick to death, abror! they ſafely roam, 
Nut droop and die, in perfect health, af lane. 
For want— but not of health, are ladies ill; 
And ticiets cure beyond the dts bill. 
Alas. my heart! how languifhingly fair 


195 


Von lady | balls! With what a tender air! 
| Pale as a young dramatic author, when, 


| 


0 er darling lives, fell Cibber waves his pen. ꝛc0 

Is her lord angry, or has“ Veny chid? 

Dead i- her ſather, or the maſk forbia? 

4 © Late ſuting- up has turn'd her roſes white.“ 

Why went ſhe not tu bed? *Becauic twas night.” 

Did ſhe then dance, or play? ? « Nor this, nor 
thay.” — IF 

Well nig'it foon ſleals away in at chat. 


| No. all atone, her proyers the rather choſe ; 


hau be that are to ſleep till mcraing 
_rofe.”? | 
ken I. ay Cynthia, miſtreſs or the ſhade, 

4 ' Goes, with the ſf:is able os, to bed; 210 
his * r prive covets, this her health denies; TY 
Her foul is filly, but her body's wite. | 

Others, with curious arts, dim charms a. 


And triumph in the bloom of jift;-foe. 


You, in the morning, a /a/r nymph invite; 21 5 
To kecp her word, a brown one COMES at nicht? 
Next Cay ſne ſhines in gloſiy 50 ack ; ; and then 
| Neve? ves into her native e again: | 
| Like a dovc's neck, ſhe ſhifts her tranſient charms, 
And is her own dear ri val 12 your arms. 220 
Dut ohe admirer has the painted las; | 
Nor finds that oue, but in her locking- Slaſs: 
Yet Laura's beaneitul to ſuch exceſs, 
That all her art fcarce ntakes her pleaſe us J,. 
To deck the ſ:male cheek, HE only knows, 
Who paiats leis fair the lity and the rc, 226 
How gay they ſmile! Such blelüngs nature 
pours, 
O'crſtock'd munkind enjoy but half her ores : 
In dilaut wikis, by human cyes unſeen, 
She rearz her dJowers, aud lpreæuds ner velvet 


Free a; | 2 50 


Pure 


0 iar- diz. 
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Pure gurgling rills the lonc' y defert trace, 
And waſte their muſic on the ſavage race. 
Is nature then a niggard of her bl:ſs ? 

we guiltleſs in a world like this? 
But our lewd tattes her lawful charms refuſc, 235 
And painted at deprav'd allure: rents chuſe, 
Such Fulvia's paſſion for the town ; freſu air 
{An odd effect:) gives vapours to the fair; 


Green fields, and ſhady groves, and cryſtal 


ſprings, 
And larks, and nightingales, are odious things ; 
But ſmoke, and duit, and noiſe, and crowds, de- 
light 1 
And to be prefs'd to death, tranſports her quite : 
Where fil ver rivulets play through flowery meacs, 
And i, give their ſweets, and — 
| ſhades, 


: Black kennels* abſent 6.7urs ſhe reerets, | 245 | 


And ſtops her noſe at beds of violets. 


Is ſtormy life preferr'd to the ſerene ? 
Or is the public to the private ſcene ? 
Retir'd, we tread a ſmooth and open way; 
: Through briars and brambles in the world we 
> ſtray 250 
| $:37 oppolition, and fert e * debate, | 
And thorny care, and rau and ſinging hate, 
Which choak our paſſage, our career controu], 
And wound the firmeſt temper of our ſoul. 

O facred ſolitude ! divine retreat ! 253 
Choice of the Prudent ! envy of the Great! 
_ By thy pure ſtream. or in thy waving ſhade, 
We court fair Wiſdom, that celeſtial maid : 
The genuine offspring of her lov'd embrace, 
(Strangers on earth ') are innocence and peace: 


There, from the ways of men Jaid aſhore, | 


We ſinils to hear the "iſtant tempeſt roar ; 
There, bleſs'd with health, with buſineſs * 
| plex d, 

Thes life we reliſh, and enſure the net; 
There too the Muſcs ſport ; theſe numbers free, | 
Pierian Faſtbury ! I owe to thee. gs 266 | 


There ſport the Muſes ; but not there alove : : 
Their ſacred force Amelia feels in town. 
Nought but a genius can a genius fit ; 

A wit herſelf, Amelia weds a wit: 270 

Both wits ! though miracles are ſaid to ceaſe, 

Three days, three * days! they liv'd i in 

peace; 

With the fourth fun a warm diſpute aroſe, 

On Durſey s pocſy, and Bunyan's proſe 

The learned war both wage with equal force, 275 

And the fifth morn concluded the di divorce. 


| Phcrhe, though ſhe poſſeſſes 23 

1« proud of being rich in happineſs : | 

| Laboriouſly purſues de luſive toys, 

Content with pains, fince they're reputed j joys. 

With what well-a&cd tranfport will ſhe fay, 

Well, ſure, we were fo happy yeſterday ! 
And then that charming party for to-mor- 


row! 


| ſs 3 ein lnguiſh wt for 


Turns out the ſtars, and Newtaa is afvt. 
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But ſhe dares never hoait the preſent hour; 23; 

So grois that cheat, it is beyond her power: 

For tuch is or our weakneſs, or our curſe, | 

Or rather ſuch our crime, which ſtill is worſe, 
preſcuc moment, like a wife, we ſhun, 


| — ne er enjoy, becauſe ic is our ot. 230 


| Pleaſures are few, and fewer we enjoy; 
Pleaſure like gui ,e is bright, and coy ; 


We ſtrive to graſp it with our utmoſt kein, 

Still it eludes us, and it glitters ſtill 

it ſeiz'd at laſt, compute your mighty gains; 295 
What it is, but rank poiſon in your veins? | 

As Flavia in her glaſs an zugel ſpies, 

pride whiſpers in her ear pernicious lycs ; 

Tells her, while ſhe ſurveys a face ſo fine, 

There's no ſatiety of charms divine: 277 

Hence, if her lover yawns, all chang'd appear; 

Her temper, and ſhe melts (ſwect ſoul I, in tears: 

She, * lait week, her wich en- 

oy'd, 4 


to ſoft A all the night employ d; | | 
| The morning came, when Strephon, waking, | 


found 8 
(Surprizing fight J) his bride in ſorrow droyn'd. 


6 ſays Strephon, makes thee 


weep? 
4 Ah, barbarous man”, ſhe cries, © how could 
+ you" frep?” 
| Men love a miſtreſs, as they love a feaſt; 
How grateful one to touch, and one to taſte! 370 
Vet ſure there is a certain time of day, e 


— 


| We wiſh our miſtreſs, and our meat, away : 


"But ſcon the ſated appetites return, 
Again our ſtomachs crave, our boſums burn: | 
| Bona Love let man, then, never ſwear; 315 
I. et women never triumph, nor deſpair; | 
we nor blame, too much, the warm, or 
I; | ne 5 
Hunger and Love, are foreign to the will. 
There is indeed a paſſion more refin'd, 
For thoſe few nymphs whoſe charms are of the 
mind: | "0 5 
But not of that unſaſhionable ſet . 
1s Phyllis; Phyllis and her Damon met. 
Eternal Love exactly hits her taſte; 5 
Phyllis demands eternal love at hs, 
| Embracing Phyllis with ſoſt-ſmiling eyes, 325 
Ziernal Love Ivo, the ſwain replies 
| But ſay, my Au, my Ares, aud my Friead _- 


: | Vat day next week th ternity ſhall end? 


Some - ymphs prefer affronomy to love ; | 
Elope from mortal man, and range above. 330 


| The fair philoſopher to Rowley flies, 


Where, in a box, the whole creation lies: 


I She ſees the plancts in the ĩt turns advance, ; 


And ſcorns, Poiticr, thy ſublunary dance: 
| Of Dcfaguliers ihe beſpeaks freſh air; 33 35 


| And Whilton has engagements with the fair. 


What vain experiments Sophronia tries! 

"Tis nut in air-pumps the gay Colonel dies. 
But though to-day this cage of ſcience reigns, | 
(O fickle ſex! ſoon end her learned pains. 349 
Lo! Pug from Jupiter her heart has got, 


To 
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To 
Of Saturn, yer bs ever in the richt. 
die ſtrikes cach point wich native force of mind, 
345 
While puzz!ed Learning blunders far behind, 
Grace ul tu fight, and elegant to th.onhe, 
The ,reat art manquith'}, awd the wife wwe taught. 


turn: ſhe never *onk the height 


E r breeding Enitn'd. and her demper ſweet, 
Wen ſerious, ral; and when gay. diicrect ; 
Ir glittering 'keenes, o'er her own heart, ſcvere; 
In crouds, collected; and in courts, fincere ; : 
Since re, and warm, "with zeal well- underſt. 0d. 
She takes a noble pride in doing goad; 
Yer, not ſuperior to her ſex s cares, | 
The mode the fixes by the gown ſh- wears; 
Of l. and china ſhe's the Jait a; ppral; 
in theſe grrat points ſhe /cuds the commonweal; 
And if eilputes of empire riſe between 
Me chiin the queen of lace, and otberteen, 
Th: deuht ! 'ti- darkneſs ! till fulpeuded fate 
Aſſum- s er nod, to claſe the grand debate. 
When ſuch her mind, why will the fair expreſs 
Their emulation only in their def; ? 
But oh! the nymph that mounts above the 
ies, „ 
And, gratis, clears religious myſteries, : 
Reioiv'4 the chrrcb's welfare to enſure, 
| And make her family a ſcnecu 4 of - | 
The theme divine at cards ſhe Il not en, | 
But %s in texts of Scripture at picquet ; 370 
ln thoſe licentious meetings act the prude, 
And thanks her Maker that het car are good. 
What angels would thoic be, who thus excel 
In theologics. could they [rv as well! 
| Yet why ſuouid not the tair her text purſue ? 375 
Can ſh mort decently tlie doctor woo ? 
"Tis hard. too, fke who makes no uſe but ct 
Of her rehgion, ſaould he barr'd in that. 
lſacc, a brother of the carting itrain, 
When he has knock dat hi, oven full in vain, 
1 © beau ous Marc'a often will repair 
With a dark text, to light it ar the fur. 
O how his prous ſoul exults to fiud | 
Such love for Lily mcu in woman-kind ! 
Charm'd with her leeening, with what rapture he 
. Haugs an her binam, like u induiriou*t Lr; 386 
Hum, round about her, and with all his power 
Exlracde ſu ect wiſdom from fo iair a , ver * 
Ie youns an gay declining, Appia nies 
At nobler game, the gi and the wiſe : | 
By n. ture more an eagle than a dove, 
She impicuſly prefers the ⁊berid ta Ine = 
Can 22 give happinels? look round, and 
re 
What gay diſtreſs! what ſplendid miſery! 


| What ever fortune laviſhly can pour, 295 


The mind annihilates, and calls for more. 
Wealth is a cheat; believe not what i it fays; 
Like any lord, it prom ſe:x—and Fay 
How will the miler ſtartle, to be told | 
Of uch a wonder, as in/o/vent goul ! 400 


What nature wants has an intriniic weight z 8 
All re is but che ſaſhion of the plate, 


hich, for ont moment, charms the fickle view: 
It charms us 267% ; anGit we ca anzw 


Vor. VIII. 


355 


| 


— 


— 


„ 


—_ 


To ſome freſh hirth of fancy more inclin'd ; 


zo | 


If wanton language ſhews a nated mind. . 


. 


| The : 


If you reſent, and with a woman il, 


My ian! let others ſay, who laugh at tot!; 


{Kind heaven!) againſt the pu;ſux of their eyes. 


Loud is hes accent, and her puralc * 


265 
405 
Then wed not acres, hut a nobie mind, 


Miſtaken lovers Mho make 5crth their care, 
And think accompiithments will win the fur; 


rhein tis true. by, renin; ſhout be won, 


As frwvers unfed rheie beautics to the- foo; 


410 
And yet ur female denke a wy out-wrighs, 


| Non: he a 108 * bright t in win 1 ;beria $ 270 
As rior, ian tence and peritiyg 
| The youth of fir», that has drunk deep. an.] pliy'4, 


\ nd kül'd nis man au trump 'd o'er his maid; 
For him. as yer unhan £4, ſhe fra her charms, 
duatches the dear def royer to her dms; 

and amply gives (thougu treated lontz 215. 

2 Ferit his revenge in this. 420 


But turn het oer one moment ro her 20. 


+. 


The ug, lady next appe. ar, i ſtate, 


| Who was nat horu to carry her own weight; 
I She halls 


recle, and ſi.ggrrs, ill fome forei: an aid 
To her oven fat ere ls the feclle maid, 426 
Then, it ordain's to ſoftwere a doom, | 


She, 17 juſt ſtages, journeys round the room: 


Put, kuowing h- r own weakneſs, ſhe 0: pairs 
Fo ale the \ips—that 1 is, alc un the: * | 430 


Fan! hood ! plove! fcarf! is har Liconic itile ; 


and that is ſpoke with ſuch a dying fall, 
That Bet y rather [ces than hear; the call: 


The motion of her lips, and meaning eye, 
Piece out th' idea her faint words deny, 
O liſten with attention molt profound! 


a3 


Her voice is but the ſhadow of a found. 

And help! oh help! her fpirits are fo dead, 
One hand ſcarce its the other to her bead. 4 
l, there, a ſtubborn pin it triumphs o'er, 

She pute! ſhe finks away! and is no more. 
Let the robuſt and the Eicanti- car ge, 


Life is not worth fo mn. 1, ſhe'd rath-- 'F * 


| But che ſhe mui? he rleif; ah eruel fate 
| Thac Rol inda can't by proxy eat. 


An ate in female caprice lies 


Thaleſtris triumphs in a mainly mien; 


450 
| In fair and open d 628g wherez's th: ſhane ? * 5 
What nature dars to give, ſhe dates to nun. 
| This han! fe!lazo is ſiucere and —_ 
And julily give the jealous huſb nd pain. | 
(Vain is the taſk to perticoats aſli zn'd, 455 


And now and then, tu gra- her eloquence, 

An oath ſupplics the vacan ies cf lenle. | 
Hark! the ſhrill notes tranſpicr:- the yielding air, 
And teach the neighbouring echoes bow to lweaz. 


By Jove, is faint, and for the ſimple forain;g 


She, on the Chriſtian Syſtem, is prophaue. 
But thouch the volley rattlos in your ear, 
Believe her dref;, ſhe's not a grenadier. 

[if thunder's awtul, how much more our dread, 
When * depures a lady in his [tcad ? 465 
Ahn? pardon my miſtaken pen, | 


4 A ſa-mcieſs women is the woztr 0 rea. 
2 avi 


Ter 


 -: Wal cat: quer 12 and zoture, to be rule. 4561 C 
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Few to pood-breediog m-k2 a joſe pretence 3, Where's Portia ndw But Portix left behind 
Good-breecing is the "uM. m of good-lenſe ; 470 , Two iovely copies of her ſorni and mind. 
The I: & reſul: of an accomnliſh'd mind, * hat! neart untouch'd their early rief can view, 
With outward grace, tte vody's virtue, join'd. 1 Like bluſhing roſe-buds dipp'd in morning dew? 
A violated decency now re igus; us into n dor takes their tener vlogin, _ 
And nymphs for Juilings tak: peculiar pains. * ane iorms their minds to flee from ils to me? 
With Chine'e painters. modern 9 _— 47 75) The mind, when turn'd adrift, no rules to guide, 
"Che point the- aim at is %% ity Drives at the Mercy of the wir d and ade; 54 3 
They throw their perſons with 2 :oyden air Fay and paſſion tols it to and iro; | 
Acrois the room. and. into the ear, A while torment, and then dun- 7 ul in woe. 
do far their commerce with mankind is gone, | Ve brautrous orphans, ſince in ſilent duſt 
They, for our manners, have exchang d heir! Your beſt example lies, my preapts truſt. 
aven. do, Life ſwatms with ills; the 4% are airaid ; 345 
The modeſt loo, the . rated grace, | Where then is ſafety for a tender maid? 
Tie centie movement, and tlow-meatur'd pace, Uufit for confli&, round belct with v >, 
For which ker lovers dv'd. her paretits tf, | And au, whom leaft the fears, her worſt of foes! | 
re indecorums with the notre maid. When kind, moſt cruel; when oblig'd the moit, 
Stiſc iorms ate bad, but le: not worte intrude, | The leaft obliging : and by favours loſt. 559 
Cruel by nature, hey for kindnets hate; 
And {corn you for thoſe ills themſ:l ves create. 
If on your fame cur fx a blot has thrown, 
will ever ſtick, through malice of your own. 
Mo": hard! in pleaſing your chief glory lies; £55 
And yet from pleaſing your chief dangers riſe: | 
| Then plcaſe the By; and know, for men of ſenſe 
Yout ftreageſt charms are native innocence. 
| Arts on the mind, like paint upon the face, 
Fright him, that's worth your _ from yonr 
embrace. 
In Vmple manners all the ſecret lie; 
Be kind and virtuous, you'll be bleſt and wile, > 
Vain fe-w and i intuxicate the brain, 
Bein with gi/ia fc, and end in lain. | 
Aite& not -; fame, and idle praiſe, 56g. 
Which, all . wretches I deſcribe, betray 55 
Tur ſex“s glory tis, to ihine %: 
Of all pplaute, de fand-ft of - 2» n 
Beware the lever of the mis / that thirſt 0 
Wieh which the age is cminently curſt: 570 
| To drink of p/-1 re, hut in flames deſire 
And abtuncuce alone can quench the fire; 
Fake p in {rv life, and fror from the tomb; 
| Give peace 44 L, aud promiſe blils ze ce. 


' Nicdern goed-breedin: g carry to its height, 

And Lody D 's ſe.t wiil be pobte. 

V- rifive fair! ye bloom of Bricaiti's iſle ! | 

Wen high-born Anna, with a foſten'd ſmile, 

I. cads ow your train, aud ſparkles at your head, 

hat ſe.-:ns moſt hard. is, not to be — 

Her bright cxampie with ſucceſs puriue, 

And all, but adoration, is your due. | 

But ad, ora tion! give me ſomething π¼]⁹⸗e, 495 

Cries Lyc, on the borders of threeſeare : 

Nought treads fo ſilent as the foot of lime: 
Hence we miſtake our autumn for our prime; ; 
Tis greatly wiſe to know, before we're told, 
The melancholy news, that we greu old, 500 

Artumnal Lyce carries in her face 

A; emento mcri to each public plate. | 

© how your beating breaſt 4 ure warme, 

Who lonłs through ſpectacles to fee your charms! | 

Vile rival wndertaters hover round, 1 

Und with his ſpade the ſext-n marks the ground, 
Intent not her own, but others“ doom, 

She plans new conqueſ's, aud defrauss the tomb. 

In vain the cock has fummon'd {rites away 

She walks at noon, and dlaſts the bloom of day. 

Guy rainbow fiiks her mellow charms infold, 31 

And nougkht of I. ycẽ but ber/zif is old. = | en 

ar grizz'ed locks aſſume a ſmirking grace, | NO" 

And art has level her deep :urrow'd face. | 


2 


Her ſtrange demand no mortal can approve, 515 3 ED SATIRE VI. 
We'll alk her bg, but can t aſk her l ve. | RS, 5 
She grants, indeed, a lady, 2.43 decline 1 oh. I. TO 
(A'l lacies lu herſelf) at nintty-nine— * W N | E "MN. 

O how unlike her was the ſacred ge 
Ot prudent Portia! Her grey hairs engage; $520 3 © INSCRIBED TO 


Whoſe thoughts are ſuited to her life's decline: 
Virtueꝰs the paint that can with wrinkles ſhine. 1 
That, and that o., can old aye ſuſtain; | 


V dich yet all wiſh. nor know they wiſh for pain. | « Interdum tamen n & tollit 3 vocem.” 
Not pumeraus are our joys, when life is new; 545 


"Tu RIGUT. HON, THE TADY ELIZABETH 
GeRMAlN, 


| 88 Hoa. 
And yearly tome are falling of the T,; + 
But when we conquer liſegs meridia: ſtage, | * SOUGHT a patroneſs, but ſought in vain. 
And downward tend into the vale of age, | Apollo whiſper'd in my car Germain 


They drop apace; by aature ſome decay, 1 know her not.—* Your rea ſon's ſomewhat 
And fume the blaſts of fortune ſweep away; 339 odd ; 


III, naked quite of happineſs, aloud © J“ Who knows his — now ?” pe he | 
W's call for deaths, and /- ter in 2 ſhroud, — n 


be 


Tor tliey're before theie Maker—and mm ud ; 


Satan hiznſell will toll the pariſh bell. 


ut, chaſte as ice, this Veſta, to deſy 


u hen trom the ſheets her lovely fort n ſhe lifes, | 
the begs 70 „ would turn you, Vehuic the / 1. 


"ma * ino wrnman, Tere there's nor rot; 43 
nd 't's un fliniy your poor lovers; 947 ve. | 
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« Men write, to me, and to the rol, unknown 

« Then ſteal great names, to Nicld them fn 
the town : 6 

dctected wo lh, Like bea: uty Kum d, 

, To cover ſligs of praiſe itt afraid: 

% Shou'd h refuſt ro patrot. re your lays, 

% In veng gal. ce write a e in her praiſe. 10 

* Nor think it _— great 2 len, th to run; 

„When uch the theme, Till catity be bac.” 


Ye fiir! to draw yur excellence at leupth, 
Exceed he narro Louads of human Hrength; 
You, h,, in mi tarot your ficture fee , 15 
Nor hope tram 2.i ck mot e juſlice than lim me. 
My por tr * grace your min, as i * yur / bo 5 
His portraits will infl are, nine ques, your pride: 
He's ler. you rug 10 <fY ; chooſe ny aper lay; 4 


And be . for mation all my p iy. 2 


Lavinia is ite, but no: priphne; 


Tu church as coultane as to Drury- lane. | 


She decently, in farm, pay heaven its due; 
Ard makes a civil villt to ker pew. 


Her lifrcd fan, to give a fem air, 24 
Conccal, her face, which . e for a prayer : 


Curt'ſies to curt'fies, then, with grace, luecerd; 
No: ont the fair omits, but at the creed. 
Or if Ze joins the Service, tis to ſpot ; 


Through dreadful lence the pent heart might 


"break : : 3: 2 
Untarghe tu bear it, women f arvay 


| To God bimf. II, and fondly think they 8 


Eu /-vect their accent, an- tho ir air ee . 


Ven ladies once are proud of hraying Wel, 3 85 


Acqua: inted with the world, and quite well 
re d, | 
I ruſa rec: ives her viſitants in bed; 


Tue very blackeft tongu:: of calun. u; 40 


© Thoſe chai ms are * which &.clio. the 
. ſight, | 
Thit makes the banquet poiyn- ant and polite. | 


9 


Er with a modern fair, A "Sy merit 


ha ſierce thing they call a nymph of ſpirtt. 


Mari well the rollings of her ilaming eye; 


Or dare d {y the fell Hyrcan an pard, 


Licht mak: our will, and then cn. er: with her. 


Illis lady glories in profuſe expence,; 55 
And thinks d1 room! 5 ma ' n icence. E 


To beggar her gai! ant, is ſoze delight: 

To be more fatal fill, is exquiſite; 

Fiad ever nymph ſuch reaſon to be glad? ? 

In due! fell two lovers; one run mad. 60 


Her fees their honeſt execrations pour; 


Her lovers only thould deteſt her more. 
* Shakeſpearg. 


1 The rud: terial : 


Flavia is conftint to her old gall-ne, 
And gever :ufly ſupports lum in his want, 
But marriage is a letter, i; a fnace, 63 


LA hell, no lady 0 polite can hcar. . 
Sne's faichlul, ſhe's obfervint. and with pain; 
Her angel bewad of vaſtards ihe maintains. 

| Nor eat ad vantage has the fair to plea, 
But that of giit, above the murringe-bed. 72 


| Amaſia hates a prud. 2, and ſcorns reſtraiut; 


1 WH: ate'er ſhe is, tet} not appear a Clint . 


| H-r fou ſuperior flics formatity ; 

o gay her air, her conduct is fu free, 

S. me might ſuipect che wymph no — 
Nor would they he mis taken, il chey ſhould. 


Unawarriel Abra pts on formal airs ; 
Her cuſhion's thread-bare wich her cooltant pray- 
| ers. | 
Her only grief is. that ſhe cannat he | 

t once engag'd in puer ang clarity. 80 
| And ibi. to do her ju ice, muſt be ſaid, 
Who would not think that Abra was a maid ?” 


| i: Some ladies are too beautcous to he wed; 


For Where's the man thar's worthy of their bed ? 
If no eu. fe reduce her pride before, 7 
I. avin will be raviſa'dl at wliceccore. 

Tren he ſubmits to venture in the dark; 

Aud nothing new is wanting but her ſpark. 


0 1 uct 4 thinks ! nappinc!s conſils i in ſtate; * | | 
Sue weds an iet, but ſhe cats in plate, 99 = 


1 ne goods of fortune, which her ſoul poſſi, 
Arc bu: the groucad of unnade kappinels ; 85 


c iſito add to this, 

| Wildom, the ſole 47% of bliſs; 5 ö 
; $1: from herſelf, if % compell' aby need, 283 
0a content can draw the ſubtle thread; 


| But ' nodetraQtion to her ſacred ſkill) 


It ſh: can work in go!d, tis better (till. 


If Tullia had h- en ble ſt with half her ſenſe, 
| None could tou much wdmire her exc-llencg: 120 
But ſince ſhe can make terror ſhine fo 3 : | 
She this. ks it valgar to defend the right. 
With zrderftanding ſhe is quite o'cr-run ; 
And by too great accompliſhments undone: 


| 
| 
| 


ich ſkill the vibrates her eternal tongue, 105 


For ver moſt divinely | 1 the Wrong. 


Fs 


N.k:d in nothing ſhonld a woman be; 


-—# hw i! her v „ with mod: 
Pril:cead on tiptae, if you dare draw nigh, 5. ut vei! her ver wit with mod:fly : 


Or tt you take a lion by che beard “ het mau dcn, let not her diſplay, 


- | Bur yic!d her charms of mind with ſweet daa. 
Oe arm a rhbin'-cervs, or rough Ruſſian VET ® | 


| For Fleafure form'd, perverſcly ſeme believe, | 

To make them{clves impurtent, men muſt grieve. 
I.c{\biz the fair, to fire her jealous lord, 

Pretends, the fop he laughs at, is ador'd. 

In vein ſhe'e proud of ſecret innocence ; : 15 


The fact ſne feigns were ſcarce a worſe offence. 


Mira, endow'd with evey charm to bleſs, 
Has no deſign, but on her huſband's peace : 
H lov'd her much; and greatly was he mov'd 
At ſmall inquietudes i in ber he 10% d. 120 


ELL 


—— — 


His wounded ears complaints eternal fil, 


And arraut contr allictioas are the ſame. 
Her lover mult be fd. to pleaſe her ſpieen; 
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« How charming this“ The pleaſure laſted | 
Now every day the fits come thick and ſtrong ; 
At laſt he found the charw+r only ſcign' d ; 

And was diverted when he „po. d be Pai "4. 

What greater vengr-ance have the gods in ſtore? | 
How tedious life. now ſhe can plugze no mei! 
She ti ies a thouſand arts; but none fucc.. ed; 


She's ſorc d a lever to procure indeed : 


Thus ftridiy prov 'd this virtuous loving ⁊ e. 
Her huſband's gain was dearer than her life. 130 


Anxious Mc-lania riſes to my view, 
Who never thinks her lover pays his due: 
Vilit, preſent, treat, flutter, and 2dore ; 
Her majeſty, to-morrow, calls for more. | 

138 
As unou'd hinges. querulouſiy farill. | 
* You went laſt night with Celia to the ball“ 
You prove it falſe. Not go! that's wor ſt of all. 
Nothing can pleaſe her, nothing rot inflame ; 
140 


H.s mirth is an inexp table ſin: 


V hat's female beauty, but an air Civ ne, 
Through which the mind's all-gentle graces ſhine? 


Spould 1 diſpute her beauty ' how ſhe'd ſtare ? ? 


For of all riv/; that can pain her dend. 

here's cn, that weunds far deeper than the reſt; 
To wreck her quiet, the moſt dreadſul welf 145 
Is if her lover dares enjoy himſelf. 


And this, becauſe ſhe's exquiſitely fair: 


Haw would Melania be furpriſed to hear 
Ske's quite deform'd? And yet the caſe is clear: 
141 


They, like the tun, irradiate ail betwecn; 
The body chars becaute the foul is cen. 


They know Lot Why, of no peculiar grace: 


Hence, men ard often captives of a face, 155 


Some forms, though bright, no mortal man can 


bear ; | 
5 Some, non 5800 though not exceeding fair. | 


8 Of taſte refin'd, 
But to be teaz d hy her own excellence. 


She's elegantly pain'd from morn till night. 


Each creatures imperfections are her woes. 
Heaven by its favour has the fair Gitireſt, 
Aud a ſuch MIO ſhe cart be bleſt. 


| Arpaſia's highly born, and nicely deed, 
in life and manners read; 


* 
Vet reaps no fruit from her lupe rior ſenſo, 


% Folks are ſo aukward ! l hings ſo unpolite v | 


Her delicacy” s ſhock'd where-c'er ſhe goes; 165 


, though blooming in thy 
g 3 ador d, and i thing; 


. . wit core; rode may Come before ; 171 


I heir baſis totters, their foundation ſhakes; 
Liſe, that ſupports them, in a moment breaks; 


The 9 as the work divine. 


Fifteen is ſull as moctal as tbrecſcore. 


Ihy fortune, and thy charms, may ſoon decay: 


But grant theſe fugitives prolong their ſtay, 
T75 


Then wrong into the ſoul let virtues ſhine ; 


4 


| | LaGtes jupr-me amoug aiuvicmcnt reign z 


| And it > Efe. 
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Julia's a manager ; ſhe's born for rule; 
And knows ber <ijſer huſband is a es; 
Aifem"' li s holds and'tpins the / ihreud 
Tnat guides the lover to his ſair-one's bed: 
For diſſicu t amours can (moth the 
And tender letters didtaie, ur cars 
Zut, if depriv'd of {uch i important cares, 
Her widom congeſ-cnds to lets affairs 


1949 


For her own breakfaſt uc :I projet a ſcheme, 


Nor tate her teu without a ſtrat. gc; 
Prelides ver triffes with a Hou face; | 
!mportant, by the virtue of gremace. 190 


Ey nature burn to /h, and entertuia. 


| Ibeir prudence in a ſhare of folly lies: 


Why will they be fo 7-44, as to be wye ? 


Syrena is for ever in extremes, 


198 


n 20th 2 vengeance he Commentde, or | dos. 


Conſcious of Nr diſcern went, which is goud, 


She Itrains too mucli to make it underſtood. 


Her jr ment juſt, her ſcniente is tun ſttaung; | 
| Becaule the's right, Ice ever in the wrong. 200 


Brunctta's wiſe in actions, great. and rare: 
ut ſcorne on frites to he ſtow her care. 
Thus every hour Brunetts is to blaue, 
Beca fe tht occuiion is beneath her aim. 
"Think nought a rifle, though it fall appear; 


L Small n the mountam, mo:neuts * the : 


Your care to triſles give, | 
Or you may die, betore you truly live: 


Go breakfaſt with Alicia, there you 1 „ 
Simp A x munditi;e, to the aft degree: = 


| Uutac' her ltay: „ her pight-gown is unty' d, 


Aud what the has of hcad-ercts, is aſiele. 


| She draws her words, an waddles in her pace; 


Unwach'd her hands, and n. uch beluuff d her 

face. | 
Anil uncut, and head 8 d fre loves; 215 
And weuld draw on jack- boots, a» toon as gloves, 


|| Gloves by Queen Befs's marie» might be miſt; 555 


Her bleſſod eyes ne'er ſew a female . 
Lovers, beware! to 2wwund how can ine bs | 
With ſcarlet fivger and long jetty nail? 220 

For Harvey, the firit zcit ſhe cannot be, 


| Ner crucl Richmond, the firſt 4% for thee. 


Sincr Full cach other tation uf cn u,, 
Who wouid not be the greateſt rufe in town! ? 


| Women were made to g ve our cy es delight; 1 


A. femate floven is an odious ſiglit. 


Fair liabella is ſo fond of fame, _ 
That her dear ſelf, is her eternal theme; 
' Tkrough hopes of contradiction, oſt we l ſay, 
« Methinks I look fo wretchedly to-day :” 210 
When molt the world applauds you, moſt beware; 
Tis oſten leſs a & ing than a ſnare 
Diſtruſt mankind; with your own beart conler : 
And dread even /':reto find a flatterer. 
The breath of others raifes our renown ; 
Our own as ſurely blows the pageant « down. 
Tale up no more than you by worth can claim, 


2 


ow Lit ſoon you owe pl * in your fame. 


Ahe wor'd conp ratulates ſo wiſe a choice; 


Von ſer k perf:Qions wrrtiy of her rank; 0 
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But own I mnſt, in this perverted age, 
Who moll Ive. can't always molt egg. 240 
So far is worth from mak ing plory fur:;, 
It oſłen hinders what je foul procure 
Whom 2 we of ? The virtuous, brave, and | 

wiſe ? 

No: wretches, whom, in ſecret, we de ſpiſe. | 
And who ſo blin , ns not to fee "the cauſe? 245 
No rivals rais'd by fuch & iſereet applauſe ; 
Aud yet, of credit it Jays in a ftore, 
By which our — may wound t ue worth the 
| more. 


Ladies there are who think or: crime is al: 
Can woman, then, no way bug bc νð,l fall ? 
So ſweet is thut one eri me they don t purſue, *9 1 
To pay its fs, they think off others Fre. 

Who hold et crime fo dear, muſt never claim 


Ot : ur „ nb y the ſacred Name. | | ** 


| 
But Clin thus: What ! railing without end? 


« Mea: taſk ! how much more generous to com- 
FRY mend! | 
Ves, to commend as ycu are wont to do, 
My kind 2 and example too. . 
BL. Dapbnis.“ ſays Ciio, “ has a charming eye: 
« What pity *tis her ſhoulder is awry : 260 
© Aſpaſia's ſhip: inder - Rut then her air — 
„The man has parts who finds deſtructiun there. 
% Almerit's wit has ſomething that's divine; 
„ And wit's enongh—how few in all things maine! | 
Selina ſerves her friends, relieves the poor— 
« Who was it ſaid Sclina's near threeſcore ? 266 | 
At Lucia's match I from y ſoul rejoice ; 


His lordſhip's rent-roll is excceding great— 
« But mortgages w ll ſap the beſt eſtate. 270 
ln Shirley's form might cherubims appear; 5 
« But then — ſnuc has a freckle au her cur.“ 
Without a ur Hortenſia ſhe commends, 


1 To ſee their treaſures, bear their glory told, 


| Nor think their wealth th. ir ot, till well be- 


269 


Nothing is meaner than a wre*ch of Hate: 
The bLovpy only are the truly greet, 
praſan:s evjoy like appetites with kings; 
And thoſe beſt ſatisſied with cheapeſt things. 
Could {2 our Tudies buy but wwe new ſenſe, 
Our <nvy would be due to late espence. 
hwy: not, thoſe pomps which to the great be- 
long. 205 


300 


See how they beg an alms of flattery ! 
They lanyviſh ! oh ſupport them with a De! 
| A decent competence; WE fully talte ; 


_ | fr frtkes our fenſe, and gives a conſtant ſeaſt: 310 


Mare, we perceive hy dint of thought alone; 
The rich mull Zabour to poſicſs their own. 
To ſecl their preat abundance ; and r<queſt 
Their humble friends to help them to be blelt ; 
315 
Aud ail the wretched unpoteuce uf gold. 7 


warmrh divine, | | 
Give gold a price, zud teach its b-ams to Fiue. 
All Lourded treaſures they r pute a load; | 


ſtow's. 
Grand reſe:<virs of Kak happine fs, 
Through ſecret ftrcams diſſulively they bleſs; 


320 


view, 

Nel ieue our wants, ans : ſpare our lh too. 
But Zaire is my talk; and the dellroy "33s 
Her gloomy province, and malignant joy. | 


I Hep me, ye miſcrs ! help me to complain, 
| And blatt our common enemy, Germain 3 


But our i2ve6iver nut defpeir faccels; 


frame ? 
Or is 't Aſturia, that affected dame? 


The firſt of women, and the belt of friends; 
O uuns her in perſon, wit, fame, virtue, brig” 


But how comes this to puſs ?—She ted laſt Lebe, . 


Thu⸗ nymphs commend, who vet at ſatire rail : \ 
Indeed t neetlefſs, if /ucb pra 7 pre Vail. 
And whence ſuch praiſe ? Our viruiente is thrown | 


| 1 he briphreſt forms, through afcc7.1tion, ſa le 
To Grange uc au things, wl. ich nuture never made. F 
| Frown not, ye fair ! ſy much your fex we prizes. 


We hate thoſe arts that take you from our _— 
In àlbucinda's native grace is ſeen 
What vou, who lubrur at perſe ion, mean. 


On other," fame, trough {on-inefs for our * : | Short is the rule and to be leatnt with cate, 


O rank and riches proud, Clcora frowns; 280 
2 For are not coronets a-kin to crowns 

Her greedy eye, and her ſublime adreſs, 

1 he he ight of avarice and ar id: conſeſs. 


| Go. ſeck for her perfections at the Bank. ol 
By wealth unquench'd, by reaſeu uncontroul'd, 
For ever burns her lacred thirſt of gold. 
As ſond of five-pence, as the verieſt cit; 
Ana quite as much deteiled as a wit. 


Can gold calm ., or make reaſon ſhine ? 
Can we dig peace, or awiſder, from the mine ? 
Wiſdom to fold prefer ; for 'tis much leſs 
To make our fortune, than our happineſs. 

That happineſs which great-ones oſten ſee, 
With rage and wonder, in a low degree; 
Themſelves unbleſt. The poor are only poor; 


295 | 


Retain your gentle feldes, and you wr fe pleaſe. 340 
Here might | ſing of Memmia's mimcing mien, 


And all the movements of the ſoft m. actin 3 3. 


How two red lips «ik ted Zephyrs bluw, 
To cool the Bohea, and inflame the Beau: 


To lift the cap, and make the world admirc. 


| | | Tea! how I tremble at thy fatal ſtream! . 
29 


As Lethe, dreadſul to the Love of Fame. 

What d vaſtations on thy banks are ſcen! : 

What ſhades of mighty names which once dave 
been 


An becatomb of character ſupplies 


| Thy painted altars daily ſacrifice. 


H—, P—, B—, aſpers'd by thee, decay, 
| As grains ct fineſt ſugar melt away, 


But what are they who uy amid their leere! 


me the ſwectner of a female calt. 


Are hut poor arts to mark them ſrom the throng. 


But ſome, rat ſouls! and touch'd with. 


And, while their bountics glide, conceal'd from | 


For, next to proſe, thz values nothing ; leſs. 330 5 
V hat pickure's vonder, loofcn'd from it; 


While one white Razer and 2 th:wmb conſpire 1345 


And recommend the more to mortal taſte; 35s 
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But this innen triumph Gall decline, 
And thy revolting Naizds call for wine ; 
Spirits no longer ſhall f:rve and thee; 


Fut reign in thy own cup, ele. tea . 36-14 


Citrenia's nuſa declare thy ruin nich, 
And who dares give Citronia's noſe the lye ! 


The ladies long at men of drink exclaim'd. 
And what impair'd both health and virtue, 
blam'd; 
At length, to reſcue man, the generous laſs 365 
Stole from her conſort the pernicious glaſs, 
As glorious as the Britiſh queen ræuown'd, 


Vs fuck d the puiſon from her haſband 's wound. 


Nor to the gl alone are nymphs inclin'd, 
But every bolder vice of holl mankind. 370 


0 Juvenal! for thy ſeverer rage! 
To laſh the ranker ſollies of our age. 
Are there, among the females of our ifle, 
Such fauits, at which it is a fault to nie:? 
There ar: Vicc, once by modi nature chain'd 
And gal ties, expatiates unrefirain'd ; 
Without thin decency held up :o view, 

Naked the ſtalks o'cr Law and Goſpel too. 
Our matrons lead ſuch exemplar lives. 
| Men ſi u in vain for none but for their wives ; 
Who marry to be free, to range the more, 381 
And wed one wan, to wantun with a ſcore. 

Abroad too kind, at home 'tis ſtoUfaſt hate, 

Aud one eternal tempeſt of debate. 

What foul eruptions, from à look moſt meek } 
_ What thunders buriting, f om a 3 check ! 
Their Cons bear it with a loity hand! | 

But then, their r-0/4+ 15 at que command. 
bs there whom you det-f?, and feck his life ? 2 


Fruſt no ſoul with the ſecret—but his wife. 390 | 


_ Wis wonder that their conduct i condemn, 
And aſk, what kindred is a +17 to them? | 
What 1 varms of amorou: ; eber! lee: 5 
And miſſes, aucicnt in iniquity | | 


What blaſting whiſpers, and what loud declaim- 


in! 395 


What lywme, drinking. bawding, W. ga | 


min -! 

| Friendſhip bs cold, fock warm incontinence 
Such griping avoc ice, fuch profuſe expence 

Such dead dez otion, ſuch 1 cal for crimes; 


Such licens's ill ſuch maſquerading times; 400 | 


Such venal faith fuch miſappty'd applaute; 
Such Hatter'd guilt, and ſuch inverted laws; 


Such diſſclurion throngb the whole | find, 
: 'T is not a world, but chaos of mankind. 


Since Sundays have no baſis, the welt. erefs' | 


| belle © 49 
_ Shines in the pew, but ſmilcy to hear of hr 1 
And caſis an eye of ſwee. diſdain on all, 
Who liſtens lets to Collins than St. Paul. 
Atheiſts have been but rare; ſince nature's birth, 
Till now, Che- atheiſts ne er appear d on carth. 
ve men of deep teſcarcbhes. ſay, whence ſprings 
This daring character, in timorous things ? 
Who tort at Hall. 1 from an inſt & fly, 
A match for noching—but the Deity. | 
But, not to wrong the flir, the Muſe muſt own 
In this purſuit they court not lame alone : 


'Br join ta that a more ſubſtantial view, 
© From thinking free, to be free a ;ents too. 


| | them down, 


And die with ſhamæ at thought of bing good / 
For what will +rtimis, the rich aud gay, 

hat weill the wits, that is, the coxcombs, ſay ? 
They heaven d-fy, to earth's vil- 7 2 flave ; 
Through convarcice, m :;tt execrabiy brave. 426 
With our own jngdments durſt we to co nply, 
la virtue ſhould we live, in glory die. 

Rift: then, my Muſe, in honeſt ſury riſe ; 


Ind nothing but his attributes dethrone. 


| From atheiſt; far, they ſte./ſallly believe 

| God i 18, and is Almighty—to forgive 

His other excellence they”?! nor diſpute; 433 
| But mercy, ſure, is his chief attritute. 
Shall pleatures of a ſhort duration chain 

A lady's foul in ev-rlaſting pain? | 

Will the great Author us poor worms deſtroy, 


do, he's for ever in a ſmiling mood; 


poſe. — 


| Nevoutly thus Jchovah chey depoſe, 15 
| The pure / theft! aud ſat up, in his ſtead, 
A deity, that's peri ly well bred. 446 | 
| © Dear Tillotſon ! be ſure the beſt of men ; 1 
Mor thought he more, than thought great Ori- 


Ly 


gen. 


| <« Though once upon a time he mifydchav'd; 
| © Poor Satan doubr!efa, he'll at length be fav's. 


o 


I. et prieſts do ſomething for their One in 
| Ten; 451 
it is their: , fo ſar they're honeſt men. 


knack, 


| „And rel their rotions. like theraſclves, in 


act . 
Mp us veith terrors 472 wall vnd u. 455 
From joys of this, to k+op them all their ern, 


Bat then the V lea ve onr ut d free. 
UVIrtue't a pretty Ia lo make a fonav + | 
Did ever mortal write Lk Rechefoucank** 


And, pi-ading, fafcly enr:rs on his liſt. 


| Let avgel-forms angelic. truths maintain; 


Nature dizjoins the beauteous and prophune. | 
| For what's true beauty, but fair virtue's face ? 


Virtue made vj/ible in outward grace ? 466 
She, then, thar's haunted with an impious mind, 


The more ſhe charms, the more ſhe fo:4s man- 
kind. 


They flocp nu more! Quatrille | has * murder d 
ſleep, | 


— a 
6 — 


They firive with their own 3 and keep | 


In complaiſan*« to all the fools in town. 420 
O bo they tremble at the name of prude / | 


They dread a Satire, who defy the ſkies. 40 
Atheiſts are ſew : moſt nymphs a Godhead 


F en; 


For now and thea a 77 of tranfient 3j joy £ 2 449 | 


He's ke themſclves; or how could * he good? 
_ | and they blaſpheme, who black-r ſchemes * 


Let them: cant on, mw they have got me 


Of earth's fair ſruits, indeed, they clum a fees 


Thus pleads the devil's fair apoiugiit, 460 _ 4 


But charnis decline: the Fair long wienls keep: : 


YOUN 


te Paor K— p! cries T.ivie ; I have not been there | 
6 Theſe two niehts; the poor creature will de- 15 this too owing to the love of fam: ? 


ſpair. 


„ I hate à crowd but to do good, you know 


« nd peaple of condition ſhould beitow. 


Convine d, o'ercome, to 1 grave matrons 


run: | 
Now ct a daughter, and now ſtale a fon; 


Let health, fame, temper, beauty, fortune, fly; 


And beggar half their race—through chu ty. 
immortal were we, or elſe mortal «ite, 


6's por us. 271 


But wan ders not my tire from her th me? 


332 
Thou h now your hearts on {cre are beſtow d, 
"Twas firit a vain-dom:ition to the mu 

Nor ceaſe we here, fiance 'tis a vice fo ſtrong; 


The torrent ſweeps all wemanking along. 


275 This may be ſaid, in honour of our times, 535 


That none row ſtand difimnuip'd by theic crimes 


if fia you muſt, take nature {or your guide: 
A. ve has ſome ſoſt excuſe to ſooth your  - | 


Ve fair apaſtates ſrom love's antient power! 
l leſs ſnould blame this crimmal deliglit: 480 apa P 


Bur ſince the gay aſſembiy's gayeſt room 

Is but an upper tory to ſome tomb, 
Methinks, we need not our hort being ſhun, 
And, thought to fly, conten to be undone. 


We need not buy our ruin with cur ine, 45s 


And give eter ni: * to murder luxe. h 

The love of gaming is the worſt of ins; Kt 
Wich ceaſcieſs ſtorms the blacken'd foul it fills ; 
Invei;;h« at heaven, neglects the ties of blood; 
| Deftroys the power and will of doiug good; 490 
Kill, health, pawns honour, plunges im diſgrace, 


Can nothing ravi/h. but a gold Jhower 3 340 
Can cards alone your glowing fancy feize; 
Muſt Cupid learn to punt, cer he can pi. af 1 


Ihen you're enamour'd of a 7i/? or cat, 


What can the preacher more. to make us ch. bafle 7 | 

Why muſt flrong youths waarry'd pine away? 
hey find no woman diſengag'd—from play. 546 

W hy pine the . rry 4 ?—{) feverer fate 

They find trom play no diſc 'Ngag d— ute. 

Flavia, at lovers ſalſe, wntouch'd, and bard, | 
Turns pale, and trembles at a crucl card. = e 50 


di. 


N bib e can ſecure her age; 
Aud, what is ſtill more dreadful—ipoils your or Amis. + n c cam feever her ag 


face. 


Sce yonder ſet of A that live on ſpoil, 
The ſcandal and the ruin of our ifle ! 


| Andiee, (ftrange ſigat!) amid that cuſtin 1 


2 


Her threefcore years are ſhuilling with her page. 

1} White h lan. ls by, buc till the game is doue, = 
| To Iveecp : ſake, in juſtice, long his own; 

Like old cards ting'd with ſulphur, ſac takes fire; 


6 kets, b h : 
A fora divine hivh wave her ſnowy hand; 406 | Or, like (nuffs ſunk in ſockets, blazes higher. 536 


That rattles loud a ſmail enchanted box, 
Which, loud as thunder, on the board ihe knocks. 


Ye gods! with ace delights intpire the Fair; 
Or give us ſors, and ſave us from deſpair. 


And as fierce ſtorms, which carth's founcation | Sous, brochers, fathers, huſbands, —— 80 


ſhook, 


From Aolus's cave impetuons broke. Ra $66 


From this ſmall cavern a mix'd tempeſt flies, 


| cluſe 
ia my complaint, and brand your 22... "= 
| vet i believe, as ſit mly as my Creed, 361 


Fear, rage, convulſion, tears, oaths, — in ſpite of all our wiſdom, you'll proceed: 


9 
Fer men, Il mean—the fair diſcharges none; 


She ivuiltleſs creature) fwears to heaven alone. 


| Our pride ſo great, vur paſiion i is lo ftrong, 
| Advice to right confirms us in the wrong. 


| 1 hear you cry, This ſellow's very odd“ 565 


Bee her eyes ſtart! checks glow ! | and muſcles | When you chaiſe, wi:o would not kils the rod 2 


{well! 
Like the mad maid in the Cumean en | 
Thus that divine one her %% nights employs } 
Thus tunes her ſoul to tender nuptial j joys! 
And when the cruel morning calls to bed, 


05 But I've a charm your anger ſhall controul, 


| And turn your eyes with coldneſs on the vole. 
The charm begins! To yonder flond of liphe, 


{| Thar bur, o'er gloomy Britain, turn your ſi ght. 


And on her pillew lays her aking head, 510 What guardian power o erwheims your foul: with 


With the dear images her dreams are crown'd, 
The die ſpins lovely or the cards go round; 
Imaginery ruin charms her ſtill; | 
Her happy lord is cuckol'd by ſoadille ; 


awe ? 


| 57ER 
Her deeds are precepts, her n —_— 
'Midit empire's charms, how Carolina's heart 


1 Glows with the love of virtue, and of art! 


And if the's brought'to bed, *ris ten to 5 315 Er 575 


He marks the forchead of her darling ſon. 
O ſcene of horror, and of wild deſpair, 

Why is the rich Atrides iplcndid heir 

Coœunctrain'd to quit his ancient lordly fear, 


Exceſs of goodnels! it has dawn'd on me: 
When in my page, to balance numerous faults, 


Or godlike deeds were ſhown, or generous | 
thoughts, 


8 8 * 8 | : 
i And hide his g lor ĩes in a mean retreat? 820 de mil . induſtrious to > be par, neo tnow . 


Why that drawn ſword? and whence the diſ- | 


5 mal cry? 
WI y pale diſtraction through the family ? 
_ See my lord chreaten, and my lady weep, 
And trembliay ſer vants from the tempeſt creep. 


From whom my pen the burcow'd luſtre drew. 


Thus “ the majeſtic mother of mankind, 
ro her own charms moſt a miably blind, 
On the green margiu unoceatly Rood, 

And gaz'd indulgent on the cryſtal flood ; 


ho that gay ſon to diſtant regions ſer:t ? 72 Survey d the ſtranger i ia the painted wave, 585; 


V. kat ſiends the Lubie deſtin'd match prev. xi 
Why the whole kuuſc in ſudden ruiu laid ? 


@ nothing, but laſt night my lady 2% d. 


And, filing, prais d the beautics which ſhe gave. 


6 


XLhen, | 
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SATIRE VII. 
To the Right Hou. SIR ROBERT WALPOLE. | 


* Carmina tum mellus, cum vencrit Ipſe, caue- 
mus.“ Ving. 


N this laſt labour, this my cloſing ſtrain, 
Smile, Walpole, or the Nine infpire in 

vain : 

Te thee, tis due; that ad how juſtly thine, 

Where Brunſwick's glory crowns the whole deſign? 

That glory, which thy counſeis make ſo bright; 

That glory, which on thee reſiects a light. 

Wuftri-us commerce, and but rarely known ; 

Te give, and tale, a luſtre from the throne. 
Nor think that thou art ſorcign to my theme; 


The fountain is not ſorcign to the ftream. 10 


How all mankind will be ſurpriz d to ſee 
This flood of Britith ſolly chasg d on thee ! 
Say, britain ! wacuce this caprice of thy ſons, 


| Which through their various ranks with ſury runs? | 


Tc cauſe is plain, a cauſe which we mult blels; 
| For caprice i» the daughter of fc, 
(A bad eſſect, but from plcating cauſe !) 
Aud giv#s our rulers undeſign'd applauſe ; 
Tells how their conduct bids our cri increaſe, 
And }ulls ws in the Cowny lap of peace. 
Whil- 1 ſurvey the bleſſings of our iſle, 
Her arts triumphant in the royal ſmile, 
Her public :courds bound up, her credzt high, 
Her commerce Iprendinz fails in ever: ſky, 
The plealing fcene recalls my theme again, 25 | 
And ſhews the madaeſs of ambitious men, 
Who, fond o: bloodſhed, draw the . 
ſword, | 
| And burn to give mankind a angle lord. 
Tre ſollies paſt are of a private kind | 
Their ſphere is ſmall ; their miſchief is nies: : 
But daring men there are (Awake, my Mule, 
And raiſe thy verſe !) who bolder phrenzy chuſe ; 
W ho, flung by glory, rave, and bound away; 
The wor:d their field, and bumantind their prey. 
Te Grecian chief, th' enthuſiaſt of his pride, 
With rage and terror ſtalking by his fide, | 
Raves round the globe; he ioars into a God! | 
Stand faſt, Olympus ! and fuſtain his nod. 
The peſt divine in horrid grandeur reigns, 
And thrives op mankind's miſcries and pains. 40 
What ſlaughter'd bofs / what cities ina blaze 
What waſted countries and what crimſon ſeas ! 
With orphans tears his impious bowl o _ _ _ 
And cries of kinydoms lull hin to 
And cannot thrice ten hundred years unpraie 
The boilterous boy, and biaſt his guilty bays ? 
Why want we thenencomiums on the ſtorm, 
Or famineor volcano ? They perferm 
Their mighty d eeds; 2 they, hero-like, can flay, 
And ſpread ueir ample defarts in a day. 60 
O great Alliance ! O divine renown! 
W:tb dearth, and peſtilence, to ſhare the crown. 
Wen men extol a wild deſtroyer's name, 
Earth's Builder and Preſerver they blaſ 
One to deſtroy, is murder by the law; 33 
And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe; 
To murder tho:jands, takes a fpecious name, 
War s glorious art, and gives immortal ſame. 


| When, after hatele, I the cid have fern 


were meu; 600 
A nation cruſh'd, a * of the brave! 
A xealm of de ach ! ati va this file the grave! 
\re there, ſaid l, win from this ſai lurvey, 
This hun 3 carry ſmiles away? 
| How did my heart w: 1 indignat onriſe! 6g 
How honeſt natucg f ve<li'd into my eyes! 
How was i {4ock'd to think the hero's trade 
Of ſucn materials, tan: and triumph, matte! 

— How guitty theſe. ! Tet not lets guilty they, 
Who reach faiſe glory by a ſmoother way: 70 
Who wrap deſtruction up in gentle words, 

And bows, and ſmiles, more fatal than their 
ſwords ; 5 

Who ſtifie nature, and ſub&& on art; 

Who com the face, and perrify the heart [ * 

All real kindneſs for the fhew diſcard, 75 

As mar ble poliſli'd, and as marble hard; 


© With open arms their enemies embrace; 


Who give a nod wheu broken hearts repine; 


© "The thinneſt food ou winch a wretch can dine:“ 


| Or, if they ſerve you, ſerve you difigclin d, 


And, in their height of kindneis, are unkiud. 
Such courriers were, and ſach again may be, 


Walpole, when men forget to copy thee. 
| Here ceaſe my Muſe the cata! que is Writ 3 85 : 


Nor oue more cand. date for fame admit, 


| Thouyh difappointet! thouſands juſtly blame 


Thy partial pen, and boaſt an equal claim: 
Be this their comfort, foois, omitted here, 


I May fur 1ifk laughter ſor another year. 9 : 


Then let Criipino, who was ne'er refus d 

Ie ju?:ce yet of being well abus'd, | | 
With patience wait; and be content to reign 
The pink of puppies in ſome future ſtrain. 


How e. ene: dwindles, and how volumes ſwell. 
How commentators each dark paſſage ſhun, 


Z | And ho!d their farthing candle ro the ſan. | 
Huw tortur'd texts tu ſpeak our ſenſe are made, 
Aud every vice is to the Scripture laid. 100 


How mifers ſquzeze a young — — ; 
His fins to Lucifer not half ſo dear. 

How Verſus is leſs qualify'd to ſteal 
| With ſword and piſrol, than with wax and ſcal. 


That clients are redreſs 'd till they're undone. 
How on: man's aaguiſh is another's ſport ; 1 


And ev 'n denials coſt us dear at court. | | 
| How man eternaily falſe judgments makes, 
I And all his joys and forrows are miſtales. 110 


| his ſwarm of themes that ſettles on my pen, 
| Which 1, like ſummer flies, make off again, 
Let others ſing ; to whom my weak eſſay 
But ſounds a prelude, and points out — 


My own deſign; for Lonſou's at the gate. 
—The love of fame in its effe ſurvey d. 


Since ſo diffuſive, and ſo wide its ſway, 
| What is this power, whom all mankind ny * 


Spread o'er wu ghaſtly fnapes, which once 


228 2898982888 


„„ 


Wo do for gold what Chriſtiaus do through 
ae, 


| Some ſuture ſtrain, in which the Muſe ſhall tell 


| How lawyers ices to ſuch exceſs are run, 105 


That duty done, I haſten to complete | 115 wy 


The Muſe has ſung ! be now the cauſe diſplay di | 
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7 
Shot from above, by heaven's incuſgence, came | Would'ſt thou be n Have thoſe high decds | 
This generous ardor, this unconquer'd flame, | in view 
| To warm, to raiſe, to deify, mankind, Brave men would act, though feandal ſhould enſue. 
Still burning brighteſt in the nobleit mind. | Behold ' | 
| By large foul'd wen, for thirſt of fame renown'd, — 3 i 
| _ Wile lazes were fram'd, and ſacred arts were No pride of Do s. no fever after F.me : | 
found ; 126 But when the welfare of mankind inſpi 8 : 
pires, 185 | 
Defir2 of * aiſe firſt broke the fatriot's reſt: And death in view to dear-bought glory fires, 9 
And nale à bulwark of the wa77ior*; breaſt; | Proud conqueſts then, then regal pomps delight; ; 
It bids Aryyll in fe Ids and ſenate thine. | + hen crowns, then triumphs ſparkle in his fight ; 
| What more can prove its origin divine? alt and noiſe are dear, which with them bring 
| But, oh! this paſioa planted in the ſoul, His people's bleſſings to their ardent king: 190 
On eagle's wings to mount her ta the pole, But, when thoſe great heroic motives ceaſe, 
The fl. ming miniſter of virive meant, 


His ſwelling ſoul ſubſides to native peace; 
Set up falſe gods and wrong d her high A From tedious grand-cur's faded charms withdraws, 


Ambition, hence, exerts 2 doubtful force, 135 A. ſudlilen fce to ſplendor and applauſe; 


Of blots and beauties, an alternate ſout ce; I Grratly deterring his arrears of fame, 195 

Hence Gilden rails, that raven of the pit, -- Tul men and angels jointly ſhout his name. 

Who thrives upon the carcaſes of wit; _ | © pride celeſtial ! which can pride diſdain; 
| o in art-loving Scarborough is ſeen Re O bleſt ambition! which can ne'cr be vain. | 
How kind a pattern P. li: might have een. 140 From one fam'd Alpine hill, which props the | 
| Purſuit of fame with p- dants fills aur ſchools, ſy 


Ys 
And into coxcombs buruiſhes our. l | In whoſe ceep womb unfathom'd waters lie, 209 


Purſuĩt of fame makes ſolid {carving bright, Here burſt the Rhone and founding Po; there 
And Newton lifts above a mortal hei: wie; 1 ſhine, SD 


That key of nature by whoſe wit ſhe clears 145 | In infant rills, the Danube and the Rhine; | 
| Her long, long ſecrets of five thouſand years. | From the rich ſtore one fruitful urn ſupplies, | 
a you then fully comprehend the whole, | Whole kingdoms ſmile, a thouſand harveſts riſe, — 
_ Why, and in what greg, pride iways the ſoul? In Brunſwick ſuch a ſource the Muſe adores, 


| (For, though in all rot <quaily, ſhe reigns, Which public bleſſiogs through half Europe pours. 
Awake to kuowledge, and attend my . | When his heart burns with ſuch a godlike aim, 


|  Yedodters! hear the doctrine I diſcioſe, L Angels and George are rivals for the fame; 
| . As true, as if twere writ in dulleſt — I George, who in foes can loft affections raiſe, Ts 
4s if a letter'd dunce had laid, Tis right, 1 And charm envenom d Satire into praiſe 210 
And imprimator uſher d it to bght. I Nor baman rage alone his power perceives, is 
Ambition, in the truly neble mind, 15 . But the mad «vinds, and the tumuituous waves ** 


6 ; E'en ſtorms (death s ſierceſt miniſters}) fordear, . —— — 5 
As in fam d Luertce, who, with equal dread, And. in their wn 2 empire, ary to = 8 
From guilt and ſhame, by her laſt conduct, fled: | 11-15, nature elf, ſupporting mar: z decree, 215 


Her virtue lonꝑ rebell'd in firm diſdain, . Stiles Bricain's ſovereign ſovereign of the ſea. 
And the ſword pointed at her heart in vain; 160 | While ſea and air, great Brunſwick! ſhook our ; 
But, when the flave was thrcaten'd to be laid | n | 
Dead by her fide. her Leve of Fame obcy'd. +] 1 ſported with a king 8 and kingdom” 8 fate, 
lm meaner minds ambition works alcne; | Depriv'd of what ſhe lov'd, and preſs d by far - 
But u ich ſuch art puts virtue's aſpe on, Of cer loſing what ſhe held moſt dear, 2320 
hat not more like in feature and in mien, 163 How did Britannia, like Achilles, weep, | 
| The Cod and mortal in the comic feene. ® I And tell her e deep ! | 
Falſe Julius, ambuſh d in this fair diſguiſe. Fl Hang o'er the floods, aud, in devotion warm, 
 $con made the Roman liberties his prize. 5 Strive, for 1 hee, with the ſurge, aud be the | 
| wy maſk in 4% 2 2 wears, I . 
Zut in full light pricks up her aſs's cars: 65 8 we 
All | have — are inſtances of tis, „ ebe 22 realms! 8 225 
ans Sy 8 uss eye ne'er elos d; lang ſince enur d to wake, 
Ye vain / deſiſt from your erroneous ſtrife; And 2 every ſtar for Brunſwick s ſake : 
| Be wiſc, and quit the fulfe ans of lite. By thwarting paſſions toll, by cares oppreſt, 
The true ambition there alone reſides. 75e tempeſt pictur di in Eis breatt; 230 
Where juflice vindicates, and viſi/om guides; 3 But, now, what joys that gloom of heart diſpel, 
Where inward dignity joins out uard ſtate; | No Powers of language—but his own, can tell; 
| Our purpoſe good, as our atchievement great; I His own, which aature and the graces form, | 
Where public bleſſi ngs public praiſe attend; will, * raile, or huſb, the ci orm, 
a glory i is our _— not our end. 180 [** 
- * 
Ty * Amphiiryon, 5 the kingin danger by fon 
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OCEAN; 
AN ODE. | 


| ©CCASIONED BY HIS MAJESTY'S ROYAL 


ENCOURAGEMENT or 
THE SEA SERVICE. 


To wn IS PREFIXED. 
AN ODE TO THE KING. 


„„ 
THE KING. 
3 I. 
LD Ocean's praiſe 
Demands my lays; 
Ach Bricifh theme fing; 
A theme ſo great, — 
I dare compleart, | 
And juin with Ocean, Ocean's King. 


II. 
To Gods and Kings, | 
The poet ſings; 
To kings and Gods the Muſe is dear; | 
The Muſe iafpires 8 
Vith all her fires; 5 
5 6 
III. 
Han fave, 
From high debate, 5 
From morning · ſplendors of a crown, 
From homage pay d, 
| From empires weigh'd 5 
| From plans of bleſſings and renown ; | | 
| at: 
| Great Monarch! bow 
Iny beaming brow; 
| To Thee I firike the ſounding he, 
Wich proud deſign 
In verſe to ſhine; 
To rival Greek and Roman fire. 
The Roman Ode 
_ Majeſtic flow'd; 
E PSs. 4 divinely ciear and firong ; 
I ſenſe and found, 
Thebes roli'd profound; | 
2 — roar'd, and foam along, 


VI. 
Let * nor Rome, 
Su fam'd, preſume 


—— a Nurthern iſle; 
Late imc ſhall know 
The North can glow, 


5 


| 


| 
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| Vii. 
The work is done! 
7] he diſtant ſun 

His ſmile ſupplies! exalrs my voice! 
Through Earth's wide bound 
Shai George reſound. 


My theme, by duty, and by choice. 


VIII. 

The Naval crown 

Is all Eis own! 
Our Fleet, if war or commerce al.” 

Hie will performs. 

Through waves and ſtorms, 
And rides in triumph round the ball. 
FE” = 


Since then the wain 
Sublimes my flrain, 


3 To whom ſhould I addreſs my — ? LEN 


4 Apr, Ins Muſe, to George belong. 


To whom but Thee? 
The boundletis Sea, 


| X. 
Hail mighty a A 
Rich mine of fame ! 


1f Gods invok'd extend their aid; . 


__ Hail ſwjeQ: new! 
As Britain's due 


Reſerv'd by the Picrian maid. | 


33% 4 
- Durſt Homer's Muſe, 


Or Pindar's, chuſe 


5 


pour the billows on the ſtring ? 
No, both defraud 
The tuneful God; 
Scarce more . when Jove they lor. 


XII. 


No 8 1 
With ſtrong embrace, 
This theme to raviſh durſt aſpire; 
Wich virgin charms 
My ſoul it warms, 


| And melts melodious on my hre. 


XIII. 


| Now low, now high, 
| iy fingers fly, 


_ | Now pauſe, and now freſh th rings 


Now dance, now creep, 
Now dive, now ſweep, 


” And fetch the ſound from 888 


XIV. | 


| Now numbers riſe, 
Like virgin's ſighs; 


; The ſoft Favonians melt away 3 | 


As from the North 
Now ruſhes forth 
A blaſt, that thunders in my lay. 


Xv. , 


YOUNG'S FOE MGA. 


XV. 
My lays | file 
With curious toll ; 
Ye Graces' turn the glowing lines; 
| On anvi's neat 
Your ſtrokes repeat; 


Mt — ſtroke the work refines ! 
n 
__ How m ſic charms! 
How metre warms! 
Parent of actions good and brave 
How vice it tames ! | 
And worth flames ! 


And hoids proud empire o cr the grave! | 


XVI1. 


Jove mark'sd for man 

A ſcanty ſpanu, 

But lent bim wings to fly his doom ; 
Wit ſcorns the grave; 
To wit he gave Ny 


The life of Gods! immortal bloom! 


XVIII. 


nee years will fly, 
And pleaſures die, 

Day after day, as years advance: 3 
Since, while life laſts, 
Joy ſu'ers blaſts 


T From frowning fate, and fickle chance 4 


XIX. 


Nor life is long ; 7 
But ſoon we throng, 
Like autumn leaves, death's pallid tore 3 
We make, at leaſt, | 
Of bad the 40%, 5 
| in life" » phantom, Fame, , we ſoar 
| -Ous rains divide 
I) be laurel's pride; | 
With thoſe we lift to life, we live; 

By fame enrolld __ | 
With heroes bold, 
bo And have the bleſſings which we gives 


XXI. 


What hero's praiſe 

Can fire my lays, 

Like his, with whom my ay begun > | 
_ - © Juſtice fincere,  - 

And courage clear, | 

wy Riſe the two columns of his throne. | 


XXII. 


* has form'd for ſway! 
„% Who leak, obey; 
They read the Munarch in his port. 
„ "heir love and awe 
Supply the law; | 
And * ow" luſtre makes the court 3 


| 


| 
= 
EO Beneath them tics, 
Wich lifred eyes. 
oy Fair Albion, like an amnrous maid ; 


l Which Zurope reads in George's eyes. 


275 
bes XXIn. 


4 But ſhines ſupreme, 
„Where heroes flame: 


| | 4% In war's aigh-hearted pomp he prides) 


By godlike arts 
© Enthorn'd in hearts, 
Our boſom-lord o'er wills preſides 


. | 
Our factions end ! | 8 
The nations bend! | 


— 


| 


| | For when Britannia's ſons, 1 4 


In fair array, 
All march one way; | 
They march the t terror of mendias, 


X&V. 


If equal all . 
Who trcadl the ball, 


Our beunded proſpe &, bere, would end: . 


But heroes prove 
As ſteps to Jove, 


By v which our thoughts, with eaſe, aſcend, | 


XVI. 


1 Pram wires view 


| We take the clue, 
Which leads from great. to greater + things 
Men donhbt no more, 


Z | But Gods adore, 
= When ſuch reſemblance ſhines in ; Kings. 


XXVII. 


on ok height, 
What golden light 


— ſhines, and ſhines alone 7 


Unrivall'd blaze! 
The nations gaze! 


5 Tis not the ſun, * fs Britain's throne. 
TY r 


Our Monarch. there, 
Rear'd high in air, 


1 Should tempeſts riſe. diſdains to "We" 1 


Like Britiſh oak. 


Derides the ftrok-; 
85 His blooming honours far extend ! 


XXIX. 


= 


While intereſt wit.gs 
Bold forcign Kings 


10 fly, he eagies, to bis hate. | ER 
2 „5 


4 


E "A his proud foot 
The seca ponr'd out, 
Immortal nouriſhment ſupplies; 
| Thence wealth, and tate, 
Aud er, and Fate, | 


OCEAN 


2 NW 


* 


— | 


YOUNG 


OCEA N; 
AN ODE. 
CONCLUDING wITH A wm. 


& Let the fea make a noiſe, let the foods clap | 
5 their hands. 


93 
WEPT rural ſcene ! 
: Of flocks and green! 
At careleſs caſe my limbs are ſpread ; 
All nature ſtill, 
But vonder 711; 
And litening pines nod o'er my head : 
e I. 
In proſpect wide. | 
The boundleſs tide ! | 
Waves ceaſe to ſouam, and winds to roar ;' 
Withont a breeze, | | 
The curling ſeas | 
Dance on, in meaſrre, ts the more. 
n. 
Who ſings the ſource 
: Of wealth and force ? | 
| Vaſt field of commerce and big war: 
Were wonders dwell, 


W bere terrors ſwell! 
And 3 thunders from bis r? 
| | Where ? a are they, 
Whom Pæan's ray | 
Has touch'd, and bid divinely rave? 
What, none aſpire ? | 
l ſnatch the lyre, F 
8 And as into the e wave. 
| 2, 
The wave reſounds! 
The rock rebounds! 
The Nereids to my ſong reply ! 
llead the choir, 
And they conſpire 
| With voice and hell co fi high ; | 
3% 
a ſpread i in air 
Their boſoms fair; 
Their verdant treſſes pour behind. 
The billows beat : 
Wich vimble feet, 
W ith notes — 
| vil. : 
Who love the ſhore, 
| Let thoſe adore 
The God Apollo, and his Nine, 
Parnaſſus hill. | 
And Orpheus kill; 
Aut let Aries) harp be mine. 


bell the wind. 


| Fries, xc viii. 


EY ON 
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; | | vill. 
| The main ! the main ! 


| is Britain's reign ; 


_ | Her ſtrength, her glory, is her fleet; 


The maiu ! the main! 
ge Briton's ſtrain ; | 
a, as Syren's freer. 


1X. 


Through nature wide, 
Is nought deſery'd 


1 So rich in pleaſure, 3 ; 


When all-ſcrene, 
How ſweet the ſcene! 


How dreadfal, when the billows rite. 


„„ 


And ftorms deſace 
The fluid glaſs, 


- | In which ere-while Britannia fair 
1 Look'd down with pride, 


Like Ocean's bride, 


5 | Adjuſting her majeſtic air. 


| | XT 
V hen tempeſt: ceaſe, 
And huſh'd in peace 


N 


| The flatten d ſurges ſmoothly fred 
| Deep filence keep, 


And ſeem to flcep 


5 becunibent on » their cozy bed; 


Wich a. a trance 
The level glance, | 


: | Uubroken, ſhoots along che f. as! 


Which tempt from ſhore 


4: The painted oar; 
And every Canvas courts the breeze! 


= I 


| When FOE forth 
The frewning North 


| on blackening billows, with wher 4 dread 
| My ſhuddering foul | 


Beholds them roll, 


5 And hears heir roaring ver wy head! 


With terror mark 
Von flying bark ' 


Now, center-deep deſcend the brave; 
3 8 | Now, toſs'd on high 


| It takes the ky, 


| A feather on the towering wave! | 


ah * EY 
la whirls profound ; 5 
Now, whelm'd; now, pendant near the clouds; 
| Now, ſtunn' d, it reels 4 


| Midtt thunder's peals ; 


And, now, Gere lightning fire the br., 


— 
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1 8 XVI. 
All æther burns! 
Chaos returns ! | 


| And blends once more the 65000 ſkies; 
No ſpace between 
Thy boſom green, 


© Deep: — lies. 


XVII. 


The . blatt, 
The ſhatter'd maſſ, 


The ſyrt, the whirlpool, and the ck, | 


5 he breaking ſpout, 
The ſtars gone out, 


The boiling ſtreight, the monſters ſhock, 

XVIII. | 
Let others fear; 
To Britain dear 
Whste' er promotes her tering clam; 
| Thoſe terrors charm, 


Which keep her warm 
2 or fame. 


1 XIX. 
The lars are bright 
To chear the night, 
And ſhed, through ſhadows tewper'd 
| Ard Phœbus flames | 


: With burniſh'd beams, . 
| * and all admire. 


| - ans ſeas 
Outſhone by theſe ? 


Bright Thetys ! thou art 0 anche 
With kinder beams, | | 


— « 


And ſofter gleams, 
Thy boſom wears them us thy own. | 


XXI. 


There ſet in green, 

Gold-ſtars are ſeen, | 

A mantle rich! thy charms to wrap; 
And when the fun 
His race has run, 

— enamour d = oy lap. 

| r 


Thoſe 8 whoſe dyes : 
Adorn the ſkies, . 
That ſilver ſnow, that pearly raw; 
las Pkobus ftole e 
3 To grace the pole, 

The plunder of th invaded main : 


XXL. | 


The gaudy bow, 
Whoſe colours glow, 
Whoſe arch with ſo much ſxill is bent, 
To Phœbus' ray, 
Which paints ſo gay 
By thee the watery woe "Ap kat. 


: 


1 


1 


: 


The merchant, ſwoln, digs golden ore. 


| 1 


59 And Virtue is the chil of Senſe. 


in chambers deep, 
Where waters ſleep, 


I What unknown — roy tHe ove 1 


The pearl in rows 
Pale luſtre throws ; 
| The wealth immenſe, which ſtorms devour. 
XXV. 
From Indian mines, 
With proud deſigns, 


The tempeſts riſe, 
And ſ:ize the prize, 


| Andtols him breathleſs on the there. 


XXVI. 
His fo complains 


In pious firains 


* Ah! cruel thirſt of gold he cries ; 


Then ploughs the main, 
In zeal tor gain, 


K ſwelling in his eyes. 


XXVII. 
Thou watery vaſt 
What mounds are caſt 
To bar thy dreadful flowings o'er ? 
Thy proudeſt foam 
Muft know its home : 


XXV. 


"dl pleaſure buys; 
But pleaſure dics, 


Gi = „ 


Though raptures court, 
Ihe ſenſe is ſhort; | 


| | But virue kindles living joys : 


oys felt alone! 
Joys aſk'd of none! | 
Which Time's and — dees milky 
Joys that ſubſiſt, 95 
ugh fates reſiſt, 
| And uoprecarious . 


he fd _— 
Is moſt inclin'd® 
To every moral — 3 3 
All Vice is dull, ON 
A knave's 3 . 


| XXXI. 
The virtuous mind _ 8 | 
Nor wave, nor wind, DW 
Nor cival rage, nor — 8 frown, 
The ſkaken ball, 
Nor planets fall. 


Prom its firm baſis can dethrone, 


XXX11. This | 


$922 34 SEE IF; 


2 XXX!U. 
This Britain knows, 


On public weal, 
And — both by godlike ends 
Po XXXIII. | 


What end ſo great 
As that which late 

 Awoke the Cenius of the main. 
Which towering role 
With George to cloſe, 

And rival great Eliza's reign ? 


= XXXIV. | 
A voice his flown 
rom Britain's throne 
To reinflame a grand deſign i 
TT] at voice ſhall rear 
Yon * fabric fair, 
a Nature” s role at the divine. 


| XXXV. 

| When nawoe fhoang, 
Dleſt angels ſung, 
| And ſhouted o'er the riſing ball 
Por ſtrains as high 
As man's can fly, 
[Theſe fea-devored honours call. 
XxXXVI. 

r 
Tube lap of aſe 
„„ 
High domes aſcend | 
Stretch'd arches bend 


= — columns ſwell ! wide gates unfold 


 XXXViL. 

Boo fleeps the grain, 
In foſtering rain, : 
And vital beams, till Jove deſcend ; 
| Then.burſts the root. 
The verdures ſhoot! 
„ enrich, adorn, defend ! 
b XXXVIIL. 
5 Here. ſoft-reclin'd 
From wave, from wind, 
| And fortune's tempeſt ſafe . 
To cheat their care, 

Of former war 


* They alk te plating ſhadows o'er 
xxx. 


In W ee tales, 
Dur fleet prevails ; 
In tales the lenitives of age 1 
And, o'er the bowl, 
They fire the ſoul | 
of liſtening Wo to martial rage. 


Greenwich. 


5 Il [i 5 our joy ſo proud, 


A Should echo theirs, and Britain's king. 
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The ffory done, 
Their ſetting ſun, 

Serenely ſmi ing down the Weſt 
In ſoſt decay, 
They drop away; 


>." WC 
Unhappy they! 


[ And falſely they! 


Who baſk for ever in ſucceſs; 

A conſtant feaſt 

Quite palls the taſte, | 
And long * is diſtreſs, 


1 XL n. 


What a us moſt, 
Our joy, our boaſt, 


N | Familiar, loſes all its gloſs; 


And goldrefin'd 


| The ned mind = 
| Faſtidious turns to perfeR: dd 


3 enn 


| When, after toil, 

. RE His native ſoil 

I Tae panting mariner rega 
What tranſport "ng; 


From bare repoſe ! 


We 6 ovr Pais. 


XL. 
ve bh Dain 1 
Beneath the main, 


; Wrapt in a watery winding ſheet 1 


Who bought with blood 
| Your country's good, 


| Tour country” s full-blown glory greet. | 
8 . A 


What powerful charm 


7 Can death diſarm? ?; 
I Your long, your iron flumbers break.? 3 


By Jove, by Fame, 


By George's name. 


: Awake! awake | awake ! 


XLVI. | 


Our ſhout fo loud, 


1 | Without a charm the dead might 1 


And ſee, they rouze! 
Their awful brows, 


| Deep-ſcar'd, from ox pillows rear! 


Br. XI vn. 


With ſpiral ſhell, 
Full-blaſted, tell | 
That all your watery realms ſhould ring 1 
Your — — 
Your coral 


xLvul. A 


XLVII. 
As long as ſtars 
Guide Mariners, 
As Carelina's virtues pleaſe, 
Or ſuus invite 
Ihe raviſh'd fight, 
The Britiſh * ſhall ſweep the ſeas. 
XLIX. 
Peculiar both ! 
Our ſoil's ſtrong growth, 
And our bold natives hardy mind; 
| Sure Heaven beſpuke 
Our hearts, and oak, 
To give a maſter to mapkind. | 


L. 
That noblef: birth 
Of teeming earth, 
Of ſoreſts fair that daughter proud, 
Io foreign coaſts 


Or grandeur boaſts. | 
And Britain's 3 ſpeaks "EY 
LI. 
Now big OY war 
Sends Fate from far, 
If rebel realms their Fate demand; 
Now, ſumptuous ipoils _ 


| Of foreign ſoils | 
Pours i in the boſom Jour land. 


Sas Britain "Vl 
In ſcales, and weighs 
The fates of kingdoms and of n 3 


And as ſhe frowns, 
Or ſmiles, on crowns 


20” or 22 of glory ſprings. 
I. 


Thus Ocean ſwells 

The ſtreams and rills. | 

; And to their borders lifts them high; 
Or elle withdraws 7 

The mighty cauſe, 


Ard leaves ther famiſh'd channels ery EN 


LIV. 
- How mixt, hw frail, / 
lo ſure to fail, 
| keevery pleaſure of mankind! 
2 dawp deſtroys 
My blooming joys, 


While — > glory fires my mia. 
LV. 


"Far who can gaze 
On reſtleſs ſcas, 


Unterer with life's more refileſs ſrate ? 


Where all are tois'd, 
And moſt are loft 
By tides of paſũon, blaſts cf fate? 
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| | The world few know 


1. 


| The Sorld's che main, 


How vert! how vain 
} Ambition ſwells, and Anger foams; 


May good men find, 


| Beneath the wind, 


A noiſeleſs ſhore, unrufied homes! 


LVI., 
| The public ſcene 
Ot harden'd men 
Teach me, O teach me deſpiſc ! 


| | But to their wos, 


o with our experience riſe; 


LI. 


| All tender ſenſe = 


Ils baniſh'd thence, 


Ahn maiden nature's firſt alarms 
M hat ſhock'd before 


Diſguſts no more, 


2 | | And what Glgulied has its charms. 


LIX. 7 * 
In 1: ndſkips green ; 


rue bliſs is ſeen, 


Wich Innocence, in ſhades, the ſports; 


in wealthy towns, 
Proud Labour frow”"s, 


1 3 Sorrow ſmiles in in courts. 


1 Theſe 1 OP 


Seduc'd my pride, 


| , To Fortune's arruws bar'd my be breaſt 


Till Wiſdom came, 
A hoary dame 


. And told me plcature was in rel. 


; "+." bk 
- MY 1 
« Along the vale 


I or humble life, ſecure from fees 


My friend ſincere! 
„My judgment clear! 


. i Aud gentle bulineſs my repoſe $ 


| 12 LXII. 
* u wind be ng 


To combat wrong 


I Grateful, O King! for "NEE "LAI" 
Volt to complain | 


„ For ochers' pain! 


% And bold to triumph o'ef my on 


LXIn. 
(hen Fortune „ kind) 


N ce Acute to find, 


% And warm to reliſh every oon! 
« And wiſe to fill 
« Fartaſtic ill, 


J. whoſe frightfu! pefres alle at noon! 


2 3 IX. N. 


i 
1 
ö 
bs 
1 


| 
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| LXIV. 
© No fruitleſs toils ! 
* No brainleſs broils! | 
e Each moment level'd at the mark! 
% Our day fo ſhort | 
* [nvitesno ſport ; | 
* Be fad and ſolemn when tis dark. | 
| LXV. 
* Yet Prudence till 
4 Rein thou my will! 


_ What's moſt impartant, make moſt dear 
„For tis in this, 


% Reſides true bliſs; 
True bliſs, a deity ſevere ! 
LXVI. 


— Wikis ts 
10 gayer ſcenes, _ 

& And ſerious life void moments ſpares, | 
The ſylvan chace 

« My finews brace ! 

: Or ſoog unhend my mind from cares! 
8 LXVII. 

Nor ſhun, my ſoul! 

The genial bowl, 


* Where mirth, zood-nature, Grit, flow ! | 


* ingredients theſe, 
« Above, tu pleaſe 
* „ gods, the wiſe, below. 
LXVIII. 
„ Thaugh rich the vine, 
1 „More wit, than wine. 3 
* More ſenſe, that wit, good-will than an, 
May provide 
Fair Truth, my pride! 
. My j joy, the converſe of os _—_. 
| 12 | " "LIE. 
be gloomy brow, 
The broken vow, 
© To diſtant climes, ye godstremove! 
. nobly-ſoul'd 
Their commerce hold 
. Wich words of truth, and leaks of fove?- 
| LXX. 
. 90 glorious aim! 
O wealth ſupreme! 
3 Divine Renevolence of foul! 
©. ercatly glows, 
And frecly flows, 
5 And in one bleſſing graſps the whole! 


LXXI. 
. Prophetic ſchemes, 
** And golden dreams, 175 
* May l, unſanguine, caſt away! 
3 1 what 1 have ! 
« And livc, uot leave, 
4 Enamour' d of the preſent day! : 
LXXIIi. 
« oh hours my own! 
My faulr« ul known ! 
10 My chf x reve:.us in content 


| His day of birth, its inauſpicious light, | 
He wiihes ſunk in ſhades of endlels night, 
And blotted from the year ; nor fears to crave 
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. 


4 And f the lal d mon at! 


„ Then, leave one beam 
Of honeſt fame! 


 LxXxit. 
* Unhurt my urn! 
A ill that great turn 


„ When mighty Nature's ſelf ſhall die. 


* Time coaſe to glide, 
Wich human pride, 
* Sunk in the Ocean of Eternity.“ 


A 


' PARAPHRASB | 


05 ON PART or : | : 


THE BOOK OF JOB. 


TRICE happy Job long liv'd in Regal State, 
Nor ſaw the ſumptuous Eaſt a prince fo 


eat; 


Whoſe woridly ſtores in ſuch abundance flow d. 

| Whoſe heart with ſuch exalted virtue glow'd. | 

I At length mis or tut es take their turn to reign, - = 
| andilison ilisſucceed ; a dreadful train 

{| What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong, 

| The ſword wide-waſting, the reproachful tuugue. 

And {potted plagues, that mark'd his limbs all 


o'er 


_— 50 thick with pains, they wanted room for mor? 


| 10 
A changeſo Cad what morta! here could bear ? 


Exhauſted woe had left him nouglit to fear; 


I But gave him all © gricf. Low earth he preſt, = 
_ | Wept inthe duſt, and ſorely iraote his breaſt, 
| His friends around the deer affliction mourn d. 


15 


_ Felt all his pangs, end groan for groan return d; 


In anguiſh of their hearts their mantles reve, 
And leven long days in ſolemn filence ſpent ; 


A debt of reverence to diſtreſs ſogreat! 
| | Then Job contain d no more; bur curs'd his fate. : 
1 20 


Death, inſtant death; impatient for the crave, 
That ſcat of peace, that manſion of repoſe, 25 


| Where reſt and mortals are no longer toes ; 
I Where countellors are huſh'd, and mighty kings, 
| (O happy turn 1) no more are wretched things. : 


His words were daring, and diſpleas'd his 


friends; 


| His conduct they reprove, and he defends; 30 


And now they kindled into warm de bate, 
and ſentiments oppos d with equal heat; 


| Fix* in opinion, both refuſed to yield, 


And ſummen all their reaſon ro the anc 


EE y ⁵wN w RE 


* a 
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BS bigh at length their arguments were wrought, 
33 


They reach d the laſt extent of human thought: 

A pauſe enſurd.— When, lo | heaven interpos'd, 
And awfully the long contention clos'd. 
Full o'er their heads, with terrible Yucprize, 
A ſudden whirlwind biacken'd all the ſkies : 40 
(They _ ard tremble !) from the darkneſs 
| rcxe | 
A dread:ul voice, and thus th' Almighty ſpoke : 


Who gives his tongue a lobe fo bold and vain, | 


Cenſures my conduct, and reprov's my reign ; 
Lifts up his thought againit me from tl e duſt, 45 
And tells the World's Creator what is juft ? | 
Of late ſo brave, now lift a dauntleſs cye, 
Face my demand, and give it a reply: 
Where didſt Thou dwell at nature's early birth? 
Who laid foundations for the ſpacious earth ? 50 
Who en its ſurſace did extend the line, e 
Irs form determine, and its bulk confine ? | 


| 


Who fix'd th- corner- lone? What haud, declare, 
Hung it cn nouyht, and faſten'd it un ar; 


When the bright morning Rars in concert ſung, 

When heaven's high aich with loud holautahs 
rung. 5 5 56 

When ſuouting ſons of God the triumph crown'd, 


And the wide concave thunde-r'd with the found ? | There blooms the roſe, where human tace ne er 5 
Earth's numerous 4ingdowms, haſt Thou viewd | | $ 


them all ? 


[Aua can thy-ſpanof knowledge graſp the ball? 
Who heav'd the mountain, which ſublimely ſtands, 


And caſts its ſhadow iuto diſtant lands ? ö 
Who, ſtretching forth his ſceptre o'er the deep, 
Can that wide word in due ſubjection keep? 
I broke the globe, I ſcoop d its hollow fide, 65 
And did a baſon fer the floods provide; 

I chain d them with my wort ; the builing ſea, 
Work d up in tempeſts kears my great decice; 


| Or whiten morning with the hoary +? 


| Are miſs bepotten? Who their father knew? 
From whom veſcend the pearly drops of dew ? 

To bind the ſtream by night, what hand can 
b-.aft, gt 


| Whoſe powerful breath, from northern regions 
blown, - | | 
Touches the fea, and turns it into fone ? | 
A ſudden defarr ſpreads o'er realms defac'd, 95 
And lays one half of the creation waſte ? : 
Thou know'ſt Me not; thy blindneſs cannot 
lee | | 
| | | 
How vaſt a diſtance parts thy Cod from Thee. 
Canſt thou in whir/roinds mount aloft ? Canſt 
Thou | es 


m clouds and darkneſs wrap thy awful brow ; 


And, when day triumphs in meridiau light, 


Who launch'd the clouds in air, and bid them 
rell 


Suſpended ſeas aloft, from pole to pole ? 


| Who can refreſh the burning fandy plain 105 


And quench the ſummer with a waſte of rain? 
Who, in rough deſarts, far frem human toil, 
Made rocks bring forth, and defolation ſmile ? 


ſhone, 


." _— . 
And ſhut the fluices of th' exhauſted fey, 
When carth no longer mourns her gaping veins, 
Her naked mountains, and her ruſſet plams ; 


Of ſhining rivers, and of verdant fields; 
When groves and foreits laviſh all their bloom, 


© Thus far, thy floating tide ſhall be convey'd; | ſeen OR 
* And here, © main, be thy proud billows Of ail and ſucu my northern magazine? 120 

x | Tm 5 70 Theſe the dread trraſures of mine anger are, 

i My funds ef vengeance for the day of was, 

When clouds rain death, and ſtorms at my com- 


„ | Sy No 
laſt thou explor d the S creis of the deep, 
Where, ſhut {rom uſe, unnumber d treaſures | 
4 fl-ep ? B+, | 


Where down a thouſand fathums from the day, 


Thoſe gloomy paths did thy bold foot e er tread, 


Whole worlds of » aters rolling o'er thy heed ? | 
Flath ehe cleft centre cpen'd wide to Thee? | 


Death's inmoſt chambers didſt I hou ever lee ? 
E'er knock at his tremendous gate, and wafſe 


_ Tothe black portal through th' incumbent ſhale ? | 
Decp are thoſe ſhades ; but ſhades ſtill decper 


i hide | | 

My counſels from the ken of hnman pride. ” 
| Ong Bout the light ? in what rcfulgent 

And where has der4n;ſ+ made her diſmal home? 
Thou know'ſt, no doubt, luce thy large heart is 
ſraught | | 85 
Wich ripen'd wiſdom, through long ages brouyhe ; 
Since nature was call'd forth when Thou waſt by 


mand 


Rage through the world, or waſte 2 guilty land. 
| Springs che great fountain mother of the lea? Þ 


Who tau; ht the rapid zrinds to fly ſo ſaſt, 12g 
Or ſhakes the centre wi:h his eaitera blaſt? 
Who frum the ſkies can a whole deluge pour? 


Or Ereadful thunder, points it where to fall, 


Not he who trembles at che darted fires, 
Falls at the ſour.d, and in the flaſh expires. 

* ho drew the Comet out to ſuch a fize, | 
And pour'd his flaming train o'cr hai the ſkies ? 
Did thy reſentment hang him aut? Does he 


Glare on the nat:vn, and Ccuaunce, fram Thee? 2 


Wha on lew earth can moderate the rein, 
That guides the far: along th' ethereal plain ? 


| appoint their ſealuns, and dirct their c....i fe, 


Their luftre brighten, and ſupply thicir force ? 
(canſt | huu the ſkics brnevoience reſtrain, 


And into Being roſe beneath thine ee?! 
Vas, VI | | 


| 


and cavic the Pleiades to ſh ine in vain; 
2 © | | 


To check the ſhower, who lifts his hand on 
| But, new in lite, a chearſul proſpect yields 115 


And earth & heaven are fill'd with rich perfume ? | 
Haſt Thou eder ſcal d my wintry ies, and 


Who ftrikes through nature with the ſolemn roar 


And in fierce lightni-g wraps the flying ball? 130 


282 


Or, when Orion ſparkles from his ſpkere, 

Thaw the cold feafon, and unhind the year; 
Bid Mazzaroth his deſtia d ſtation krow, 145 
And teach the bright Arcturus wher- to glow ? 
Mine is che „ge, with all her ftars; | pour | 
Myriads, and myriacs l reſerve in ſtore. : 


Doſt Thou pronounce where day- light ſhall be 


born. 
And draw the purple cuctain of the mern; 
Awake the /un, and bid him come away. 
Avq glad thy world with his obſequious ray ? 
«it Chou, inthron'd in flaming giory, driven 
-"M Bap round the ſpacious ring of heaven ? 
Thot pomny of light, what hand fo far diſplays, 
That diſtant earth lies baſking in the blaze? 156 
Who did the foul with her rich powers inveſt, 
Ar liglit up reaſon in the human breaſt ? | 
T. thine, with freſh increaſe of luſtre bright, 
V hen ſtars and ſun are ſet in endleſs nigh: ? 160 
To thefe my various queſtions make reply. 


Th' Ahnizhty ſpoke ; and, ſpeaking, ſhook the | 
ſk 


* 
What then, Cha!d æan Sire. thy ſurprize ! 
Thus | hou, with trembliag heart and down- caſt 
eyes: 
Once and again, which I in groaps deplore, 
My tongue has err'd ; but ſhall — no 
| more. 1660 
My voice is in eternal fience bound, 
End all my ſoul falls proſtrate to the ground.” 
He ceas'd : When, lo + again th' Almighty 
: ſpoke ; $ | 
: The ſame dread voice from the black whirlwind 
— -- _ 
Can that arm meaſure with an arm divine? 
Ard canſt Thou thunder with a voice like Mine; 
Or in the hollow of thy hand contain 
Ihe bulk of waters, the wide-fpreading main, 
When, mad with tempeſts. all the brilows riſe 
In all their rage, arid daſh the diftant ſkies? 176 
Come forth, in beauty's excellence array d; 
And be the grandeur of thy power diſplay d; 
Pet on omnirotence, and, frowning, make 
The fpacious round of the creation ſhake ; 
Diſpitch thy vengeance. bid it overthrow 
 Tr:umphant vice, lay lofty tyrints low, _ 
And crumble them to duſt. When this is done, 
Ięrant thy ſafety lodg'd in Thee alone; | 
Ot Thee Thou art, and mayſt undaunred ſtand, 
Behind the buckler of thive own ri; ht-hand. 
Fond man! the viſion «fa moment made! _ 
Dream of a dream ! and ſhadow of a ſhade! 
What _— haſt thou produ 4, what creatures 
: am d. 
What inſects cheriſh", that thy God is blam's? 
When pou with 3 the wild Raven“s 


C: 


44 


Lond calls on Cod, importunate for food : 


150 | 


_ 


— 


—B Fad 


— 


| Lay on his neck the toil of all the year; 


191 


Who hears their cry, who grants their hoarſe . 


ueſt, 
Ard Pills the clamour of the craving net? 
_ Whoin the ſtupid Oſtrich has ſubdued 195 
A parent's care, and fond inquietuie ? 
W hile far ſhe flies, her ſcattcr'd eggsare found, 
W.tt ont an owner, on the ſandy ground; | 
Caſt out on fortune, they at mercy lie, 


And borrow life from an ;-dulgent ſcy : 


| 


YOUNG'S por xs. 


Adopted by the fun, in blaze of day, =- 

They ripen under his prolific ray. 

Unmin4dful the, that fome unhappy rread 

Nay cruſh her young in their neglected bed. 

What time the fkims along the field with ſpeed, 
dhe ſcorns the rider, and purſuing ſteed. 200 

How rich the Peacock : what bright glories run 

From plume to plume and vary in the fun ! 

| He proudly ſpreads them to the golden ray, 

| Gives all his colours, and adorns the day; 210 
With cvrfc ous ſtate the ſpacious round diſplays, 

And fiowly moves amid the waving blaze. 

Who taught the Hawk to find, in ſeaſons wiſe, 
Perpetual ſummer, and a change of ſkies ? 5 
When clouds deform the year ſhe mounts — | 

| wind, 
Zhoots to the Grath, nor fears the ſtorm behind 
| The fun returning, the returns again, 
| Lives in his beams and leaves ili days to men. 
i hough ſtrong the Hawk, _—_ practisd 
| well to fly, 
An Eagle drops her in a lewer ſky ; 
An Eagle, when, deſerting human fig: ik 


220 


| She ſeeks the ſan in her un eary'd flight: 


Did thy command her yellow pinion liſt, 

So high in air, and ſet her on the clift, 

| Where far above thy world ſhe dwells alone, 225 
\nd prondly makes the frength of rocks her 
| oven; 

Thence wide o'er nature takes her dread ſurvey, : 
And with a glance predeſtinates her prey? 


— 


0'er 


Th' unflaughter'd hoß, enjoys the promis 'd gore. 


Enow'ft Thou how muy moons, by Me * e 
|  lign'd, 5 
Roll o'er the mountain Goit, and foreſt Hind, 
While pr: grant they a mother” load ſuſtain? 
They bend in anguiſh, and caſt forth their pain. 


I Hale ar» their young, from human ſrailties freed; 
5 Walk unſuſtain'd, aud unaſſiſted lrred; 
180 Fate the wide world, with nature for their guide; 


| They live at once; forſake the dam's warm fide; 


Bound o'er the lawn, or fe-k the diſtant glade; 
And find a home in each delightful ſhade. 240 


but Me, | 
Low at the add. and alk an alms of has # 2 
Submit his unworn ſhoulder to the yoke, 
Break the iff clod, and oer thy furrow ſmoke? 


Since great his Rrength, go cruſt him, void of 


care; 145 
Bd him bring home the ſcalons to thy doors, 
And caſt his ſoaa among thy gather'd ſtores. 


Diaſt thou from ſervice the ild- Ats diſcharge, 
And break his bonds, and bid him live at large, 
| 250 
'Y bend the wide waſte, 1 ample * | 

roam, 

And loſe himſelſ in bis unbounded nome? 

By nature's hand magniſicentiy ted, 

His meal is on the range of mountains ſpread ; 3 
As in Pure ait aloft he bounds along, 


\ 


| She feaſts her young wich biood ; and, hovering | 


236 — 


Will ch' tall Reem, which knows no Loy | 


Nor f-els the ſhaſt that trembles in his ſide ; 


yoUuxG's 


He ſees in diſtant ſmoke the city throng ; 

eonſcious ol freedom, ſcorns the ſmother'd train, 

The threatenin driver, and the ſervile ren. 
Survey tue warlike Horle: didit Then inveſt 

With thunder his rubuit diſtended che“? 200. 

Na ſenſe of fear his daunt leſo ſoul allays; 

Ti. dreadſul to behold his noſtrils hloze; 

To paw the vale he proudly takes delig' t. 

And triumph in the fulne fs of his might ; ; | 

Higl-rais d he ſnuffs the battle from aar, 265 

Aud burns te piunye ; amid the raving war; 

Aud mocks at dcath, and throws his l 

around, 

And n a ftorm of favs ſhakes the ground. 

How does his firm, his ribng heart. advance 

Full an the brandiſh'd ſword, and fhaken lance; 

Whitr his fix'd eye-bulls net the dazzling ſhield, 

Gaze, ond return the lightning of the field! 

_ Heviiks the ſenſe of pain in generous pride, 


But yei;zh+ to the ſhrill trumpet's dreadful blaſt 


| Till derth; and when he groans, he groay+ his | 


la ſt. 276 
But, fiercer ſtill, the lordly I ion Pals, 


POEMS. 233 
| Their ſedgy boſoms his wide conch are made, 
And groves ef willows give him all their ſhade. 
His ye drivks Jordan up, when fir'd with 
drouglit, 


Fe truſts ro turn its current down his 8 . 
| 


1 In leſſen'd waves it creeps along the Plain: 3 "= 


He fiuksa river. and ne tllirſts again. 
Go to the Nile, and, from its fruitſul fide, 
Caft forth thy line into the ſwelling nde : 


With flender hair Leviathan command, 325 


And ſtreteh kis vaſtneſs on the loaded ttrayd. 
Vi he become Thy ſervant ? Will he own 
Thy lor hy nod, and tremble at Thy frown ? 


Or with his (port «anule thy leiſure „ 
| And, bound in filk, with thy foft maidens play? 


| Shall pompous banqucts Iwell with ſuch a 


prizs ? | 330. i 


And the bowl j journey round kis araple ſize? 


Or the debating; mere haute ſhare the prey, 
| And various limbs to various marts convey ? 8 
1 hrough his firm ſkull what ſtecl its way can 


win ? 333 


What forceful engine can inb.\ue bis cn? 


Grin. ly majeſtic in his lor ely walks; 5 


When round he elares, all living creatures . 3 &. 
+8 ! Shall turn on Me, among the fons of men? 349 


He clears the defart with his rolling eye. 
day mortal, does he rouſe at thy command, 
And roar to Thee, and live upon thy han? 
Doſt chou for him in foreſts bend thy bow, 
And to his gloomy den the morſel throw. To 
Where bent on death lic hid his tawny vrood 285 | 
And couch'd in dreadful ambuſh, pant ior blood; 
Or, ſtretch'd on broken limbs, conſun. the day, 
in datkneſs wrapt, and flumber o'er tlcr prey? | 
By the pale moon they take their dei. 'd} round, 
And laſh their ſid-s, and furious tear the ground. | 
Now ſhricks and dying groans the defart fl; 
They rage, they rend; 
Vith crimſon foam ; aud, when the banquet's 
o er, 
"They ſtride away, and paint their * with gore; 


In flight alone the ſhe pherd puts Il. is truſt, 225 

IDeſtruction yawns; his ſpacious jaws unfold, | 
and, marihal*'d round the wide expanſe, diſcloſe 
Veeth edg'd with death, and crowding rows on 


TR TRE 356 


And ſaudders at the talon in the duſt. 
Mild is my Beh: moth, though large his as, 4 
Smooth is his temper, and repreſt his flame, 
While Unprovek' d. his native of the flood 
_ Lifts his broad foot, and puts athore for ſood; 300 
Earth ſinks beneath him, as he moves along 
Io leek the herbs. and mingle with the throng. 
See with what ſtrength his harden'd leans are | 
__ bound, 
| All ever proof and ſhut againſt a wound. 
How like a mountain cedar moves his tail! 305 
Nor can his complicated finews fail. . = 
Built high and wide, his folid bones ſurpaſs 
The bars of ſteel ; his ribs are ribs of brais; 
His port majeſtie and his armed j jaw 
Give the wide ſoreſt, and the mountain, law. 310 
The mountains fced him ; there the * ad- 
| mire 
The mighty ftranger, and in dread retire, 
At length his greatvels nearer they ſurvey, 
Graze in bis ſhadow, ani his eye obey. 
The fens and marſhes arc his cool retreat, 


His noontide ſhetter Rum the burying heat ; 


315 ] 


The bowel {hr ink to cowards in his ſight; 
he raſheſt dare not rouſe him up : Who then 


An: la debtar ? ; Hatt thou ever heard 
Whence come the gi:ts that arc on le conferr'd ? 


| My Lvifh fruit a thouſand valleys fills, 

| And Mine the herds that graze a thouſand hills: 
Earth, fez, and air, all nature is my own; 344 

and lars and ſun are duſt beneath my throne. 

| And dar ſt Thou with the World's n Father 5 


vye, 
Thou, who alt beni at my creaturc's eye! 2 
A: ull my lage Leviathan ſhall riſe, 


Who, great in arms, e er ſtripp'd his Min: nz 
mal 

Or crown'd his triumph with 2 ſingle ſcale ? 

| Whoſe heart ſuſtains him to draw near? Beho'd, 


What hideous fancs on either ſide ariſe ! 
And what a deep abyſs betwcen them lics! 


fonrd, 


Elis bulk is charg'd with ſuch a furious foul, 


| That clouds of {moke from his ipread nuitrils rol, ; 


As from a ſuruace; and, wheu rous d his ire, 


I Fate iſſues from bie jaws in ſtreams of fir. 
| The rage of tempeſts, and the ruar of ſeas, 365 


Thy terror, this thy great Superior pleaſe; 
Strength on his _ ſhoulder fits in ſtace ;* 
His well-join'd limbs are dreadtully complete; 


| His flakes of ſolid ſle ſn are flow to pare; 5 
As ſteel his nerves, as adamant his heart. 370 


| When, late awak'd, he rcals him from the 
floods, 

And. Arerching forth-his ſtature to the clouds, 

202 


Ply far, and live; tempt not hi- matchleſs might : 


Boaſt all his Ma ah and 1 his wondrous, 


| 
their ra venous jus diſtil ſtze. 350 
| 


181 with thy lauce, and with thy plumber : 


4 The one how long, the other how proſound 3 0 
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Writhes in the ſun aloſt the ſcaly height, | 
And ftrikes the diſtant hills with tranſient light, 
Far round are fatal damps  f terror ſpread 375 | 
he Mighty frar, nor bluſh to own their dread. 
—_— front ; and, when his buruiſh'd 


Liſt their broad lids, the morning ſeems to riſe. 

In vain may death in various ſhapes invade, 
The ſwift-wing d arrow, the deſcending blade; 
His naked breaſt their impotence defies ; 
| The dart rebounds, the brittle fanchion flics. 

Shut in himſelf, the war without he hears, 
Safe in the tempeſt of their rattling ſpears; 
The cumber'd ſtrand their waſted vellies ſtrow ; 
His ſport, the rage and labour of the foe. 

His paſtimes like a cauldron boil the flood, 
And blacken ocean with the rifing mud; | 
The billows feel him, as he works his way; 
His hoary footſteps ſhine along the ſea ; 390 | 
The foam high-wrought with white divides the | 


green, 


And diſtant ſailors point where death has been: 

His /ide earth bears not on her face; 
Alone in nature ſtands his dauntle | 

For utter ignorance of fear renown 4, — 


In wrath he rolls his baleful eye around: 
Makes every ſwoln, diſdainful heart, ſulfide, 
And holds dominion o'cr the ſons of pride. 

Then the Chaldzan cas'd his labouring breaſt, 
Wich full conviction of his crime oppreſt. 4c 

N e things, Lord of | 

1 

- 28 every thought is naked to Thy ſight. 
: t, oh! Thy ways are wonderful, and lie 

: ond the deepeſt reach of mortal eye. 

| 2 Ofc have l heard of I hine Almighty Power; 

02 2 never ſaw Thee till this dreadful hour. 406 

erwhelm'd with ſhame, the Lord of hfe | 

| "=" 

46 Abhor myſelf, and give my ſoul to T hee. 

booed: 


= Man i no made t gui, but ore. 410 


MISCELLANIES. 


CI MICHAEL ANGELO': 3 | 


Piece of the CRUc ITX Io; 


Who is ſaid to have ſtabbed a perſon that he 
might draw it more naturally. 


F 


dies, 
E Stabb'd at his feet his brother weltering kes: 
The daring Artiſt, cruelly ſereue, 
Views the pale cheek and the diitor ed mien; 
He drains off 122 37 deaf to cries, 
Examines every ſpirit as it 
Ne ftudies torment, dives in mortal woe, 


To rouze up every pang repeats his biw; 5 


4 


YOUNG'S POT us. 


382 | 


386 


| 


| Eich riſing agony, each dreadful 

Yet warm tranſplanting to his Saviour's face. 
| Oh glorious theft ! oh nobly wicked draught ! 
With its full charge of death each feature fraught : 
Such wondrous force the magic colours boait, 


| From his own {kill he ſtarts in horror loſt. 


TO MR. ADDISON, 


; 


'THE TRAGEDY OF CATO. 


THA do we ſce! is Cato then become 
A greater name in Britain than in Rome? 
Does mankind nov admire his virtues more, 
Though Lucan, Horace. Virgil, wrote defoce | 
How will poſterity this truth explain? 

« Cato begins to live in Inna's reign.” 

The world's great chiefs, in council or in arms, 


| 
| 
| 
= 


| Riſe in your lines with more exalted charms; 


„ 


Il: uſtrious deeds in diſtant nations wrought, 


| And virtues by departed heroes taught, 


| Raiſe in your ſoul a pure immortal flame, 
| Adorn your life, and conſecrate your fame ; 
To your renown all ages you ſubdue, 


| And Czfar fought, aud Cato bled for you. 


| 
| 
| 


HISTORICAL EPILOGUE 
To THE BROTHERS. 


BY TRAGEDY. 


N Epilogue, through cuſtom, is your right | 
A But ne cr perhaps was needful till this night: 
| To-night the virtuous falls, the guilty flies, 


} Guvilt's dreadful cloſe our narrow ſcene denies. 


In hiſtory's authentic record read 

What ample vengeance gluts Demetrius ſhade; 

Vengeance fo great, that when his tale is told, 

With pity ſome ev'n Perſeus may b. hold. 

Perſeus ſurviv'd, indeed, and fil. d the chrone, 
But ceaſelcſs cares in conqueſt made him groan: 


| Nor reign'd he long; from Rome ſwift thunder 
| flew. | | > 5 
And headlong from his throne the tyrant threw: 


Thrown headlong down, by Rome in "JOB: | 
led, 5 

For this vight' s deed his perjur'd bolom bled: 

| His brother's ghoſt each moment made him ſtart, 

And all his father's anguiſh rent his keart. 5 

When, rob d = diack, his children round him 

kung, 

And their rais'd arms in „ : 

The younger ſmiP'd, unconſciuus of their woe; 


| 
F 


At which thy tears, O Rome ! began to flow; 
So ſad the ſcene! What then muſt Perſcus feel, 
| To ſee Jove's race attend the vidor's ner : 

| To ſee the fla ves of bis worſt ſocs increaſe, _ | 
From ſuch a ſource — An emperors embrace! 


H ficken'sd ſoon to death; and what is worſe, 


| He well % d, and felt, the comard's curſe; 


All read tranſported his pure elaſſic page; 


Blind to themſelves, 


YOUNG” 


— 


Unpit y d. ſcorn'd, inſulted Lis laſt bour, | 

Far, far from home, aud ju a vuſſ eh wer: 

Bis pale cherk refred on his hamefui chain, 

No fried to monra, no flatterer to feign ; 

No tuit retards, no comfort fyoths his doom, 

And not one tear bedews x morarch's romb. 

Nor ends it thus dire vengeance to complete, 
His ancient empite falling ares his fate: 

His throne forzot ! his weeping country chain'd! 

An nations aſk—where Alexander reign'd. 

As public woes a prince's crime purſue, 

So public bleſſings are his vi: tuc's due. 

$houe, Bricous ſhout—auſpicious fortur e bleſs! 

And cry, Long live — Our fille tv _ 


A LETTER To MR. TICKELL. 1 


1 OccaSIONkD | 
| BY THE DE TH OF THE RIGHT HON. 
JOSEP.-1 ADDtSON, ESC 1719. 


— Tu nunc eris alcer ab illo.” Vino. | 


Fo LONG with me in Oxford groves conſin'd, 
0 In focial arts and ſacred friendſhip * 
Fair Iſis“ ſorrow. and fair His" boaſt, 
Loft trom her fide. but tartunately loſt ; | 
I hy wonted aid, my dear companion! bring, 5 
And teach me thy departed ſrieud to ſing; 
A darling theme ! once puwertul to inſpire, 
And now to melt, the Muſes mournful choir : | 
Now, and now firſe we freely dare commmend 
Hi modeſt worth, nor ſhall our praiſe offend. 10 
Early he bloom'd amid the learn ed train, 
And raviſh's Iſis liſten'd to nis ſtrain. 
See, ſee, ſhe cry d, old Maro's Muſe appears, 
| Wak'd from her flumber of two thouſand years : 


Her fiuiſh'd'charms to. addiſon he brings. 15 


—_- 


—____ 
— 
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N 125 


To be matur'd in more indulyent ſkies, - 
Where all che vigour of the ſoul can rife; 


has. warmer veins where ſprightlier ſpirits 


And ſenſe iſe enliven'd ſparkles in the ſun. 


| With feerer pain the prudeat patfiot gave, 45 


The hopes of Britain to the goltiag wave, 


| Anxions, the charge to ali the ſlars refign'd, - 


| And plac'd a copfideuce in fea and wind. 
Auſonia ſoon receiv'd her wondering gueſt, 
And equal wonder in her turn conſeſs d, 50 


Ta fee her fervours rival'd by the pole; 


Her Juftre braming from 2 northern ſoul AY 


in like ſurprize was her Eneas loſt, 
| To ſiad his pure grace a ſorcign coaſt. | 
Now the wide field of Europe he ſurveys, 55 


{ Compares her kings, her thrones and empires 
| weighs, 


In ripen d judgment and JEW FREIE thought : 2 
Great work : by Naſſau's favour cheaply bought. | 


He now returns to Britain a ſupport, W7 

Wife in her ſenate, graceful in her court ; 60 
And, when the public welfare would permic, 
The lource of learning. and the foul of wit. 


O Warwick ! whom the Muſc is fond to name, 


And kindes confcions of her future theme) 


O Warwick ! by divine contagion bright! 6g 


How early didſt thou catch his radiant light! 


I By hin inſpir'd, how ſhine before thy time, 


And jeave thy years, and leap into thy prime! 


A roſe- bud opens to a ſummer's morn, : 
Fui!-blownp ere noon. her iraon.nt pride diſplays, 

And f:ews th' zbundance of her purple rays. 

Wit, as her bays, as once a bat ren trer; 


1 | We now, ſurpriz d, her truitſul branches ſee; 


Or, orange»!ike, til) His auſpicious time 
lt grew indeed, but fhiver'd in cur cline: 


Thinks in his thought, and in his numder tings. | 


Read, and ſorget their climate and their age. 


Te firll the plant to richer gardens led, 


and fix'd, indulgent, in a warmer bed : 


7 d, ? _ 
"IJ he Bats, who cow d&s riſ fame was 5 he nation, pleas' enjoys the rich produce, 


known, 


| Th' unrival'd genius challeng'd for hey own, 20 | 


Nor would that one, for fcen-s of action ſtrong, | 
Should let à life evaporate in ſong. 

As health and ſtrength the brighteſt charms di- | 
2 peuſe, 

wit i« the bloſſom of the ſoundeſt ſnſe: 
Vet few. how few, with lotty thouphts inſpir' 4 
Wich quickneſs pointed, and with rapture fr'd, 
In conſcious pride their own importance find. 

as the hard world is blind ! . 
Wit they eſteem a gay but worthleſs power, 


The flight amuſement of a leiſure hour; 30 Making the fea. thau curbing her proud wave. 


Unnuzeikul chat, conceaPd from vulgar eyes, 

Majeſtic Wiſdom we rs the bright diſguile. 

Poor Dido fondled thus, with idle joy, 

| Cupid, lurking in the Trojan boy; 

| Lightly ſhe toy'd and trifled with his charms, 35 
And knew not that a god was in her arms. 

| Who greateſt excellence of thought could boaſt, 

In action, too, have been diſtingwſh'd moſt : 

This Semmers knew, and Addiſon ſent forth 


And gathers from her ornamcnt her aſe. 80 
Wheu luvle from public cares the * he * 
fought, 


And fill'd the leiſure interval wh thought, 

The various labours of his caſy page, 

A chance amuſcment poliſh'd kalf an age. | 

| Beyond this truth old Bards could farce invent, 


Wo durſt to frame a world by accident. 4 : 


hat he has fury, how early, and how well, 
The hames ſhajl boaſt, and Roman Tides tell. 
A ylory more ſubiime remains in ſtore, 


Since ſuch his talents, that he ſung no more. 90 


No fuller proof of power th* Almighty gave, 


Nought can the geni-s of his works tranſcend, 


| But their fair purpoſe and important end ; 


To rouze the war for injur'd Europe's laws, os 

To itecithe patriot in great Brunſwick's cauſe ; 
With virtue's chat us to kindle ſacred leve, 

Or paint th' eternal bowers of blits above, 


roll 


From the maligua: t regions of tie NMertb, 40 


The mighty dene < an 'namortal ſoul ? ? 100 


On ſome warm bank, thus. fortunately born, 8 


Where hadſt thou room, great Author! where to 


——— ſ — 


— — - 


rr — a 
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Through paths unknown, unbeaten, whence ; That far outweighs all Europe's thrones in one. 


were brought | 

Thy proofs ſo ſtrong for immaterial thought? 
One let me join, all ot er may excel, | 
% How could a mortal eſſence think ſo well?“ 


Let greatneſs prove its title to be great. 
"Tis power s ſupreme prerogative to ſtamp 


On others' minds an image of its own. 


Bend the ſtrong influence of High place, to ſtem 20 


But why fo large in the Great Writer praiſe? ; The ſtream that tweeps away the country's wealz 


More loſty ſubjects ſnbuld my numbers raile; 


In him (illuſtrious rivalry !) contend 2 
The ſtateſman, patriot, chriſtian, and the friend! 


is glory ſuch, it borders on diſgrace 

— To fay he funy the beſt of human race. 
in joy once jovin'd, in forrow now for years, 

Partner in grief, and brother of my tears. 

Ticke!l ! accept this verſe, thy mournful due; 

I hou farther ſhalt the ſacred theme purſue ; 

And, as thy ftrain deſcribes the matchleſs man, 


| Thy life ſhall ſecond what thy. Muſe began. 116 
Though ſweet the numbers, though a fire divine 


Dart through the whole, and burn in every line, 
Who ftrives not for that excellence he draws, 


Is flain'd by fame, and ſuffers from applauſe. 120 


Lut haſte to thy illuftirious talk ; prep.re 
The noble work well truſted to thy care, 
The gift bequeath'd by Addiſo 's command, 
To Craggs made facred by his dying hand. 


Collect the labours, join the various rays, 125 


The ſcatter'd light in one united blaze; 
Then bear to h m fo truc, fo truly lov'd, 

In life di:tinguiſh'd, and in death approv'd, 
Th' immortal legacy. He hangs a-whiie 


In gencrous anguiſh o'er the glorious pile; 130 
With anxious pleaſure the known page reviews, 
And the dear pledge with failing tears bedews. 

What though thy tears, pour d o'er thy godlike 


friend, 


| Thy other cares for Britain's weal ſuſpend? = 
Think not, O Patriot! while thy eyes o'crflow, 


Thoſe cares ſuſpended for a private woe; 
Thy lov: to him is to thy country ſhown , | 
He mourns for her, who mwuins for Addiſon. 


REFLECTIONS 


on THE PUBLIC SITUATION OF THE KINGDOM. | 


 INSCR1IBfD To 


THE DUKE OF NEWCASTLE. 


4 ouLus ! immortal in far an than ſame! 


110 


| 


| Be thou iliuſtrious in far more than power. 
Great things are ſmall when greater riſe to vit w. 


| Though ſtation'd high, and prefs'd with public 


| cares, | | | 

Diſdain not to peruſe my ſerious fong, 65 
Which peradventure may puſh by the world: 

| Of a few moments rob Britannia's weal, 
And leave Europa's counſels leſs mature! 

For thou art noble, and the theme is great, 
Nor ſhall or Europe or Britannia blame 10 

Thine abſent ear, but gain. by the delay. | 

Long vers'd in ſenates and in cabinets, 

. States? intricate demands and high debates! 

As thou of uſe to thoſe, fo this to thee; 


And 14 4 point that Tu.pize far outweighs, 15 


| The Stygian ſtream, the torrent of our guilt. 
Far as thou mayꝰ'ſt give lite to virtue's cauſe; 
ö . N 
Let nat the ties of perſonal regat d | 
| Betray the nation's truſt ts ſeeble hands: 5 
i Let not ſomented flames of private pique : 


Prey on the vitals of the public good: 
Let not our ſtrects with blaſphemies reſound, 
Nor IewGueſs whiſper „here the laws can reach: 


Turn fatires on their ſunk degeverate fons, 


The baitarcs of their blood ! and f:rve no point | 
| But, wich more emphaſis to call them ſools: 


Let not our rank cuormities unhinge 


Such deeds the miniſter, the prince, adorn; 


No power is ſhown but in ſuch deeds as theſe: 
ll, all is impotence but acting right; 
and where's the ſtateſman but would ſhew his 


power ? | : | 
To prince and peoples thou, of equal zeal! 50 
Be it henceſorward but thy ſecond care 


10 arne thy country, and ſupport the throve 4 
| Though this ſupported, that adorn'd ſo well, 


A throne ſuperior our firſt homage claims; 
To Cæſar's Cæſar our firſt trizute due: 45 


And what ſo juſt as awe for the Supreme? 


Lefs Loyola's diſyuis'd. all- aping ſons, 


Tyan trai-ors lurking in our appetites; 
| Lefs ali the legions Scine and Tagus fend, 
| Than unrrin'd paſhons ruſhing on our peice : 


Von ſavage mountainecrs are tame to theie. 


Againſt th-;fſe riaters ſend forth the laws, 


And break to reaſon's yoke their wild careers 


ſpread 


Peyond the narrow circle of her ſhores, _ 5 
And their grand entries make on diſtant lands; 
Though Britain's genius the wide wave beſtrides, 
And, like a vaſt Coloſſus, towering ſlands 65 


With one ſoot pianted on the continent; 
Yet be not wholly wrapp'd in public cares, 


Though ſuch high cares ſhould call as call'd of EN 


late; | | 
The cauſe of kings and emperors adjourn, 


And Europe's little balance drop a while; 10 


For greater drop it: ponder and adjuſt 
The rival intereſts and contending claims 
Of life and death, of now and of for- ever; 


Sublimeſt theme; and needful as tublime, 


Thus great Eiiza's oracles renown'd, 9 - | 
Thus Walüngham and Raleigh. (Britain's boaſts |} 


Thus every ſtateſman thought that cver— ch d. 


Les not beft Lis, the wiidom of our fire:, 30 


Britania's welfare from divine ſupport. 35 


A tribute which, unpaid, makes ſpecious wrong 
| And ſplendid facrilege of all beſide : 7 
I luſtrious f., llowers; we moſt firſt be juſt; 


Leſs Nor we rugged ruffians of the north, 30 
Than Virtuz's well-ciad rebels nearer home; 


__ Prudeves for all t!:ings points the proper hour, 
Theugh fome ſcem more importunate and great. 
Though Britain's generous views and ingtercits 


— — 


« U— — 


In military garb, and ſudd-u arms, 
Up ſtarts Old Britain ; croſiers are laid by; 
Trade wields the ſword, and griculture jcaves 
Her hali- tut n'd furrow : other harveſt fire 136 


YOUNG) 


There” inſpiratian in a ſable hour, 

Ani ce: ich's ar proach makes politicians wiſe. 
When, thunderitruck, that eagle Wolſey ſell; 

When royal f xvour, as an cbbing ſea, 

Like a leviathan, his grandeur leſt, 

His gaſping g ora2n{cur | naked oy the ſtrand, 


Na ed of human, doubtful of divine, 


Atfitance ; no more wallowing in his wealth, 35 


 Spouting proud foams of infolence no more, 


On what, then, note his heart, nncarduai'd, 
And funk beneath the level of a man? | 
On the grand article, the ſum at tines | 
The point cf the firſt magnitude ! that point 90 


Tubes mounted in a court, but rarely reach; 
Some pointed cloud ſtill interceprs their fight. 
Fir right to judge; then chuſe; then das 


„ 


Stedfaſt, a5 if a crown or miſtrefs card. — 


There, theſe are politics will and the teſt, 95 


When finer politics their maſters ling, 
And ſtateſmen fain would ſhrivk | to coramon 


men. 
Theſe, theſe are politics will arſwer now, | 


(When common men would fein to ſtateſmen 


ſwell) 


Beyond a Machiavel's or Tencin's ſcheme. 1c 
All fifety reſts on honest counicls: theſe 


Immortalize the ſtatefman, bl: {s the ſtate, 
Make the prince triumph, ard the pecple ſmile ; 


In peace rever d, or terrible in arins, 
Claole-leagued with an invincible ally. Ics 
Which honeſt counſels never fail to fix 5 
in favour of an unabandon'd land; 
Aland — hat ſtarts at ſuch a land as Sits. 
A pariiament, ſo principled, will fuk 
All ancient ſchovls of empire in diſgrace, 110 
And Brirain's glory, riſing from the dead, 
Wi fil the world, loud Fame's ſuperior long. 
Britain !—that word pronounc'd is an ala m; 
It warms the blood though frozen in our veins; 
. Awakes the ſoul, and ſends her to the field, 11 5 
Enan: our d of the glorious face of death. 
Britain !—there's noble magic in the ſound. 


O what illuſtrious images ariie ! 


| Embattled, round me. blaze the pomps of war! 
By ſea, by land, at home, in foreign climes, 1 20 
V hat ſuil-blown laur:1s on our fathers' brows ! 
Fe ſradiant trophies ! and imperial tpoils ! 

Ye ſcenes '!—aftoniſhine to modern fight ! * 


Let me. at leaſt, enjoy you in a dream. 


Why vanihh ? Stay, ye gudlike ſtrangers ! ths 


Erangers !—l wrong my countrymen : — 
wake ; | 


High beats the pulſe : the noble pulſe af war 


Beats to that ancient mraſure, that grand march 
Which then prevail'd, when Britain higheſc ſoar d, 

And every battle paid for herves lain. I 39 
No more our great fore-fathers ſtain our cheeks 
With bluſhes ; their renowa our ſhame no more 


A noble avarice, avarice of renown * 


And laurels are the growth ef every Held. 


In diſtant courts is our cummet ion felt; 
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And le. like gods ſit monarchs on their thrones. 
Izt 
Which, lifred from au — — deſcends, 
Wich all the weight of Britich wrath, to cleave 
The papal mitre, or the Gallic chain, 


At every ſtroke, "and ſave a tinking land? 145 


Or death or victory muit be reſolv'd; 
To dream of mercy, O how tame how mad! 
Where, o'cr bla:k deeds the crucifix ditpiay'd 


| Fools think heaven purchas,d by the blood they 


ſhed ; 


Nor ſimpſe death ! where they the greateſt fcints 
Who moſt ſubdue all tenderneſs of heart; 
Students in torture! where, in zeal to him, 

W hoſe darling title is The Prince of Peace, | 
The beſt turn ruthleſs butchers for our lakes; I 5s 
To ſave us in a world they recommend, 

and yet forbear, themſelves with earth content: 
What modeſty !—ſuch virtues Rome adorn 


he'll! 190 
And ſhall 2 Pope- -bred polnecting craw] aſhore, 


| Replete with venom, guiltleſs of a ſting, 
and whiſtle cut-chroat:, with thoſe ſwords that 


ſcrap'd 
Their barren rocks for wretched ſuſtenance, 


One that has tack'd-in malice with his milk, 


Hail to the brave be Britain Britain frill ; 
Britain! high ſavonr'd of indulgent heaven! 
Nature's an inted empreſs of the deep! 


| The nurſe of mercllants. who can purchaſe 


crowns! 


| Of wealth, the nerve of war; of — 
| blcod, 


The circling current in a nation's veins, = 
To ſet high bloom on the fair face of peace! 
This once ſo celebrated ſeat of power. 


| This terror of armadas! this true bolt 


ö | Echereal-temper'd, to repreſs the vain 


Salmonean thunders from the papal chair! 
awe! 


| Which ſays to their conditions foaming waves, 


Re · on, our anceſtors' great legacy, 1 
To be tranſmitted to their lateſt ſons. rg 


By thoughts inglorious, and un-Britiſh deeds, | 


Their caucel'd will is impiouſiy profan'd, 
Inhumanly diſturb'd their ſacred duſt. 

Their ſacred duſt with recent laurels crown, 
By your own valour won. This facred iſle, rg 
Cut from the continent, that wortd of ſlaves, 
This temple built by heaven's peculiar care, 


Ky | in a receſs Bun the OT warns 


By giving. not ſupporting, pains and death 180 


And chiefly thoſe who Rome's firſt honours wear, 
| Whoſe name from Jeſus, and whoſe hearts from 


To cut his paſſave to the Bri:iſu throne? 165 : 


Malice to Britain, Liberty and Truth? 3 
} L-(> ſavage was his brother- rubber“ nurſe, 7 "= 
The howting nurſe of plundering Romulus, 
Exe yet far worſe than Pagan harbour'd there. 10 


Supreme i in commerce ! that exuberant ſource 1 2 | 


From which ye the mighty Czſar tri- - 
| umph' d! e 0 | 
of Gallic lilies this eternal blaſt ! : 


This ſmall iſle wide-realm'd monarchs eye with 


+ Thus far, nor farther“ —Let her hold, in life, 
Nought dear disjoin'd from freedom and renown; 


— —— — — 


— . 


| Give its on terror to the ſword ſhe draws. 


With ocean pour'® zroun4 it for it» guard. -4 
And dedicated, long, to liberty, aco 
That 1 9 that flrength, that bloom, of civil | 
life ! 
This temple of ſtill mere divine; of faith 
ry wy from errors, puriſy'd by flames, | 
gold, to take anew iruth's heavenly ſtamp, 
| = rifing both in luſtre and in weight ) 205 
Wich her bleſs d Maſter's unmaim'd image ſhine; 
Why ſhould ſhe longer droop ? why longer act 
As an accomplice with the plots of Rome ? 
Why longer lend an edge to Bourbon's ſword, 
And give him leave, among tis daſtard troops, 
To muſter that ſtrong ſuccour, Albion's crimes ? 
Send his ſelf-impetent ambition aid, : 
And crown the conqueſt of her fierceſt foes ? . 
Where are her ſoes moſt ſatal ? Bluſhing Truth, 
* In her friends' vices,” —with a figh replies. 
Empire on virtue's rock unſhiken ſtands ; 
Flux as the billows, when in vice uſlolv'd. 
If heaven reclaims us by the ſcourge of war, 
What thanks are due to Paris and Madrid ? 
Would they a revolution ?—.Aid their aim, 220 
But de the revolution—in our hearts 
Would'ſt thou (whoſe hand is at the helm) the | 
5 _ 
| The ſhaken bark of Britain. ſhould out-ride 
The preſent blaſt, and every future florm ? 
Give it that balaſt which alone has weight 225 
With Him whom wind, and waves, and war, 
mw others ſubt'e > thou be wiſe : 
Above the Florentine's'court-ſcience raiſe; 
Stand forth a patriot of the moral world; 
The pattern, aud the patron, of the juſt 28 3d 
1 hus ſtrengthen Britain's military ſtrength : 


All you, 3 mean | !''— The moſt obvious | 
truth ; 
Armies and fleets alone ne'er wor the Gy. 
When our proud arms are once diſarm'd, diſarm 4 
Of aid from Him by whom the mighty tall; 235 
Of aid from Him by whom the leeble ſtand; 
Who takes away the k eueſt edge of battle, 
Or gives the ſword curmiſſion to deflroy ; | 
Who blaſts, or bids the martial laurel bloum——240 
Emaſculated, then, moſt manly might; 
Or, though the might remains, it nought _ 
Then wither' d weakneſs foils the linewy arm 
Of man's meridian and high-2carted power: 
Our naval thunders, and our tented fieids 245 
Wich travel ' d banners fanuing ſoutheru climes, 
What do they? This; and more what Call they 
c 40 
| When heap'd the meaſure of a kingdom 8 crimes, 
The prince moſt dauntle(s, the firſt plume of war, | 


'Youxc? 
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| With all that's great in war, or ſweet in peace! 

| Know frem what ſource thy figna! bleſſinge flow, 
Theugh bleſs d with ſpirits arcent in the ſieid 

| hongh cover d v.rious occans with thy Neets. 
Though fenc'd with rocks, and moated by the 

main, 
| Thy truſt ropoſe in a far ſtronger guard ; 8 
in Him, who there, though naked, could deſe nd; 
Though weak, could tirenghten; uin d, could 
deffare. 

How oft. to tell what arm deſends END ile, 
To guard her weifare, ar yet check her pride, 
Have the winds ſnatch's the victory from war ? 
Or, rather, won the day, when war deſpair d? 


| How oft has providential ſuccour aw'd, 1 
Aw'd while it blefs'd us, conſcious of our guilt; 


Struck dead all canfidence i in human aid, | 

And, while we triumph'd, made us tremble too! 
Well may we tremble now, what manners 

.. reign? - | 

But whereſore aſk we, when a true reply 


: 


5 Would ſnock too much ? Kind heaven! avert 


events 
- Whoſe fatal nature might ks too plain 
Heaver's- _ bar'd arm of vengeance has been 
Wav 
In northern ſkies, and pointed to the ſonth. 200 
Vengeance delar'd hut gathers and ſerments 
| More ſormidably blackens in the wind ; 
Brews deeper draugh ts of unrelenting wrath, . 
Aud higher charges the ſuſpended ftorm. 
hat public vice porcends a public fall“ 


| fs this conjecture of adventurous thought! 
Or pious cowards pulpit-cuſhion' d dream; 


Far from it. This is certain; this is fate. 


| What ſays Experience, in her awſul chair | 290 
| Of ages, ker authentic annals f. | 


pread 
Around her? What ſays Reaſon eagle-eyed ? 


care 


Weighing events, and cauſes, in her ſcale? 
All give one verdict, one deciſion ſ gn; 


„The haſis ie the manners of the land. 
Aut ſtruge:e with deſi ruction, as a child 


J « With giants huge, or giants with a Jove. 


++ The ſtateſman's arts to conjure up a peace, 
Or military phantoms void of force, 
| * But ſcare away the vultures for an hour; 
The (cent cadaverous (for oh ! how _- 
E a ) ſoon lures them 

| 
© On the proud flutter of a Gallic wing 


By ſuch bold inroads into foreign lands, 250 | Soon they return; ſoon make their full deſcent; 
Such elongation of our armaments, | . “ Soon glut their rage, and riot in our ruin; 310 

But ſtretches out the guilty uation's neck, | © Their idols grac'd and gorgeous wah our ſpoils, 

While heaven commands her executioner, Ot univerſal empire ſure preſa | 
Some leſs abandon'd nation, to dicharge «© Till now repell'd by ſeas of mc blood.” 

Her ſull-ripe vengeance in a final blow, 255] And whence the manners of the multitude ? - 


And tell the world, ** Not ſtrong is human ſtrength; 
And that the proudeſi empire holds of heaven,” 
O Nritain I often reſcued, oſten crown d, 


The colours of their manners, black or fair, 
Falls tram above ; from the complexion falls 


| Beyond chy merit and molt lauguine hopes, 


| 


Of fate Othellos, or white men in power: 
Ard from the om height n falls, 


283 | 5 


Nay what ſays Common Seaſe, with common 2] 


And this the ſentence Delphos could not mend: 
Whatever ſecondary props may riſe 
|< From politics, to buiid the public 


When rotten theſe, the politician's wiles 300 5 


3 


”— MP ww 


5 Ferment Gm into ſpirn ; K: ve the hre 
Io aght tae auic, the lick opFrobrious caute, 


To dark obhvion's mciancholy jake, 
. . Or fl. graut i- my s eternal brand! 
Thole mains, at 


For aid wives the triſis ſeems to cal, 
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Greater the weirhy, and deeper its impreſs 

ir ranks inickzor, palit ve ta the Htr ke: 320 
From the court- uit. ol hearts the current coin, 
Ihe pup preites, bart pitiern drives. | 


Wied Londs then, gun, yy manily 4, aud itrong 


To duty, double duty, ue the irc ! 
And ars thre u. nione tn c can hut it chern a'l ? 325 
Ye,; and esa nainds taue and u need ut ne, 
hoe pull: beats virtue, and wake geucrouus 
7 biood 5 | ; 
Aids mcntz; murives to puſh on renown, 
in e:utu.. of their glor ous lives, | 


| From whom roits down rhe coulecried ſiream 330 


8eme o 4,00-1 lec. i m che glad ,copic's hearts, 
Some cut led arcs, like Satan in dle text 
This makes a to- moit fac! to che it ate 3 
& toe Wu 4 L-RCA wizard 1 his c<!l) 
In his dark cammirt of crooke ! n uies, 


Neſcnbling Cuma's gloomy Erot, the ture 336 


Gt bones races, au real hes, = 

(Aided, pert. ps, by 1-cond-fiihicd Scots, 
Freac Magi Feics riding pod from Rome, 

A Gurkic hero riley icum we: deat, 34 
Aru changing tor ipruce plaid his dirty ſhroud, 
With uccour iuic ble from lower Ill 

A for who, theſe concurruig tothe charm, 


Excites thmofe fturms taint han verturn the Rate, 
345 


Ren up her auctent hoaours by the root, 


And lay the bot of ayes, the rever' 


Of nations, the dear-buught with fumleſé wealth 
Aud blond ibultrious, (Its of her 1.4 Hog nes, 
H-r Cre lcys, and . er Blenheims; in the dui. 
Hoe mutt this itcike a 
ee, = 
regs, 


Hare! 


Plus thougit might aunnat- the roo of men , 


Fel core of all! corruption at our hearts, 


What wrec of eure has the tfream of time 
dw ept with her viccs, from the mountain height 
| Or who to the firſt bieder felt ther louls, 


Of graudeur, de- Hyd o half mankind,; 


| ſhook, - F 
Thole names ador d, a nuiſance! or forgot ! 
No: thus ihe caprice of a doubilut dic, 

Bit nature's ccurſe; uo b:gie chuulce agnin tit 


which furrouniing nations 


norror through the 
Though every generous breaſt where howour 


— Through every breat where honour claims a 


35s 


3:6 | 


For know, my l rd! tis writ in adam int, 


Whote kingdom itand or fall by che vere, 


What law ute cycs, lar hr zu — ct why ſur 
priz's ?— Rp 


Ant how divine was the £10%1tin;; ien 


As lute | waik'sd the: nighr zu troub.ll ctonght, | 
My pace ditlurb'd by rumours from the North, 


Wiuic thuader dei my head, portentous, Dl &. 
AS giving ugual of tune strange eveut, 3 * 
d OCear. gcoan'd bien ior lit he lovd, 


Vor. «III. 


371 


i 


—_—_ 


— 


| © As goverud well or ill, itates fink or tile: 
©. Stat--muniiters, av upright or corrupt, 


May turn agam:t us. | | 
Wich reverence read ; with fredfaſtnifs believe; 
495. 
Lien hall tour glory frand like Fure's decree; 


Fes, an. l ti tough every breaſt of hoacur void T FI | | 57, 
+ in black OLiivion's kennel, Mall be trod 


end fall rom lucs uck ited abu uo, 


239 
Albion the fair ſo long hie empireꝰs aveen, 
Whole reigiu is, now, contrites; by her tors, 

Ou her white cliffs a t. blet broad and bright, 


Strongly reflecting the pale lunar ray, 
By tate s own 1ro!! pen | ſaw it writ, 


aud thus the titic ran: | | 


HE STATESMAN”; CREED. 
Le ſrates! 


and empires! nor of empires 
le: it a 


| 1 © Thouy h leaſt in fize; hear, 1 ' thou | 


whoſe lot, 


+. Whole final lot, is in the balance laid, 


© Irreiolutely play the doubttul ſcales 


Nor krow'it thou which wiil win.—E 10w 


then from me, | 2 


are Lalm er poiton in a vations veins; 
* Heawiih or dilremper : haften or retard | 
„The perind di hei pride, her duy ot don: 


« 4nd though, for reaions obvious to the wife, 


© Juit Pruvidcace deats ue wile . tie men, 395 
© Yet brite ve, Britaus! nor too late beheve, 
+ *Fis find: by Fate wrrevocal ty nx ! 


? ___ * . * * , , * 
Virtue and Vice are empite's ile aud death. 


| hus it is written Heard you not a great ? 
is Lritain Ol her death-bed No that zldan 400 
Was utter d by her tocs But foon the tcale, 
It this divine moni: io us deſpis d, | = 
Read ic ye who rule! 


Wich cour:ge act as fuch belief infpires ; 
Then ſhali your main in adataant be writ, 


In records hat «fy the tuoth of time, 
by wwtivhs fu d. rejounting your applauls. 


hie deep b-yond your n.ouument's proud : 


bal, 


heir exec rabie names, who, high in power, 
nd deep in guilt, mod eanrwnily bing, 


( The meteors of rhe tate! give Vice her head, | 
413 


io lente lewd let loo dle pubur rein; 
uch every fark of cu,, iu tie ue, 
n.! triumph in the. profligate's applauſe: 


Lheir country tel se all their fathers buug it 
With ſuuds cxhoafted and cxhau ad vers, 420 
To demons, uv Ivs ttehngis erdalu'd 5 


lo pftopag ate the 1 penn dat None; > 
| Hawk's t rewh he wrt by COT c rated bulls; | 


Ani Low 1uvratcl ?— by Smith ki flames; 


| Who plurge (buc not like Cuctuus, Gown the 


1 1 | | 425 

Down Hartew minced {olf's voracious gulf, 
Which g spes wind [atk ws all the Mie te ive: 
Hate all chat Lift. d lie rocs tid gulls 
And hu che horrors of vers chain: 
O. badie- yolt:c that deln 9 „ | | 
iInflictcd kerc. huce nerd the: - ins end; 430 
en 6. {6c lever h—0f the fruct inan 5 (red. | 

Nute, here, my I. 01 d (u. noted yet it wes 
Ay n of, or all, Chez Wuiks political 435 


390 


\ 


* 


—— — — we. 5 
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Serve more than public er & : this Creed of States * What hence reſults? a truth that Could re- 


Se gonds, and irre ltid v ſupprrts, 


The Chriſtian creed. Are you \{urpriz's ?—At- | 


tend; 


And on the tate man s huild a nob'er name. 


This punctual juice exercis'd on ſtates, 
With which authentic chronicles abb unds. 


440 


As 11] men know, and therefore muſt believe; 
Flies vengeance pont'd on nations rip in gult, 


Four'd on them here, where only they cxiſt. 


What is it but an argument of ſenſc, 


Or rather demonſtrat ion, te ſupport 
Our feeble ſaich— I bat they who ſtates com- 


fe. 


446 


p* 
« That men who ſland not bounded by the crave, 


*+ Sha'l meet like r-eaiure at their proper hour?“ 


2 For God is eqwal, ſimilarly deals 


Witch ſtates and perions, or he were not God; 
lat means a reQitude immutable ? 

A pattern here of univerſal right. 

What, then, ſha! reſcue an abanton'd man? 


450 


Nothing, it is reply'd. Repiy'd, by whoes © ? 


Rep'y'd by politicians well as Prieſts : 
Vrit facred ſet aſide, mankind's own writ, 


The whole world's annals ; thrſe pronounce 


Aud. like Candace's eunuch, as they read, 
_ By Providence turn Chriſtians on their road: 


doom. 


his | 


Thus (what might ſcem a daring paradox) 


Ev'n politics advance divinity : 


True maſters there are better ſcholars here, 


vo travel hiſtory in queſt of ſchemes 
To yorern nations ar perhaps opprels, 


460 


May there ſtart truths that other ans inſpire, 


Digging for filver, they may ſtrike ou gold; 


465 


Moy be ſurpriz'd with better than they fought, 


And entertain an angel unawares. 
Nor is Divinity ungrateful found. 


As politics advance divinity, 


Thus, in return, divinity promotes 


470 


True politics, and crowns tlie ſtateman's praiſe. 
All wiſdems are but branches of the chief, 


And ſtateſmen found but ſhcots of honeſt men. 


n 


Ju as ro ſtates, deſectise as to men: 


For deviations in our mori line? 


This, and the ne:t world, view'd with ſee eh an 


re | 
As ſuits a ſtateſman, ſuch as keeps in view 


His own exaited fci-nce, both cunſpire 


To recommend and fix us in the right. 
If we rewar'| the politics of heaven. 


The grand admninitranion of the whole, 


Are this world's witchcrafts pleaded in excuſe 


4 


What's the next world? A ſupplement of this: 


Without it, Juſtice is defective here; 


If fo, what is this world ? as ſurc as Riecht 8 


ar; | 


Sits in heaven's throne, a prophet of the next. 


His prophecy mare precious than his ſwile. 


Prize you the prophet ? then believe him too: 


49 * 


How comes it then * paſs with maſt on earth, 
That this ſhuuw charm us, that ſhould diſcom- 


pole ? s 


Long as the ſtateſman finds thi« caſe his own, 


So long his politics are uncomP'ete ; 
In danger he; nor is the nation ſaſe, 
Bt ſoon muſt rue hiv inauipicions power, 


ſ und 
For ever aw in Britann'a's ear : 
Religion crowns the beteſlman and the man, 
0 * vd af public and of private peace. 
This tr.. 1.n muſt own, and ther fore will, 


Te. - 
Their compliment is paid, and 'tis for got. 


| | What hi«-hland pole-axc ha'f ſo deep can wound 7 


= But how dare l, fo mean, preſume fo fer? 
Aſſume my t ſc at in the Dictator's chair? 506 
Pronounde, pre ict (as if indeed inſpir'd), 
Promulge my cenſures, lay ov. my throat, 
Fill hoarſe in clamour on end mnous crimes : 
Two mighty columns rife in my ſupport; 310 
lu their more awſul and authentic voice, 
Record profane and ſaered, drown the W uſe, 
Though land, and ar out-turear her threatening 


| ſong. 


Still farther, Holles! ſuffer me to plead 


3uilt only ſtartles at the name of guilt ; 
And truth, plain truth, is welcome to the wiſe, 
1] hus what leem'd my prelumption is thy. pra; iſe. 
Praiſe, and immortal praiſe, is Virtuc's claim; 
And Virtue's fphere is action ; yet we grant 520 
Some merit to the trumpet's loud alarm, 
Whoſe clangor kind es cowards into men, 
Nor ſhall the veri:, perhaps, be quite forgot, 


| Which talks of imm only, and Becks, 


In every Britiſh breaſt tre: glory riſe, 40 


As nau the war bling lark a ti e morn. 


To cloſe, my Lord with that which als ould 
cluſe 


| And o begin, and ſtr.ke us every hour, | 
Though no war wak'd us, no black tempelt 


ſrown'd.— 


The moruing riſes gay; z yet gayeſt morn 53% 


Ly:fs glorious after night's incumbent ſhades ; 

| Leſs glocious ler bright Nature, rich array 'd4 
With geladen robes, in all the pomp of noon, 
ha the brit feeble dawn of Nora) day ? 

Sole day, (let thoſe whom ftateſmen ſerve attend) 


— — 


Uugdarken'd, to behold noon dark, and date, 
rrom the ſun's de ath, and every planct' s tali, 


— 


AW 


| Yec ban their g EFF nu dawn d before. Z 


— 


And pra! { reach it too: —and when that's 


| That 1 ſpeak freely as I peak to ghee. 5 | 


| Thou:h the fun ripens diamonds tor their crowns; 
Sole dy worth his regard whom heaven ordains, 


Hi: all illu.trous and cternal yeur; 340 
„here ſtateſmen and their monarchs, N had 


Ani Gin nce here) ſhall rank with common men, : 
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ON DR. YOUNG'S TRANSLATION 
OF PART OF JOB. | 
BY DR. COBDEN. 


H E Poem, which, originally great. 


Hai long ſultain'd poor Jeb s n | 


fate, 
Fallen irom its grandeur, claqq i in mean arr=7, 
And in the duſt of proſæ inglurions lay, 


Like him now li. ines, w.th former greatneſs | 


bleſt, 
Aud in its native andy — a. 


EPITAPH 
ON LORD AUBREY BEAUCLERK, | 0 


IN WESTMIN3TER-ARBEY, | 740. 


5 . HILST Britain boaſt: her empire o'er the | 


deep. 
This marble ſh! compel the brave to weep: 
4s men, a+ Britons, and as ſohliers, mourn; 
Lis daumtleſs Icyal, virtu ns B-aucterk's urn. 
Sweet were his manner, s his foul was great, 
Ard tipe his worth trough immature bis f.te; 
Fach render grace that ji. F and love it; * res 
Jing. he iningled wich bis martial nres: 
Dy.ag, he bid Britannia s thundere ron 


. 
* 


Aud Spain ſtill felt — hen * dead d no 3 


more. 


— 


EP! 4 APH 


AT ' WELWYN, HFRTFORDSH!RE. 


Ir ford of what is rare, attend! 
| Ficie lies an 49. 9 nn, 8 
Of perf: & IN acty a 
Of Imblike patheice, 
My friend, James B.: ker; 
To whom | pay this mean memorial, 
For what deſerves the greatelt, 
A4 example | 
4 which U through all the clouds of foros. 
| 0 induſtrious in love eſtate, 
The leſſon and reproach of thoſe above him. 
| To lay this little one 
I my ambition; 
While others reur 
The poliſh i 1rbies of the great ! 
Vain punip! _ 
A turf o'er virtue 2713 us n. ore. 
E. I. 1745. 


. 


| | ( A bitter change! 1 


(Creation ſleeps. 
If lite ſtood ſtill, and nature made a pauſe; 


as. FR ts. 


291 
| THE COMPLAINT: 
NIGHT-THOUGHTS. 

| PREFACE. 


As the occaſion of this Poem was real. not fic- 
titious; fo the method purſued in it, was ra- 
ther impoſed, by what ſpontancouily aroſe in 
the author's mind on that occaſion, than me- 
ditated or defigned. Which will appear very 
probable from the nature of it. For it diffcrs 
from the common mode of Poetry, which is 
from long narrations to draw ſhort mor: ls. 
| Here, on the centrary, the narrative is ſhort, 
auc the morality ariſing ſrom it makes the 
bulk of the Poem. The reaſon of it is, That 


| the ſaqts mentioned did naturally pour thefe 


moral reflections on the 1 of che writer. 


"NIGHT THE 5 FIRST. 
' } 


an, ANU IMMORTALITY. 
„ 


1 


 ITas RIGHT. HON. ARTHUR oxs1.o0w, 
* SPE AKER or THe HOUSE OF 


COMMONS. 
IR'D Nature's {weet reſtorer, balmy Slep, 
He, like the world, his ready viſit pays 
| Where — miles; the wretched he fortakes; 


| Switt on his downy pinion flies from woe, 
| Arid lights on lids uilullicd wha tear. 


From ſhort (as uſual at.“ Jitturb'd repoſe, | F 

| wake; How happy they who wake no more! 

Vet that were vain, if dreams infeſt the grave. 

|} wake, emerging trom a fea of dreams . 

run ultuous; where 27 wvreck d deſpondiag 

thought, 1 5 10 

| From wave to wave of fancied addons 5 | 

At random drove, her helm of reaſon loſt 

i Though now reitor'd, tis only change of pain, | 

ſeverer for ſevere. | 

The D. too — for my diſtreſs; and N; Abt, 

i Eva in "the zenith of her dark domain, = 

Is lJur:ſhine to the colour of my fate. 

. It, ſable god eſs! from her ebon threae, 
In rayleſs majeſty, now ſtrætches forth 

Hur leaden ſceptre o'er a flumbering world. 


20 f 


Silence, how dead! and darkne!s, hw — | 


| Nur eye, nor liſtening ear. an object finds; 
Lis as the general pulſe 


An awſul pauſe : ' prophetic of her end. 28 
| And let her prophecy be ſoon fuliiil'd ; ER 
Late! drop the curtain; I can loic no mare. 
Silence and darkneſs! ſolemn ſiſter. ! twins 
From ancient Night, who nurſe the reader | 
thought ! | 
To Realon, and on R aſon build Reſolve, 
(That column of true majeſty in man) 
Aſſiſt we; 1 will thang you iu the grave: 4 
„ +5 wha 


30 


Dim minature of greatneſs abſolute ! 
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The grave, your 
Mali f 

A victini ſacred to your dreary ſhrine. 

Zut what are r 

Thou, who didfi put to flight 

Primæval Silence. when the. morning ſtars, 

Exulting, ſhouted o'er the riſing ball ; 

0 Chou, w: of: word from ſolid atuck ſtruck 

That foark, the ſun; firike wiſdom from my 


foul ; | 40 
My ſoul, which flies to Thee, hey truſt, her trea- 
fue, 
As miſers to their gold, while others reſt. 


Thron gh this opaque of Nature. and of Soul, 
This double night tranſmit one pitving ray, 
To lighten, and to chear. 
(A mind that ſain would wander from its woe) 


Lead it through various ſcenes of Lite and { Why wanders wretched thought their tombs 


Death; 


And from each ſcene. the nobleſt truths de. 1 


Nar leſs infpire my Conduct. than my ſong; 
Tech my beft reaſon reaſon . my beſt will 
Teach rectitude; and fix my firm reſolve 
Witdem to wed, and pay her long arrecar; 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour'd 

On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 

The bell ſlrikes One. We take no note o time 
But from its loſs lo give it then a tongue, 
Is wiſe in man. As if an angel ſpoke, 

I feel the ſolemn ſound. If heard aright, 
It is the knell of my departed hours: 


Where are they ? With the years beyond the 
| 6o 


. flood. 

It is the ſignal that demands diſpatch : 

Haw much is to be done? My hopes and fears 

1 up alarm d. and o'er liſe e narrow verge 
aok down— On wt.** ? a fathom eſs 5; 

A dread eternity how ſurcly mine / 

And «can eternity helong to me, ws 

| Poor penſion-r on the hoenties of an "RIM ? 


65 


How poor, how ich. how abjeQ, how ART E 


How complicite, how wonterſnl, is man 


Hos, paſſing wonder He, who angels him ſuch 1. 


Who centred in our moke ſuch ſtrange extremes 
From different natures nac veloufl/ mixt, 
Connexion exquiſite of diſtant worlds 

| Diſti nz uiih'd link in Being! s end) 18 chain * | 
Midway from Nothing to the D-ity! 75 
A beam ethereal, ſal'y'd, and abior pt! 

Though ſully'd and diſtonour d. fill divine! 


An heir of glory! a frail child of duſt! 
_ Helplcfs 1 immorta! inſe & infinite! 
A worm! à goed tremble at myſelf. 
nd in myſelf am loſt! at hom: a ſtranger, 
Thouglkt wanders up and dowy, ſurprz'd, aghaſt, 
And wondering at her own: How reaion — 
O het a miracle to man is mun, 85 
_ Tecumphantly ditt sd! what joy, what * 
Aitcrnateiy traviport „, and alarm'd! 
What can preſerve my life or what Cefroy! 


An angel's arm can * pr. ſer ve me from tlic ä 54 


1 egior: 5 of Qngels can't ie me there. 90 
"Tis pan 84 Fur: 8 n rite in pr aof: 2 
Wale G * Wabs » uy $ Luit domiaien u ſpread, 


_ 2 —— — 


Of ſubtler e iſſe ce than the trodden cod 3 


O lead my mind, 45 


306 


How ſolid all, 


Ihe life of gous, O trinfport ! 


3 


b 8 
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your kingdom: There this frame | What thongh my ſoul fantaſtic meaſures trod 


 Ofer fairy fields; or mourn'd Zloug the gloom 
Of pathiefs woods: or, down the crayzy Qeep 


3s | ' Huci'd headlong, fam with pin the mantied 


pon} ; 


Or ſcal'd the cliff; or danc'd on * winds, 


Wit!) antic — wild ratives of the brain ? 

Her ceafctei. flight, though devicrs, ſpeaks her 
nt ur- | | 

- $00 


dive, arial, towering, unconſin'd. 


Une ter d with her groſs c. mpaniouse;! N. 


Lv n ſiſent night prociaims my foul immortal: 

Ev'n ſiſent night proclaims eternal day 

For human weal. heav-n huſbands all events ; 

Dui! ff ep indructs, nor port vain Creams in (vain, 
Why then their lots drptore. that are vot loft? 


around, 
In infidel diftrefs ? Are auge there ? ? 


Slumbers rak'd up up in duſt, ethereal fire? 116 


They live! they greatly live a life on earth | 


' Unkindle4. unconceiv'd; and from an eye 


Of teriderne!s let heaveniy pity fall | 
On me, more juſtly number'd with the dead. 
This i the defart, this the ſolitude: 


119 
How popu our, how vital is the grave : 
This is creation's melancholy veuir, 

| The vale fonereal, the ſad cypreſs gloom $ 
The land of apparitions, empty ſhades ! | 
| All, all on earth, is 5hadoxy, all beyond 120 


's Sade; the ræverſa is folly 's creed : 
where change ſhail be no more! 
This is the ÞB: id af being, the dim dawn, 
The twilight of our day, ihe veaibule; 5 
Life's theatre as y ct is ſhut, and death, 12 


Strang death 1 e can heave the m iy bar, 


"This grof+ inapediment ef cy remove, 


| And make us cmbryo s of cxiftence free, 
From real life, 


but litrie more rente „ 
Is he, not yet a cand date for | bt | 120. 
The future eniluyo flumberiog | in his fire. 


Embryos we © uf be till we buck the ſhe!], 


Yon ambient azur ſhell, and ſpring to life, 
and of man. 


here but ics all _ 
798 | 


Yet. man, fool man! ; 
thoughts 
jnters cl. cia! hopes withont one sgh. . 5 
Priſoner of earth, nd vent bene. th the moon, 
H-re pinicns all his wiſhes; Wit by heaven 


To fly a infinite; and reach it there, 
IM herr ferochs gather immo! tal; TY» 5 


On life's fair tree, fi he the throne of Cod. 
What goiden joys an:brefi.] cufuing E! or, 


in his full beam, and riper: for the Juit, 
 Wacre mamentar; ayes ure No more! 


Where time, ard pain, and chance, and wah | 
1 | 145 
And is it iu the ht of threeſ-ore years, 8 
| To pr th etertiity rom human thought. 
ech ln other fouls immortal in the 7 10 2 
A ſou immortal, ſpending all her fires, 
"Waiting her {trengrh i Th t- enuons iJeneſs, 
ja“ tumult, rartur'd or alarm'd 


150 


\t eutht this ſcene can threaten or indulge, 
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Reſembles orte an inte tempeſt wron: he, 


To wilt a fcother, or to drown a fly. 


Where falls this cenſure ? It o'erw'elms y- | 


leif; 
How was my heart incruſted by the world! 
O ! ow elf. ſetter d was my groveling ſoul ! 


155 


Io i hen thought, which rept. le Fancy pun, 
Ti } datken'd Neaſon ly quite claniid o er 
With toit conc it of endleſe comfort lers, 

Ner yet put forth her wings to reach thc iKies ! 


160 


Night- v ſiom may befriend (as ſung above , 8 
Our waking dreams are fatal. How i dre 
Of things imp ble Could fl-ep do rior ” 
Of je vs heretu il in perpetual change 
Of {tub plcatfures on the tofſirg wave ! 
Et-rnal fur ſhine in tlie flor: of life: 
Le v richly were my noen-tide rr-wnccs hung 
With EarEcous tape ſ rirs of piftur'd joys! 
Joy behind j joy in endleſs p< tot ctive 
Thi} at d ach's rol}, whoſe r: lets iron tongue 
Calis daily tar his millions at a meal. 
Se. rtivg | woke, and fumid my undone. 
Where now my phrenzy's pornpuus furniture? 
The cobweb'd cottage, with its ragged wall 
Of mon!tring mud, is raralty to me! 
The ſpi-er's maſt attenuated ihrend 
Is cord. is cah'e, to man's temier tie 0 
On earthly blits; it breaks at every breeze. 


170 


O ye bieſt ſcenes of permanent deleht! 
ru . above nieature! laß ing, be j ond bound! 
"i pep. tuity of bliſs is Lis. | 
Count you, fo rich in rapture, fear an end, 
That gh:.ftly thought would drink up all your 
105 4 . 
And quite anemia the realms of live 
| Safe are you !07g*d above theſe ro ing [wheres 
"The buicſul influence of whoſe viddy dance 
Sb Qs {ad vicihirnde on all breath. 
Hr tem, with r-velutions every hour; 1 
And rarely fer the better; or tue bett, | 
More morta. than the comm on + births of fate. 
Euch mom: nt has its fickie emutous | 
Of Time's enormous feyths, while ample fweep 
Strihes empires Ron. the ro ot; each moment plays 
His little v-eupon in the narrower lphere 
Of leet domeſtic comfort, and cut s down 
The faircit bjoum of lubiunary bits. 


Blifs ! ſublunary bliſs proud weeds, and 
| van | 

Implicit treaſon to divine decree ! 

A bold invaſion of the rivhts of heaven! 
T1 cafp'd the phanconie, al I found them air, 
O had | weighs it ere my ford embrace ! 
What darts of agony had mils's wy heart! 


Drath great proprictor of all tis thine 
To trea ] out empire, aud to que ach tie Run. 
The fun himielf by thy permiſſion ſhiacs . 


190 


2.0 


293 


Infotiate archer could not on- ſuſſi } 

Thy ſhaft fl. w thrice ; and thrice my peace was | 
Nin; 

And thrice. ere thrice on moon had All's her 
horn 

O Cynthia! why {6 pale? Doſt tho1 like 215 


| ? 
Hor, Hue a worm, was | wrapt round and round Thy wretched neighbour ? Grieve to ice — 


wheel 


ot cenſeteſs change ontwhirl'4 in human lie ? 


— 
—— — 


—— — — — — —— — 


3 The f. bgle man? 


185 


| — „inge diünherited of day, 


*weet comfort s blaſted 
Itrembli at the bleflings ner fo deer, 
And every pleaſure pars me to the heart. 


low wancs my berrow'd bliis + from ſortune's 
ſmile, 

Precarious courteſy ' not virtue ſure, ; 

Sell. given, ſolar-ray of found delight. 


In every vary'd poll ure. place, and Nour, 

How wi ow'd Corry thought of every joy! 
Thought, buſy thought too buſy for my prace ! 
pany > + the dark volern of time long clips'd, 
Lea iotrly, by the ſritlueis of the ni,. ht, 225 

Led, like a murderer, (and ſuch it proves!) 

Stravs wretched rover! o'er the p.cafrg paſt ; 

li: queſt of wretchednefs: pervert. ly ſtrays; | 

A na finds all deſart now; and mects the ghoſts 

Of my {ported joys ; à numerous train! 230 
rue the riches of ay former fate; 5 

cluſters | Ro 


220 


Det why complain? or why complain lor one? ? 
Haus out the ſan hi- luttre but for nie, 

are ane. I ail beg le? 

Imourn for millions: is the conwuù u lot; 


. In this ſhane, or in that, bus fate ntl > | 
The mother's throes on ail of Mon au torr, 
Nat more the 


240. 
chilaren, than ſure hors, of ”_ 
War, Famine, P. 73 Volcana, Storm, and Fire 


iy: # ag hra(ls. Oppr: len, w ird her heart 


mit un in triple boats, pekte ge mankind. Ro 
243 


Ute plug“ in mines lergete a ſun was made. 


Ihere, be: nes dcnthef as their bruyphty lord, 
12 hamm t'd to the g. ing oo; Fr fs; | | 
Ard Pp: a ch the viewer - wase, and reap dopair. = 
Some, ler hard maſters, broken under arms, 250 
In vat: 1. opt . wit. halt their Io), 


beg bi ter broad through r. nne ct Valor ſav' d, 
It fo the ty r-nt, or his minion, dom. 


— -O—— 


B 


] 


| 
i 
Surlcit's Guminion o'cr you: but ſo great 


Went, an” ince.rolt Aife fe, fell pair !) 
Or! 


bal, pe lefs m ultirudcs remorietels ſeize 
At once; and n ar: :ſuge of the grave. 
How groaning Lofpitzls c3.t their dead! 
Wha: numbers groat for [24 a lmiſſion there! 
Writ numbers, once in ſortune's lap — 
Solicit tlie cold hand of charity ; 


13 


SK.. 


"To ſhock us more, ſolicit 't in vain! 


Vi fiken ſons of pleaſure! fince in pains 

You rue more mod. ili viſits, viſit here, 

And breathe from your debuuch : give and re- 
duce | 


| 265 


And, one day, thou ſhalt pluck him irom his Your impudence, you b,uſh at what is right. 


lphere. 
Amid ſuch mi. vhty plunder, why exhauſt 
Thy partial qr. ive r on a mark ſo mean? 


210 
TY thy peculiar zauccur wreak's un me? 


q 


Aud putiihtaent die guliicls, and lar; 


Hop: 4 did forrow ſeiz2 on ſuch alone. 
Not prudence can defend, or virtue ſave; 
Diſcaſe in vadas the chaſte! temperance; 


250 


The ſalutary cenjure of a friend. 


294 


Through thickeſt ſhades, purſues the fond of 
ace. 

Man's — often into danger turns ; 

And his guard, falliug. cruſhes him to death. 

Not happineſs itſelf makes good her name; 

Our very wiſh-s give us nut our wiſh. 

How diſtant oft the thing we doat on moſt, 

From that for which we doat. ſelicity ! 13 

The ſmuctheſt courſe of nature has its pains; 


And trucit friends, thruugh error, wound our 
relt. 


Without misfortune, what calamities! 
And what hoſtilities, without a foe ! 
Ner are foes | wanting to the beſt on earth. 
But endleſs is the lift of humen ills, 
And fighs might ſooner ſail, than cauſe to gh. 


A part how ſmall of the terraqueous globe 

ls tenanted by man! the reſt a waſte, 

Rocks, deſar ts, frozen ſeas, and burning ſands : 

| Wild haunts of mouſte $, poiſons, lings, and 
dtrath. 

uch is earth's mclancholy map! but. far 

More ſa · ! this earth is a true map of man. 290 

S bounget are its haughty lord's delights 


YOUNG'S 


280 


| its favours here are trials, not rewards; 


Jo woe's wide e pire; where deep troubles toſs, 
Loud forrow's kowl, invenom'd paſſions bite, | 
RNavenous calamities our vitals ſeize, 

3 ag threatening fate wile opens to devour. 


What then am l, who ſorro for myſelf! 
15 in ace, in inſoncy, from other's aid | 
15 all our hope; to tezchi us to he kind. | 
That, natute's ficft, lall |.{fon to mankind; = 
The {iſh heart deferv.s thc pain it leels 200 
More geaerons forrow, While it ſinks, exalts; 
And conf: jous virtue miitiy: es the pang. 
Nor virtue, mote than prucience, bids me ive 
Swoln thc; uz: ht a ſec-nd chang el; who @ivide, 
They weiken too, the torrent of their rief. zo 
Tae then, O World! thy much indebted tcar: 
_ How ſid a fic t is human happineſs, | | 
_ Io thoſe wioic thought can pierce beyond an 
$1 hour ! 
o thou! whate'er thou art, whoſe heart avis 
 Wouldit thou 1 ſhould congratulate thy fare? \ 
| 1 know thou wouldſt; thy * demands it {rom | 
: me. 


Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature 1 needs, 


K 


Thau happy wretch | by bündneſ- thou art rhea; ; 4 
By dotage dandled to perpetual ſmiles. 315 
_ Know, ſmiler! at thy peril art thou pleas'd , 

Thy plezſure is the promil. of thy pat. 
Misfurtune, like a creftitor ſevere, 


But riſes in demand fur ker delay; 
She makes @ ſcuurge of paſt preiperity, 
To ſting thee more, aud double ty diftreſs. 

Lorenzo, fortune makes her covrt to thee, 

Thy ſond heart dances, while the 5yren ſings. 

Dear 1s thy welfare; think me not unkiaud ; 


| Deep ſilence, © \ku2eteomty begins 


| Where is to-morrow? lu another wor d. 
For numbers this is certain; the 2 
{| Is ſure to none; and vet an this perhaps, 


= peradventure, intamous lor ws, 
320 


would not damp, but to ſecure thy joys. 

" hink not that icar is ſot red to the ſtorm: 
Stand on thy puard ag inſt the ſiniſes of tate, 
Is heaven tremendous in its frowns? Molt lure; 


325 


How many fall as {nd.ien, not as [e 


Aud w its favuuis iviiluyslnt io; 


3 


POEMS. 


330 


A call to duty, not difcharge from care; 
And fi ud a arm us, full as much as woes; 
| Awake vs ta the ir cauſe and conſequence ; 


| And make ns tremble, weigh'd with our deſert ; 


Awe nature's tumult, and chaſtiſe her joys, 333 


| Leſt, While we claip, we kill then; nay, invert 
To worſe than ſimple miſery, their charms. | 


 R-volted jays, like fors in civii war, 
Like hoſom ſrienaſhips to reſcrtment ſour „ 
With rage nvenom'd riſe againſt our pezce. 


Beware what earth calls happineſs; beware 


| all joys but joys that never can expire. 
Who builds on le ſs than on immortal baſe, 


Fond as he ſeems, condemns his joys to death. 


Mine dy'd with thee, Philanier : thy laſt figh 
Diſſolv'd the charm; the difenchanted earth 
Loft all her luſtre. Where her glittering towers? 
Her golden mountains, where? all darken'd 
dov.n | 
To naked waſte ; a dreary vale of tears; 


| The great magician's dead! Thou poor, pale 


piece 2-0 
Of out-caſt earth, in darkneſs! what a change 


; Fram ye terd: Ft Thy darling hope fo near, 


(Lon;z-Evbonr's prize ) O how ambition fluſli'd 
Thy 4 how eg check! Ambition truly creat, 

Of vietuous praile. Dark: „ ſubtle fed within 
\ (Sly, treachereus miner!) workiny in the dark. 


_ | SmiP'd at thy wel -coucerted f.keme, and beck. 


on'd 


the worm to riot on that roſe fo red. 
{ Unfaded ere it fell; one moment's prey 


Man's foreſight is conditionally wile ! 360 
Lorenzo | wilelom into foily turus : 
Oft. the ſii {t ivieant, ics idea far © 

| Fe labouring thought is born. How dim our 


eye 


he pretent. moment terminates our ſinbt; 


Clouds, thick as thoſe on nn drown the 
next; | 265 
We penctr. ite, we prophecy i in vain. DN 
Fime is dealt out by particles; ant cach _ 
Ere mingled with the ſtreaming ſands of life, 
By Fate'> inviolable oath is [worn 


By nature's law, v-hat may be, may be now ; 3 
There's no prerogatiy: mm human hours. 
In human hearts what boider thought can r:[-, 
Than man's p:« ſumption on to-morrow's dawn? 


3.5 5 


As on a rock of dammt, we build 


Our mountain hopes; ipin out erexnsl che 


as we che fatal fitters cou;d out · ſyin, 


BS. Aud. big with life's ſuturities, expire. 


Not ev'n Philander had beſpoke his firoud : 
Nor had he cauſe ; a warning was deny'd: | 


371 


As ludden, though for years admoniſh'd home. 


| Ol Luman ills the lait extreme beware, 


27 * 


YOUNG'S por us. 


Beware, Lorenzo! 2 flow ſulJ-n death. 
How dreaiful chat deliberate ſurprize! 
B. wir te-Hay; "tis m [nc 1% to tiefer; 


1 


58 
Next day th- fatal precedent will plead; a 
Thus on, cuil wiſdon is pull'd out of life. 
Pro raltiuutiou is the thicf of time, | 
Vent after year it freals, rill al] ard Ad, 
And to the merctes of a mome:t leaves. 375 


The vafſt concerns of an cternal ſcere. | 

It not fo frequent, wonld not his be ſtrange? 

That 'ts fo frequer:, Tisis ſtranger till. 
Of man's miracu us! miltakes. this bears 
The palm, hat all men are about to li ve,“ 

For ever on the drink of bei: ol 4 born. 

All pay themiclvas the con bent to think 

They one day ſhall not drivel: an their pride 

Ou this reverſion rakes up ready provfc; 

A: leaſt, thcir own; their future ſel ves appl uid; 

Hun excellent that lile-they e er will lea! 406 
time lodg*% in their own .us is fo//y's vails: 


— 


The mig they can't but purpe, they pyſipone; 
is not in folly, not to ſcorn à fol; Atte 
And ſcarce in hunan 0, tes do more. 
All promiſe is poor dilatory man, b 
And that through every mg: when young, in- 
deed, | | 

in fall content we, ſometimes, nobly reſt, 

_ Usia::xious for owrſels:s ; and on whh, 

As Cuteous fons, our {:thers were more wiſe. 

At thirty man //pects "hinaſetf a. k | 
Kurer it at 7 ty, and reforms his pian; 
At My chides his infamous delay. | Re 
Poms his prudent purpoſe to reſolwe ;, + 420 
lo all the magnanimiry of thought 3 
Relolves; and re-retolves, then dies the ſame. 
And wtl.y ? Becauſe he think: bie! ip moral. 
All men think ali men mortal, but i hemicives 
 Themieives, when ſome alarming ſhock uf fate 


Strikes through their wounded hearto the lueden 
drcad; 


ZBut their heart» wounded, 
von cloſe ; when, paſt the ſhatt, no trace is 
on found. | 
As from the wing, no ſcar the cy retains; | 
Ihe parted wave no furrow from the 4. el; 430 | 
So dies in human heart» the thou his d. dcath, 
Ev'n with the tender tear Whick ature ſheds 
O'er thoſe we love, we drop it in their Qrave. 
Can | forget Philander? hat were ttr ange ! * 
O my fuk heart — nut thouid | give it veut, a5 
The longett wylt, though ionger fer, would tail, 
Aud he 4% uten to my wideigy; long. 

The ſprightly 4% far:l wattin wares che 

morn ; 

Gries ſharpe it thorn hand preſſing on my breaſt, 
I itrive, w th: wakeiul mie wax, tes (R. 44. 
The lullen givom, ſweer 2-1:'i.mel : like Thee, 

And cali the ſtar- fo luten: every tar 

Is deat to uzine. coamour'd of thy lay. | 
Vet be not vain; there are, who th ne excel, 
And charm through diſtant ages: Wrap in ſhade, 
Prilener of darknels to the ſilent hours, 446 
 liowoftcn 1 repeat the.r rage divine, 
10 ann grizts, and ixcal k my heart from woe 


0; EY 


Whit vor but immactality can picale ? 


| 
Tat lodg'd in fates. to rem th; enen; 


* 


1 looks on me, on all: That 


Inali 1 too weep ? 
and !ortitude a 


1 Lu ernal war with woe. 


71 


like the woun 5 air. . 


295 


I roll their captures, but not catch their fie. 
Dark, though not bind, like thee, Miazomdes ! 
Or Milton the; ah, cout reach your iran 
Or His, who mide Mwzomdes our 0:62. 

"aa too Ne ſung : immortal man I hn 
Otr burſts my ling beyond the haunds uf liſe; 

| 455 

0 had He prefs'd his theme, Turfued the track, 
Which opens our of darknefs into day! 

O had he monnt<4 on his wing of tire, 

Sgar'd where | fink, and fung immort.l man! 
How had it vic mankind, and reſc ued mne 125 | 


—_—__ — 


NIGHT THE SECOND. | 
ON | 
TIME, DE ATH, AND FRIENDSHIP, 
To TUE RIGHT HON, 
THE EARL OF W:LMING rox. 


HEN the Cock crew, he wept —-mote 
by that eye | 
power, who 

bids | 
is midnight ceminch; with * ſhrill, 
Emblem of that which ſha:l awake the dead, 
Rouſe ſouls from ſlunber, iuto thouy hts of even. 
Wh-re then is fortitude ? 
Landouw'd, where is man? 
4 know the terms on which be fees the bees 

2 that is born, is liſted ; life is war; 


Whe bare it beſt. - 
Dcierves is lait — On other themes Ul] dwell. 


| Lorenzo ! let me turn »y thou thts on thee, 
And ine, on themes may prov; profit there, 


| Waere moſt the necd. Ihemes, too, the genuine 
growth 
Of dear Phila,der's duſt. He bus, though dead, 
| Viay till LuFriend—\V at themes ? Time's bun- 
drous price, 

Death, Frienthip, and Philander” 8 finel hs.” 8 

Su could! touch tia ſe tucmes, as 1115 FIC obtain 
nine car, nor lcave thy heart quite di- engag'd, 
The good deze would delight :ne ; half umpreſs 

On my daik cloud au Iris; aud from grief 

Call glos y—Dolt den mourn Phiiander's fare 2 

L ku. thou f. eit i:: Says thy lie the lame? 


tie mwurn+ the dead, who ves as they def re 
| Where is that thirit, that avarice of Time, 


O glorious avarice!) thought of death ape, | 
- rumour'd robberies endear ou: gold? . 
© ue] tian old more ſacred; more a load 
han lead, to fools ; ; and fools i te. 
What moment vranted nat Without ac unt? 
W hat years oe 1quander d. «viſiom's debt unpaid 
our woaki in days, all dur to that d.ſcharge. 
Haſfe, haitt, he lies in wait, he's at the door, 
inidious Death ſhould his ſtrong hand arrelt, 
No compoſition lets the ptiſoner tree. I | 
larui y inexoOrabie chain 
Faſt binds; an! v2ugcauce claims the full arrear. 
t lo late I ſuudd:r'd on the brink ! how lace 
Life call'd for her aft refuge in defpair ! 


* 


| Chat Ju is mine, O Mead! to thee | owe. 


295 
Fain would 7 pay thee with etcr:2y., 
Bat ili my genius ailwers my delle; 
My fickly Hug is mortal, pait thy cure. 
Accept che will; ut ties not with my ſtraĩn. 
For what call iy dilcats, Lercazo? not 
For I ſculupian, hut for moral aid. 
Thou think' k it fol'y to be wife tor ſoon, 
Youth is not rich im Tine, it muy bu poor: 
Fart with it as with money, (paring; pay 
No moment, but in purchaic of ity worth; 80 
Aud what its worth, aſk death bede; ta'y can 
| tc ll. | | 
Part with it a4 with Efe, reluctant, big 
with holy hope of nobl-r time to com; 
Tune higher aim'd, ſtill nearer the great mark 
Of men and angels; virtue more divine, $5 
Is this our du y, wwiſtom, glos y, gain * 
C Ti cſe heaven benign in vital uij,ðun binds) 
And ſport we like ihe natives of the bough, 
When vernal ſuns infpire ? Au., ut rig us 
Rlan's great demand: Lo trile, is to tive: 60 
An. xis it then a trifle, too, to die? 25 
! hou lay'ft I preach, Lorenzo, its conteſt, 
What if, for on.e, | preach thee quite awake 2 
Who wants amyſcment in the [mc of battle? 
Is it not treaſon, to the ſuul immortal, 
Her foes in arms, eternity the prize? 
 Wiil toys amule, when medincs cannot cure? 
When ſpirits eb, when life's enchanting ſcenes 
Their luſtre loſe, and | :n in our ſighit, . 
As lands, and cities with their giitter'ng ſpires, 
To the poor ſhatter'd bark, by ſudden vorm 71 
| Thrown off to ſea, and ſoon to pcriſi there? 
Will toys amuſe ? No: Thrones will then be toys, 
And carth and ſkies ſeem duſt upon the ſcale. 
Redeem we time ?—its loſs we dearly buy. 75 
What pleads Lorcnzo for his high-priz'a ſports? 
5 plea ds „ 
The ſtraw-ike rifles on life's common ſtream. 


45 


| 


| Death, moſt our dread 3 death thu more 


5} 


it makes us wander; wander earth around 


YOUNG's porus. 


I He ſpoke, as if d. print by mankind, 


So ſnguld all freak : 30 en pears in all: 
From the ſoft whiſpers of that goil iu man, 
Why fly to folly, why to phrengy fly. 
or refers from the bl ions We fo N 1. ? 
Time the ſupreme — tune ww Heruity; 
Prrguaut with all eternity can give; 
Pregnant with all, that makes arch inge!s finite, 
Wo murders time, he cruches in the bizth io 
A power etherenl, only at ar d. | 
Ah! how unit to aituz: vl himſelf. 
Is thougbtleſe thanklels, inconlient man! 


tog 


ö . * 1 * * . * 
| Like children hailing nonſcns: £1 their (ports 
| We cenſure nature for 2 ſp m too the-r® ; 


119 
That (pan ton ſhort, we tax as tedious too; 
Forture invention, ail exp2d.entscire, 


| To laſh the lingering moments into ſpeed, = 
| aud which us (happy rildince ] from curſelves. 


Art, Ir iviefs Art our furious charioteer, 
(Fer Nvture's voice unſtiflea would recall) 
Drives headlong towards the precipice of death ; 


dreadfut 


120 


mae: | 
O what a riddle of abſurdity! ts 
Luiſure is pain; takes off our chariot whecls 
How heavily we drag the load of liſe!. 
Bleſt leiture is our curſe; like that of Cain, 


3 25 


To fly that tyrant, thought. As Atlas groan'd 
The wor'd beneath, we groan beneath an hour. 
We cry for mercy to the next amnſ-ment; 
The next amutemeut mortgages our felds ; 


Flight inconvenience ! priſons kardly frown, 
From hat-ful Time if priſons ſet us ſree. 


Vet when Death kindly tenders us relief, : 135 : 


| We call him crue!; years to moments ſhrin 


Ages to years The teleſcope is turn d. 


| To man“ falſe opt'c$ from his ſolly faiſe) 


| Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings, 
And ſeems to creep, drcrepit with his age; 149 


F:om whom tholt 40. 4s and trifles, but from thee ? © Behold him, when piit by; what then is feen, 


No bud, no trifle, nature maue, or meant. 80 
Virrtue, or propos d virtue, Hill be thine; | 
This cancels thy con: plaiut at once. 
In a@ no trifle, and no ban in time. 
This greatens, fi 1s, immorta izcs * 
Ty, the beſt art of turning all to gold; 
This the good heart s prerogative to raiſe 
A royal tribute from che pooreſt hours; 
Immcnle revenue ! every moment puys, | 
If nothing more than purpyſe in thy power; 
Thy purpoſe firm, is equa: to the deed; 
Wie es the bell his circumſtance allows, | 
Docs weil, acts v.. y; angels could ro more. 
Our eutwar: act inde: avuns reſtraint; 
Lis nut in things v'cr towght to dumrnerry 
|  Gnard well thy thought, our thoughts are heard 
| in heaven. 95 
On ail important Time, through every age, 
Though much, and wal in, the wile have urg d; 
- the man | * 

Is yet unborn, who du y weighs an hour. 

„I've loft a dy the prince: who nobly cry'd 
Had bceu an emperor without his crewu; 1 
Of Kome, ſay, rather, lord of human race; 


85 


This leaves 
IJ Leave to thy foes theſe errors, and theſe ills; 


| | To ker p his ſpeed. nor ever wait for man ; 


{ 


But his broad piniuns ſwiſter than the winds ? 
and all mankind, in contradiction ſtrong, 
Ruecful, avaſt ! cry out on his career. _ 


To nature juſt, their Cauſe aud Cure explore. 
Not ſhort heaven's bounty, buundleſs our expence; 
No niggard, nature; men are prodigals. 5 


: w Taſte, not ſe our time; we breathe, not live. 
£ | 1 ime ⁊0 fed is exiſtence, us d is life, 
| And bare ex Hence, man, to live ordain'd, 


159 


u rings. aud. oppreflcs with enormous weight. 
And why ? ſince Time was given tor utc, not 
- + wade, TE | 1 

Injoin'd to fly; with 


tempeſt, tide, and ſtars, 
155 
Time s uſe was dom d a pleaſure: waſte a pain; 
That man might feel his -rror, if unſcen: 
And, feeling, fly to labour for ni cure; 

Not, blundering, ſplit ou idleneſs for eaſc. 
Life's cares are comforts ; ſuch by heaven defign'd ; 
He that has none, muſt make them, or be wretched. 
| Cares are employments, and without employ 
The foul is on a rack; the rack of reff, 


| To {cuis moit adverſe; action all their joy. 


From oldeternity's myſleriovs orb, 


YOUNG 


Here ther, the ancile, mark'd above, unfolds; 
Then time turns rwiomnone, when man turns a focl. 
A e rave, We Wreiuc, wien CGrreat Natura Fun ; 

e thwart the Deny - ani 'tis decred, 
Whothwark his will, ſhall Ct grating their OWN. 
Hence Our 1171917 tural onarrels with eu:frlves; 1, 
Our theughes at camity ; our how m-irol ; 
wy puſh Time rom us, and we with him back: 
Laviſh of Inftrums, and ver fort of life, | 
Life we tinok long, und mort: Oral MY an 

frm : 
Body and ſoul, like per + ifh men aud wi s, 
Unii-d jut, and yet are Joth to part. 

Oh the dark day- ot vanity, while here, 
Her taſtelefs! and tow twrible, when gore ! 
Gene! they wr po; When palt, they beant us 
| ſtill; | 
The fpirit w alks of every day dcn d; 
And ſmiles an a nycl, or a fury frenens. 

Nor death, nor |! ſc deliglit 128 I ram Pu 4 
an l time , both pain us, W can pleaſe ? 
That which tue Deity to pl: a! C orduil'd, | (1 35 
Time rd. "the man who cantec rates his buurs 
By vi;rorous cfort, and an hone aim, 

At once he draves thu ft: un of lift aud d. ath; 
He zvν,, avi Noturecy and hor pati;» are Pence. ES 

Our errer's cauſe and core ar- ſeen See ucxt 
Time's Nature, Oriviz, Inf ortonce, Speed; 
pd thy great Gain from urving his career. — 
I- nfual man, bcaufe untourch? d, urſcen. 
He looks ow Time as nothing. Ne thing elſe 
f. truly man's; 'tis ſortunt — Lime's a god. 
Haſt u ne'er beard of Tun vomnipoter ce; 195 
For, or agc: inſt, whit w unders s he can co! | 
And will: Vo Hand blank u Her he difiiins. | 
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* 


oy 


ale 


we 
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u moment unamus'd, a miſery 


IN 


297 

| Know'ft thou, or what thou doſt, or what is 

done? 225 

Xran flies from Time, and Time from — too 
ſoon 


Ia fad divorce this double flight muſt end; 


y fport> ? thy pops ?—l grant thee, in a fl ace 
Now unambitious; in the red ſhroud, 230 
| Thy Parian tonib's 17; eumphunt arch beneath. 
II. Death his fopperies ! Then well may Life 
Pat ow her plume, and in her rainbow ſhine. 
clearray'd ye lives of our land! 
© lies nale“ who neither toil, nor ſpin, 
e filter lies 5,44) if not fo V iſe 
— Se inmon, iOre fumptuous © to the fight! 
Ait ho nothing can ſup DPort, 
| Y-rcfelves moſt in;uyportable zor whom 
The winter roſe mult blow, the tun put on 240 
A. brighter beam in Len; filky-tofr 79 


Peroumus hrrathe flill foiter, or be chid; 


he 
1 TW 
' 2357 


T8 
3 


Le 


— And other workis {end odours, fauce, and ſung, 


und robes, and nouns, tram'd in foreign lows! 
O ve Lorenzos of our age! who deem 247 


Not made for freble man ! who call aloud 
ror every bawbie drivel'd o'er by feuic ; 
For rattles, and conccits of every caſt, 


| os caange of follies, and relays of joy, 250 


, dreamers of gay dreams ! 
How will you weather an cternal nizht, 


| Where ſuch expedients fail? Dm 


Not on %% e terms Was lere (heaven's it ranger !, r In ye and myrtle, lull'd with ſyren ſong ; 3 


| ſent 
On his i imp. tant emb:.Ny to man. | 
Lorenzo ! no: on the long-leſtin'd hour, 28 
From everlaſting ages growing ripe, 
That memorable hour of wondrous birth. 
When the Drevd Sire, on cmanation bett, 
And big with nature, riſing in his might, 
Calli'd forth creation Tor then Time was horn,) 205 
By Godhead frcaming through a thoufand world-; 
Not on thoſe terms, from the greai days uf deen; 


Was Time cut of, and cuſt beneath the: ſxics; 
The ik ies, which watch Him in his new abode, 2 
_ Meaſuring his motions by r:v0iving {pheres ; 
Phat horologe machinery Aiving. | 
Hours, days, and months, and Years, his children, ; 
play 5 : : 
Like numerous wings 8 nim, as he flies: 008 
Or, rather, 25 uncq' neal plume», they ſhips 215 
His ample pinicns, i witt es Sd fla my. | 
To gain his goal, to reach his auctent reſt, 
And join anew Fterrity his lire, 
In his immutabiiity to ne:t, | 
When worlds, that count his circles now, unhingd | 
Fate the loud Ggnal lovniling) headiong ru 221 
Is timeliſi uight and chucs, W hence they 101. 
Why ſpur the ſpeedy ? Why with levities 
New wing thy ſort, thor: day's to Fap::: 
Vor. VIII. 


210 


Nat the grots A alone employ» ker pen; 


2 bt 7 | 


| While ſhe ſeems, nodding o'cr her charge, to drop 


On headlong Appetit the flicken'd rein, 


And give us up to /icence, unt ecall'd, 260 


| Unmark'd fee, from behind her lecret Ran. 


he lly informer minutes every fault, 
and her dread diary with horror ftil!s. 


Sh reconncitres Fancy's airy hand, 
| A watchiul fue! the formidable ſpy, | 
Liſtening, 0'crhears the whiſpers ut our camp 


265 


Our dau. ing pur poſes of heart explores, 
And ſteals our emhryos of iniquity. 


As all rapacions uſurers conceal 


hus, with indulgence wo} [2vrre, the trea:s 
U, fpendthiiſts of ineſtimable Time; 


. \ Uravred, notes each moment nifapy t5y'd; 


lu leaves more durable than jenves of biz 27: 
Writes onr whole hiſtory ; 3 which Death taut 


{ read 
|} 4 22 pale delinc went « private car; 


& Fu 2 publilb; pubiih to more wer! ts 
Than TS 5; ard endle * age in 102218 rolonm.d. 
| grenz Zn. fick that YE 6 ＋ in thy brealt ! 
Such is her: àumber; and her venveance | fb 


220 


| For nighted counfel; „u thy feture pace 


And think' k ten Nil thou cant be witz = 


Nes! 
Qs 


uud then, where are we ? where, Lorenzo! then 


o drag your patient through the tedious leugth 
If a thort winter's da) —ſay, ſages! ſay, 
Wit's oracles ! 1a; 


O treacherous Cusſcience! while ſhe ſeemo _ 
| ſicep ; 


- 270 ö 
Their dooinſday-book from ll. conſuming he.; 


* FT 
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But w'.y on Time ſo laviſh is my ſong ? 
On this preat theme kind Nature keeps a frhovl, 285 
To reach her fons herſelf. Mach night we die, 
Fach morn are born avew : Each day, a bfe ! 
And ſhall we kill each day ? If Trifling kills: 
Sure Fice muſt, butcher. O what he: aps of flain 
Cry out for vengearce on us! Time deſtroy'd 290 
Is Sah where more than Pld is ſpilt. 
Time flies, death urges, knells call, heaven invites, 
Hell threatens: All exerts ; in «fort, ail; 
Ag: re than creation labours ! lubours Mee? 
And is there in creation what, amidſt 295 
This tumult univerſal, wing'd dilpatch, 
And ardent energy, ſupinely yawus? 
Aan ſlecps; and Mun alone ; and Man, whoſe 

fate, | | 

Fate wreverkble, "OR extreme, 


Endleſs, hair hung, breeze-ſhaken, 6'er the gulph | 1 | 


A moment trembles; drops! and Mun, for whom 

All elſe is in alarm! Man, the ſole cauſe 302 

Of this ſurrounding ſtorm ! and yet he ſleeps, 

As the ſtorm rock'd to reſt.— Throw Years away? 

Throw Empires, and be blameleſs. Moments 
| ſeize 3 3 | 305 

Heaven's on their wing : A moment we may wiſh, 

Men werlds want wealth to buy. Bid Day Raid 

| ſtill, 
Bid him deve back his car, and reimport 
"The period paſt, re-give the given hour. 


Lorenzo, tre than miracles we want; 310 


Lorenzo for yeſterdays to come | 
Bauch is the language of the man areal; 
His ardour fuch, for what opprefl: s thee. 


—_— 


P O E 1 S. 


Prone to the centre, crawling in the duit z 34; 
Diſmounted every great and glorious aim 
Frabruted every [aculty divine ;_ 


| fleart-bury'sd in the rubbiih of the world. 


The world, that guiph of fouls, immortal ſouls, 
Souls elevate, angelic, wing'd with fire 5359 
To reach the diſtunt ſkies, and triumph there 

On thrones, which ſhall not mourn their maſters 
chang'd; 

Though we from Earth ;, Etheveel, they that fell. 
Such veneration due, O man, to inan, 


Which hangs out Death in one eternal night; 
A night, that glooms us in the noon=tide 1 ray, 


throud ? 

Life's little ſtage is a ſmall eminence, 360 
Inch-high the grave above; that home of man, 
Where dwells the multitude : We gaze around; 
We read their menuments ; we fi; zu; and while 
We ſigh, we ſink; and are what we depior'd ; 
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot! | 26s 

- Is death at diſtance ? No: He has been on thee, 
And given ſure earneſt of his final blow. 


now? _ 
_ [Paliid to thought, and ghaſtly *  drown'd, all 
| drown'd _ 370 


in that great deep, which nothing diſembogues ! 


aud, dying, they bcqueatl.'d thee Imall renown. 
| The reſt are on the wing: how licct thei flight ! 


Already has the fatal train took fire 3 


And is his ardour vain, Lorenzo ? No; PA n. omcnt, and the World's blown up to thee ; 
at mere than miracle the gods indul, 63 313 The fun is dacknets, and the ſturs arc duſt. 33 
Tu-ay is Vefierday return'd; return'd "Vis greatly wilc to talk with our paſt hours; 


Full power'd to cancel, expiate, railc, adoru, : 
And reœinſtate us on the Rock of peace. 
Let it not ſhare its predeceſſor*s fate; | 
Nor, like its elder ſiſters, dic a fool. 3201 
Shall it evaporate in fume ? fly oli 
_ Filigmous, and ſtain us Se ſtill? | 
Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour'd? 
Alorc wretched for the clemencics of heaven ? 
Where ſhall 1 * Lin ? 2 ! tell me 
| Where. 323 
Vin lnow lim: He is near you : Point him out: 
Shall I ſee glories beaming from his brow ? ? | 
Or trace his footſteps by the riſing flowers? 
Your golden wings, zow hovering oer him, ſhed 
Protection; now, are waving in applauſe 330 
0 that bleſt fon of foreſight ! lord of fate 
That awful independent on To-morroze “ 
Whoſe 7v0rk i; dine; who triumphs in the Paſt; 
Whoſe Tt. rdays look backwards with a ſmile; 
Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they {ly ; 335 
| ; hat common, but opprobious lot! paſt hours, 
4' nae 4, guilt, yet wound us by their flight, 
i ic bounds our proſpect by the grave, 
al fret ing of firurity benumb'd ; | 
4.1 god. Ake Failion for eternals quenche ; a 340 
l reliſh of reatties expir'd; 1 
Nenbunc'd al! correſpondence with the ſkies; 
Cur freedom chaiu'd; quite wingleſs our dere; | 
Is ice deck; riton 8 all that ought to foar ; 


And atk them, what report they bore to heaven; : 


| Aud how they might have burne mute welcome 


news. 
heir auſw ers form what men Zxpericnce call; 
If ///dom's friend, her beſt; if not, worſt "i 


| 0 reconcile chem! Kind Zxperience cries, 381 


* there's nothing here, 1 what «as nothing 


. weiglis; 

« The more our joy, the more we know i it vain; 
And by ſucceſs are tutor'd to deſpair,” 

Nor i, it only thus, but muſt be fo. - .. 


| V ho knows not this, though grey, is ſtill a child. 


Looſe then ſrom carth the graſp of foud defire, 
Weigh anchor, and ſome happicr clime explore. 

| Art thou ſo moor d thou canſt not diſengage, 
Nor give thy thoughts a ply to future fcene>? 392 


Since by Life's palliug breath, blown up (rom carth, | 


Light as the ſummer's duſt, we take in air 

| A moment's giddy flight, and fall again; 

Join the dull maſs, increaſe the rrodden foil, | 
And ſlerp, ill earth herſelf ſhall be no more; 395 


Since then (as emmets, their ſmall world o erthrow u 
[We, ſore amaz'd, from out cartli's ruins crawl. 
And riſe to fate extreme of foul or fair, 


As man's own choice (controuler of the ſlcic !) 


(O how omnipatent 15 tune!) decrees ; 
Should not cach -<carnins g1 VE 2 trons alarm: 7 
Warning, tar jel than Mat of v0Lom tern 


Who veucrate themſelves, the world defpiſe. 353 
For what, gay friend! is this eſcutcheon's vorkl, 


Aud wraps our thought, at banquets, in the | 


hole hours that lately {mil'd, where are they 


i3 


As man's deſpotic will, p<rhaps one hour, 4 


a 1 r — ] -w — q 
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From boſom, bleeding oler the ſacred dead! 
Should not cach al ſtrike us as we paſs, 
 Portentous, as tlic mritten vt. Il, which rn. K. 

Ofer miduight bowls, the prond Affyrian pale, 

Ere-while di. n-Huſht with infolence and wine? 

Like Hat, the dial ſpeaks ; and points to Unc, 

J,orenz9 ! loth ro break thy banquet up: 

« () man, t 


28 
2 


4160 


ny kingdom is devart ing from theo ; 


Aud, while it lat“, is cniptier Pi wan | 
fade.“ | | 
us ſilent language ſuch + nor neſt thou call 


Thy Yai, to decypher whit it mems. 
Know, like the Median, fate is in thy walls; ar: 
Poſt aſk, How? Il hence? B:ithazzar-like, amaz d:] 
Man's make inclaſes the ſure fee:ls of death; 
Life feeds the murderer; lagrate! he thrives 
On her own meal, and then his nurſe devours. 
But here, Lorenzo, the deluſion liezz 420 
That ſalur fo. us it meaſures life, | 
t lire reſembles too: life ſpeeds away 
From point to * thou: zh ſecming 
fill. 
The cunning ſugitive is feilt by ſteulth: 
Too ſubtie 1+ tie movement to e een; 
Yet toon man's hour is up, amd we arc gane. 
Murringi palvt out Gur danger 5 Gnomous, time : 
Asth-fe ure uſt ):1s when the ſun is ict; 
So theſe, but when more gloriyuus , ſhines. 
Reaſun mauld judge fa al; in reafon's eye, 
That ſedentary ſhadow travels Lard. 
But fich our gravitation to the wrong. 
So prone our hearts to whit cr what we wit, 
Tis later with the wiic than he's avarc : N 
AWimington goes flower than the tn) ; 43% 
And all mankind miſtake their time of day: 5 
Eva age itfelf, Freſh hopes are hourly own 
In furrow *d brows, "I's gent] 1 . lecut 
We ſhut our eyes, and think it ie a p gin. 
We rake fair days in winter for the tpring; 
And turn our bleſſings into bane 
Man mult compute that age hu cannot /e. 
He ſcarce helic ves he's older for his years. 
Thus, at Life's lute? ove, we keep in tore 
One difappointment ſire, to crown th reſt; 
The difuppoiit! mutt of a promis'd huur, 


7 785 3 


to ſland 


A SF 
» 
4 


4 46 


' "> 
lauft thou no triend to ſ. 


dtrois; 


425 


Bu CE Ut F 


445 


vr ius ty'd by nature, if they part, they dic. 


et thy mind abroach ? 
Tr-1l ſagnatz. 
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Godt fenje Thoughts ſhut up wut 
air, 

And tool, kke bales unnpen'd to the fun. 

Lat thonrht been ail, Sweet fpecch had been de- 


ny'd; 


|: eech, thou * — ſpeech, thought's croc- 


rion tao! 
Thought in the mine, may e came forth gold or 
| 4:9 
hum cond in worde, we know its Sd worth. 
| it Gerling, {tore it for thy furure uſc; 
vill bu. thc benni -; perhaps renown. 
| n 109, deli ver'd, is the more el. . 
wry hinz, we learn; and, wining we retain 4" 4 
; he | virchs of i:melle & ; when — forgor. 
Speech ventilates our int: licctual fire; 
ve. burniſhes dur mental magazine; 
Brighten, for ornament; and whets, for uſe. 
Wat numbers, fheatin! im erudicion, lic; 
Piung'd to the hilts in venerable tomes, 
VI“ Truſted i in; who might have hornc an edge,. 
Ani pliy'd a fprightly beam, if born th ſpe eech; 
if horn bleſt heirs uf half theic mothe:'s t ve? 
"His thanght's exchange, which, like th' ati nate 
| puſn 4 3 
(5 waves conſti. Ting, breaks the learn“ d ſc: m, 
And defecates the {ud ent“ itandipg pol. 
In Cort. mplition is his proud ane | 7 
is poor, as proud, by Converſe unſultain'd.. 


499 


2 5 ace thought ran; wild in Contemplatiion s ld; : 


x, the menage, breaks it to the bit Dl 
Ot duc reſti aint; 2 ail 1 EMI tin — {pur 


Coun 


_ | Gives gracetul energy, by rivals au d. 


"Fs converle aualißi- s for loluude : : 

As exwreiln, for falutary ruſt. | 

2 that u uutar d, Contemplation aves; . 

Ant Wines fool, by Film is u: 3 
Iiir, thourh ricker than Peruviin mines, 


495 


o 
And beter than the ſweet ambruiul hive, 
Vinat is lhe, lwt the means of Il ih 279 
Th. ungbtain'd, than folly marc à ol; 
4 melancuoly fool, without her bells. | 


59S 


On 47s, or ſimilar, Philander ! thou 
Whoſe mind was ""_ as thr 
tongue 
And firong, to wield all ſcience n the name; 
Huw often we talk 


2 i 
preacher 8 


5 -= 459 
And cool'd cur abe by the brerzy Qream ! 
How often thaw'd and ſhorten*d winter's cve, 
By conflict kind, that ſtruck out latent truth, 

Buit found, fo ſouglit; to the R-cluſe more coy ! 
Thoughts diſentangle palſing o'er the lip; 455 
Clean runs the thread; if not, tis thrown away, 
Or kept to tie up nonſenſe tor a ſong : | 
Song, faſhionably fruitleſs ; ſuch as {tains 
The 7 auge, and unhallow'd P- oi mn fires; | 
Chiming her ſaints to Cyther2 4's ſane. 459 

Know'ſt thou, Lorenzo! what a ſciend con- 

tains ? 
As bees mixt Ned zr draw from fragrant flowers, 
do men from friendſhip, Ii 75 in and Del alt. 


d down tlie tummer's 1an, | 


Fiien Mig, the means of wiklom, richly gives 5 
he precious end, which makes our en wiſe. 
Natore, in 22al for human anity, - $28 

| 3-nics, or damps, an wi Grided joy, 

Joy is an import; joy 1 an exchai uw; 

Joy flies mono poi, : It calls for Je; 

Rich fruit! IIeavs n-plunted! never pack t by C. 
Ne du auxiliars are our friends, to give 513 
Vo Vi man true reliſh of himſelf. 


| Fall on ©: zrlelves, dsſcending in a line, 


l ibire's bright be zum is ſfechle in delight: 
[bilich: intenſe is taken by reboundʒj 
Revrberated plezfurcs fire the brea t. 
Celettial 1acpings, whene'er the oops 
To vit carthi, one ſhring the gOddeſs finds. 
And one alone, t makes tur iet amends. 
For ahlent hraveu—thz boſom of a iricyi; 
venere heart mects heurt, Feciprocaliy Cult, 
Each other's piliow to repoſe diviua. 
ware the counterſci:; in FA. 7 un's Llama 


415 


3290 


We, * 
$4454 
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: I ſhew thee friendſhip Delicate, as Dear, 
Of tender violations apt to die? 


Nor every friend unrotten at the core; 


5 Well, for thy friend ; but nobler far for Thee ; 
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Hearts melt, but melt like ice, ſoon harder froze. 
True love ſtrikes root in Arab; paſſion's foe : 
Virtus alone entenders us for life : 527 
wrong her much Entenders us for ever; 
Of Frindfbip's faireſt fruits, the fruit molt ſair 
Is Firtue kindling at a rival fire, 
And. emuleyſly, rapid in her race. 
O che ſoft enmity ! endearing ſtriſe! 
This carries friendihip to her noon- tide point. 
And gives the rivet of cteruity. 
Front Friendſtip, which outlives my forn mer 
"Wires, 
Glorious ſurvivor of old Time and Death ; 
Fre m — thus, that flower of "heavenly 
ed 
The wiſe extracts earth. moſt Hybl:an bliſs, 
Superior wiſdom, crown'd with ſmiling joy. 
But for whom bloſſoms this Elylian foroer ? 
Abi ou They find, who cherith it at ſome. 
Lorenzo! pardon what my love extorts, 549 
An honeſt love, and not afraid to frovin. 
Though choice of ſollies faſten on the Great, 
None clings more obſtinate than fancy fond 
That facred friend ſhip is their caſy prey; 
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure, 
Or faicination of a high-born ſmile. 

Their ſmiles, the Great, and the Coguet, throw out | 
For Others hearts, tenacious of their Own ; 
And we no leſs of ours, when ſuch the bait. 
Ye tortune's cofferers! Ye powers of wealth I 5 50 

Can gold gain friendſhip? Impudence of hope! 
As well mere man an angel might beget. 

_ Love, and Love only, is the loan for love. 

Lorenzo! pride repreſs; nor hope to find [555 
A friend, but what has — a friend in Thee. 
All like the purchaſe; few the price will pay ; 
And this makes friends ſuch miracles below. 
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543 


What if (fince daring on ſo nice a theme) 


$360 
R:ſerve will wound it; and Difirufl, 8 | 
Deliberate in all things with thy friend. 
But ſince friends grow not thick on every bough 


Firſt. on thy friend, deliberate with Thyſelf; 565 
Pauſe, ponder, aft; not Eager in the choice, 
Nor jealous of the choſen; Fixing, Fix; 

_ Twtige before friendſhip, thew conkde wil death. 


— 


How gallant danger for earth's higheſt prize ! 
A friend is worth all hazards we can run. 
Poor is the friendleſs maſter of a world: | 
* A world in purchaſe for a friend is gain.” 

So ſung He (angels hear what angels ſing 3 
Angels ſrom friendſhip gather half their joy) 575 
So ſung Philander, as his friend went round 

la the rich hor, in the generous blood 

Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, 
A brow ſolute, and ever-laughing eye. 

He drank long health, and virtue, to his friend ;580 
His friend, who warm'd him more, who more 
inſpir'd. 
2 s the wine of life; ; but friendſhip e 


2 


| Amr I too warm ? Too warm } cams t be. 


TY 


What friends might Latter : 


A | 


: By niortal hand * 


an] +- 
| Is privileg'd beyond the common welk 


S POE > 


Tot ſuch was His} is neither Strong, var Pure, 

O! for the bright complexion, cordial warnich. 

And elcvating ſpirit, of a friend, 38. 

For twenty rummers ripeni.s by my ide! 

All feculeuce of falſchood long thrown down; 

All ſocial virtues rifing in his foul; 

As "_ n al clear: and fniling as they riſe! 

Flare Neckar flows : it ſparkles in our fight ; 559 

Aich to 8 talle, aud genuine from the heart 

|  High-fa; -our'd blits for gods! on earth how rare ; 

On earth how / /—PhiltaCer is no more. 
Think'ſ thou the theme intoxicates wy fon;; ? 

* 

[ Jov'd him much; but now love hien more. Ah 

L ike birds, whole heautics longzuiſh, halſ=conceal'd, 
Lill, mounted on the wing, their glekty plu mes 

Expanded ſhine with azurc, recen, and gold; 

How blcflings brighten us they take cheir fl gt: 

His flight 1 hilan/!er took; his upward fight, Gor 

If ever ſoul aſcended. Had þ- drrp:, 

(hat cagle genius!) O had lie let fall 

One feather as he few; I, then, had wrote, 

prudent tves forbear ; 


Rivals ſcarce damn; «rd Zoilus repric ve. 686 
Let what I can, | mut; it were profane | 
To quench a glory lighted at the ſkies, 

And call in foadows his illuſtr icus cole. 

Strange! the theme moſt affecting, moſt ful 


lime, 

* Momentous moſt to man, ſhould llcep n 

And yet ĩt leeps, by genius unawak'd, 

| Painime or Cb, ian; to the bluſh of wit 
Man's higheſt triumph! man's profoundeſt fall 
The Death-bed of the jut! is yer undrawu 615 

it meri:s a Divine : 

Angels ſhould paint it, angels ever There ; 

There, on a poſt of honour, and of joy. _ 

Dare I preſumes, then? bat Philander bid 

ory temp, and incliration calls— 

Yet am ſtruck; as ſtruck the foul, gencath 

| Atrial Grov:s ippenetratle Sloont; f 

Or, in ſome mighty cas ſolemn hade; 

Or, gazing by pale lamps on Ligh-born Uf. 

In vaults; thin courts of poor l kings . | 


619 


624 


Or, at the midnight 4/tzr's hallow'd flame. b. 6 
ls it religion to proceed ? I pauſe— 
And enter, aw'd, the temple of my theme. 
s it his death bed ? No: it is his fare; © 
| B-hold him, there, juſt rifing to a god. 6 
The chamber where the good man meets I. 


fate, 


Of virtuous life, quite in the verge of heaven. 


Fly, ye profane ! If not, draw near with awe, 


635 


Receive the bleſling. and adore the chance, 


| That threw in this Betheſda your diſeaſe ; 


If unreſtor'd by This, deſpair your cure. 


For, H-re, reſiſtleſs demonſtration dwells ; 


A death-bed's a detector of the koart. 
Here tir d di ſimulation drops her maſque, 64c 
Through lite's grimace, that miſtreſs of the 


ſcene ! 


ds * 


Hae * and Apparent, are the ſrc 


— 


Philander, thus, auguſtly rears his head, 
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You ſee he Man; you fer luis hold on heaven; 


if found his virtue, as Philander's ſound. 


friends 645 
On this fide dcath, and points them out to men, 
Ale ure, ſilent, but of ſovcreign power! 
To vice, conſuſion; and to virtue, peace. 
Whatever farce the boaftful hero plays, 


Virtus alone has majeſty in death | 6:0] 


and greater ſtill, the more the tyrant frowns, 
Thilander he ſeverely ſfrowu' d on thce. 
No warning given! Uncerewonious fate ! 
A ſudden ruſh from life's meridian joy 
A wrench from all we love from all we are 
LA reſttefs bed of pain! a plunge opague 656 
„Beyond conjecture! feeble Nature's dread ! 
* Stcong Reaſon's ſhudder at the dark unknown! 
A fun extinguiſht ! a juſt-opening grave! 
„And oh ! the laſt, laſt, what ? (can words 

| expreſs ? | 
6 Thought reach it ?) the Iaſt—Silence of a 

friend!” 


— 


Where are thoſe horrors, that amazement, where, 
+ This hileous group of ills, which jingly ſhock, 
Demand from man 2—I thought him man till] | 
665 


| Where, thc trail mortal? the poor abjeck worm 7 
No, not in death, the M, tal to be found. 


His conduct is a legacy for All. OS 6:0 
Richer than M. mee s fon his ſingle heir. 


His comforters he comforts ; Great in ruin, 


Wich unreluctant gra zndeur, gives, not yiclds 


His foul ſublime ; and cloſes with his fate. 
How our hearts burnt within us at the ſcenc ;675 


Whence this brave bound o'er limits fix d to man? 
lis Cod ſuſtains him in his final hour ! 
His final hour brings glory to his God! 


Man's glory 1c2ven vouchſafes to call her own. 
We gaze, we weep ; mix tears of grief of joy! 
Amazement ftrikes ! devotion burits to 4. 681 


(Ariſtiuns Adore / and Injidels Believe. 


As ſome tall tower, or loſty mountain's ; brow, 


Detains the ſun, Illuſtrious from its heigit; 
While riſing vapours, aud deſcending ſhades, 635 


With damps and darkneſs, drown the ſpacious vale; 
i/udampt by doubt, undarken'd by deſpair, 


At that black hour, which general horror ſheds 


On the low level of th' inglorious throng . 


690 | 
Zweet Peace, and heavenly Hope, an aud humble Jey, 
Divinely beam on his exalted ſoul; 

Deſtruction gild, and crown him for the ſkies, 


Wih incorumunicable luſtre, bright. 


| Heaven waits not the laſt moment; owns her | 


— 


| 


nov 
Through nature's wreck, through vanquiſhc 
agonies, 
Kike the fars ſtruggling throug!: this midnight 
| .  'glacm) 
What gleams of- joy ? what more than kuman 
peace ? 


6 


Þ+ - 


| 


660 | Our Reaſon, 
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NIGHT THE THIRD. 
NARCISSA. 
TO HER GRACE 


THE DUCHESS OF PORTLAND. 


« Igno/ccnda guid:m, ſeirent fe ignoſcere mares.” 


| Virg 
ROM Dreams, where thought in fancy's maze 
runs mad, 


| 1 o Reaſon, that heaven · ligited lamp in man, 


Once more I wake; and at the deſtin'd hour, 
Puuctual as lovers to the moment (worn, 
| keep my aſſignation with my woe. i 
O! loſt to virtue, loſt to manly thought, 
Lot to the noble fatiics of the ſoul! 
Who think it folitude, to be Alone, 
Communion ſweet! communioa large and hi gh! 
Gurrdiaa Angel, and our Ge 12 
Then uearcit Theſe, when Others moſt remote; 
And All, ere long, ſhall be remote, but Thete. 
How dreadful, Then, to meet them all alone, 
A {tranger ! unacknowledg d! unapprov'd | | 
Note woo them ; ; wed them; bind them to thy 
breaſt ; | e 
To wiu thy wiſh, creaticn has no more. 
Or if we wiſh a fourth, it is a Friend— 
But friends, how mortal, dangerous che deſire ! 
Take Phœbus to yourſclves, ye baſking bards! 
Inebriate at fair fortune's fuuntain-head; 
And reeling through the wilderneis of joy; 
Where Senſe runs lavage, 
chain, 
nd ſings falſe peace, till ſmother'd by the pall. 
irs fortune is unlike ; unlike my ſong ; | 
Unlike the deity my ſong invokes. 
to Day's lolt· ey d ſiſter pay my court. 
Tadymion's rival!) and her aid implore ; 
Now "firit implor'd in ſucgour tv the M, 


| ſorm, 
And madeſtly forego thine Own! 0 Thou, 
Who didit thyſelf, at midnight hours, inſpire ! 
| Say, why not Cynthia patroneſa of ſong ? * 
As thou her creſcent, ſhe thy character 
Aſſumes; ſtill more a goddeſs by the change. 
Are there demurring wits, who dare diſpute 
This revolution in the world i»fpir'd? 
Ve train Fieriau! to the Lunar ſphere, 
in ſileut hour, addreſs your ardent call 
For aid im mortal; leſs her brother's . 


3 | Ihe, with the ſpheres harmonwus, nightly leads 4 
! lhe mazy dance, and h-ars their matchleſs ſtrain. 


A {tain for gods, deny'd to mortal ear. 


| What title, or what name, endcars thee moſt 
Cynthia! Cyllene ! Phebe ! or doſt hear 


A4. the dike of Nor felis maſyacr ate. 


* 
coke from Reaſun's 


1 


Thou, who didit lately borrow * > Cynthixz | 


* 


30 : 


13 8 


| ranſmit it heard, thou ſilver qucen of beavev! * 


YOUNG” 


With higher gun, fair Portland of the ſcies! 
Is that the ſoft enchantment calls thee down, 
More powerful than of old Circean charm ? 


302 


Come; but from hcavenly banquets with thee | 


brin 
The foul of ſong, and whiſper in my ear 
The theft divine; or in propitious dreams 
(Tor dreams are bine] trans ſuſc it through the 
breaſt 
Of thy firſt votary But not thy laſt; 


50 


If, hie thy New ſel, thou art ever kind. 


1 


| Than that which ſmote me from Philander's tomb. . 


And kind thou wilt be; kind on ſuch a theme; 
A theme fo like thee, a quite lunar theme, 36 
Soft, modeſt, melancholy, female, fair! 

A then:e that roſe all pale, and told my ſoul, 

7 was Nie; on her fond hopes perpetual night; 
A night which ſtruck a damp, a deadlier dam p, 60 


Narxciſſa follows, ere his tomb is clos'd. 


Wos: 


Se iz 


— 


For human ſighs his rival ſtrokes contend, 
And make diſtreſs, diſtraction. 


cluſter: rare are ſolitary wocs; 
They love a train, they tread each other's hee! ; 


Jer death invades his mournful right, and claims | 


The grief that ſtarted from my lids for Him: 66 | 
es the faithleſs, alicaated tear, : 

Or ſhares it, ere it falls. So frequent death, 

Sorrow he more than cauſes, he confounds; 


— 
— 


= 
Oh Philander ! 


What was thy fate? A double fate to me; 


Portent, and pain! a menace anda blow! 


Her ſong ſtill vibrates in my raviſht ear, 


Not leſs a bird of omen than of prey. 
It call'd Narciſſa long before her hour; 
It call'd her tender foul, by break of bt, 


In this in clement clime of human life. 


And Happy (if aught Happy bere) as good! 
For fortune fond had built her neſt on high. 


Transſixt by fate (who loves a loſty mark), 


I. ke the black raven hovering o'er my peace, 


From the firſt bloſſom, from the buds of joy; 
"Thoſ: few our noxious fate unblaſted leaves 


Sweet harmoniſt ! and Beautiful as ſweet ! 
And Young as beautiful! and Soft as young! 
And Gay as ſoft ! and Infucent as gay | 


Like birds quite exquiſite of note and =_ 
How from the ſummit of the grove ſhe ſell, 


And left it unharmonious ! All its charms 
Extinguiſht in the wonders of her ſong ! 


Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain | 
0 to forget her!) rbrilling through my heart! 
Song, Beauty, Youth, Love, V irtue, Joy ; this 


- Off bright lens, flowers of paradiſe, 


Runeel and preſent it to the ſcies 
Wie gueſs of hcaven : 


group | 
95 

As yet unlorfeit! in one blaze we bind, 

Was: 

and tb: were all her own, 


And ſhe was mine; and I was—was /—motl 


1 


bleſt— | X 
Gay title of the deepeſt miſery TOO 
As bodies grow more ponderous, rob9' d of life, 
Goed loſt weighs more in grief, than gain'd ia joy, 
Like bloſſom” d trecs o'er turn'd by vernal ſtorm, 
Lovely in death the beautcous ruin lay ; 


* . 


And if in death ill lovely, lovelier Tacre 105 


Far lovelicr ! pity ſwells the tide of we, 
And will nut th: f.vere exculc à fign? 


| Pale omen fat ; 


| By plucking FR denied to mortal 9 


RKeſenting rallies, and wakes every woe. 


90 
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Scorn the proud man that is a/ham'd to weep ; 
Our tears inzulr'd indeed d-{orve our ſhame. 
Ye that cer loft an angel ! pity me 

Soon as the luſtre languiſht in her eye, 
Dawning a dimmer day on human fight : 
And on her. check, the refidence of ſpring, 
and ſcatter'd fears around 
On all chat faw (un who work ceaſe to gaze, 113 
[hat once had Lew ?) with bake, parentul haſte, | 
I few, I ſnatch d her from the rigid north, 
Her A bed, ot. which bleak Be 3oreas blew, 
And hore her nearer to the fun ; the ſun 
(as if the tun could envy) checkt his beam, 
Dery'd his wonted ſuccour; nor with more 
Regret beheld her droopiug, then the belle 
Of Jit es; faireſt lilies, not fo fair! 
. Queea lilies! and ye painted populace! | 
Who awell in fields, and lead ambroſial lives; 125 
In morn and evening dew, your beauties bathe, 


115 


12606 


And drink the ſun; which gives your checks to 


low, 

And out-bluſh (mize excepted} every fair ; 
You eladher grew, ambitious of her hard, | 
Which often cropt your odours, incenſe meet 130 
To thought ſo pure! ye lovely fugitives ! 
 Coeval race with man! for man you ſmile; 
Why nor ſmile at him too? You ſhare indeed 
His ſudden paſs; but not his conſtart pain. 

So man is made, nought miniſters delight, 135 


| But what his glowing pallions, can engage; 


And glowing paſſions, bent on aught hw, 


+} Muſt, ſoon or late, with anguiſh turn the ſcale; 


And anguiſh, after mane, how ſevere! 


| Rapture! ? Bold man ws ry fl the wrath di- 


vine, * 
While ber, preſuming on the rights of heaven. 
For rranſpore doſt thou call on every hour, 
Lorenzo? At thy friend's expence, be wiſe ; 5 
Lean not on earth; "twill picrce thee to the 
heart; 1 
A broken reed, at bell; but, oft, a o 
n its ſharp point p-ace bleeds, and hope expires. 
Turn, hopeleis thought! turn from her: 
Thought repell'd : 
(ro 
Snatch'd ere thy prime ! and in thy bridal hour ! 


And when high flavonr'd thy. fre!h opening joys ! 
And when hlind man pronounc's thy blifs com- 
| plere ' g 

And ona foreign hw; where ſtrangers we . | 
| Stranger» to Thee; and, more ſurpriting (till, 1 = 2 
| Strangers to Kiudneſs, wept : their eyes let fall 
1 


From marble hearts! ohdurate tenderneſs | 

A tenderneis that call'd them more ſevere; 

In ſpire of nature's ſoft perſuaſion, ſteel d; 155 

While aature melted, ſupcr/lition rav'd; 

Tha: mourn'd the dead; and 1075 denied a grave. 5 
Their ſighs incens'd; ſighs foreign to the Will! 

Their will the Tiger ſuck d, outraz'd the orm 

For, oh ! the curit ungodlineſs of zeal! 105 

While jinful ff relented, ſpirit nurſt 

| in blind :nſa!libiity 's embrace, 


| | Ti -C GS [pirit petriſy d 2 btcaſt 


And when kind fortune, with thy lover, ſmil'd !_ 


inhuman tcars! ſtrange t-ars ! that trickled down 


Deny d the charity of duſt, to ſpread 
O'er > dull ! ! a charity their dogs enjoy. 


What could 1 do? What ſuccour? What refource ? unt He, nor l. feel more 


With pious ſacrilege, a grave | ftole ; 
With impious piety, the: grave | wroag'd ; 
Short in my duty; coward in my grief! 
More like her murderer, chen friend, ! crept, 175 
Wich ſoft- ſuſpended © = ard maulited deep 
In midnight darkneſs, wh /per'd my laſt lich. 
I wwbiſper'd what ſhould echo through their realms; 
Nor writ her name, whote tomb ihould paerce the 
| ſkies. 
Preſumptucus fear! How durſt I dread her ſocs, 
While nature's loueztt dictates 1 wy 'd ? 181 
Pardon neceſſity, blcſt hade! Of grief 
And indignation rival burſts I pour'd; 
Half exccration mingled with my prayer; 
Kindled at man, while 1 his God ador'd; 
_ Sore grudg'd the ſavage land her ſacred . ſt; 
Stampt the curl ſoil; and with humaniry 
(Denied Narciſſa) wiſh'd them all a grave. 
Glows my reſentment into guilt ? What guilt 
Can equal violations of the dead? 190 
The dead how ſacred! Sacred is the duſt | 
Of this heaven-labour'd form, erect, divine! 
This hea ven- aſſum' d majcilic robe of earth, 
He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaſt expanſe 
With azure bright, and cloath d the ſun in gold. 
When every paſſion ſlecps that can offend; 
When ſtrikes us every motive that can mel: 
When man can wreuk his rancour uncut 4% 
That ſtrongeſt curb on iuſult and ill-will; 
Then, ſpleen to dt? the duſt of innocence ? 
An angel's duſt — This Lucifer tramſcends; 
When he contended for the patriarch's bones, : 
"was not the ſtrife of mutice, but of pride; 
The ftrife of pontiſſ pride, not poariff gall. 
Tor leſs than This is ſhocking ina race 205 
Aloft wretched, but from ſtreams of mutual love: 
And wncreated, hut for love divine; 
And, but for. loye divine, this moment 4%, 
By fate relord? d, and ſunk in endleſs night. 


I35 


200 


| Maa hard of heart to men! of horrid thivgs 210 | 


| Moft horrid! xlid ſtupendous, highly ſtrange ! 
Vet vit his courtefics are ſmoother wrongs; 
Pride brandiſhes the lavours He confers,” _ 
And contumelious his humanity : 214 
What then his vengeance ? Tear it not, ve flars ! 


And thou, paic moon |! turn paler at the tound ; ; I 


Man is to man the foreſt, ſureſt ill. 
A previous blaſt foretels the riſing ſtorm ; 
O'erwhelnung turrets threaten crc tacy fall; 
Volcauus bellow ere they diſembogue; 
Earth trembles cre her yawning jaws devour; ; 
Ard ſmoke betray s the wide-conſuminy fire : 
Ruin from man is moſt conccal'd when ncar, 
Aud ſends the dreadſul tidings in the blow. 
Is this the flight of f:ncy ? Would it were! 225 
Heaven's Sove reign faves all beings, but himſell, 
That hideous fight, a naled human heart. . 
Fir'd is the Muſe? And let the Muſcæ be fir'd : 
Who not enflam'd, when what he ſpeaks, hie fe.l-, 
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190 G1 


- 220 


our dying friends are piouecrs, to {1:29.74 


30 


3 


Shame to mankind 1 Philander had his foes: 

He felt the truths 1 fing, and “ in Him. 

: Pall ills, Narcc ia 

Are junk in Cher, thou recent wound of heart! 

Which bleeds with other cares, with vthe! 

Pangs pumcrous, 2s tlic numerous 
fwarm'd 


2 Pan i”, 


oa 


236 


! Oc r diſtinguiſh'd fate, and, clutering There 


Thick as the locuſts on the hand of Nile, 


grave. 

cllect (it not ſorgot my touching tale) 
How was cach circumitance with aſpics arm'd ? 
An aſpic, Each! and All, an Hydra wor: 
What ſtrong Herculcan virtue conld fuffice !—— 
Or is it virtue to be conquer'd Here ? 
This heary cheek a train of tcars bedews ; 


And each diſtreſs, diſtin&ly mourn'd, demands 
Of grief ſtill — as heighten'd by the —— 
A grief like is proprietors excludes 


They make mankind the mourner ; carry fighs 
Far as the ſatal Fame can wing her way; 
And turn the gayeſt thought of gayeſt age, : 


| Down their right chanacl, through the 
12 death. 
The vale of death! that kuſh'd Cimmerian 
vale, 233 


M here Da: 28 brooding o'er unfiniſh'd lates, 


With raven wing incumbent, wats the day 


(Dread day !) that interdicts all future change ! 
That ſubterranean world, that land of ruin | "aff 
Fit walk, Loreuzo, for proud human thought! 


There let my thought exyatiate, and explore 
Balſamic tzuths and healing temtianents, | 

Of all moit wanted, and oſt welcome, here. 
For gay Lorenzu's ſake, and fer thy own, 12 25 


| My fou | “ The truits of dying friends ſurvey ; 


* Give death his eulogy ; thy 1 *r fubduc; 
And labour that fri palm of zuble Minde, | 
« A manily {corn of terror on the tonzh. 


As poct's feign'd from Ajax” ſtreaming bloul 
Are, with — inicrib'd, a meurnful flower: 
Let v iſdum blaſſom from ny mortal wound. 


It bringe ue mure than rriple aid; aid | 
To chaſ: or thought tt: 4 * fear, Sri 17 aud ou'/'t 

Our dying friends conc 0 er us like a cloud, 
Io Jamp our brainlets a7durs; aud my | 


hat glare of Life which oft. n bl: nds thy wile 


323 
72 


Our rugge+t paſs to Jath; to break -, bars 
Of Nur: and abhorrence e, Nature {1:19vs 
Cruls our obſtructed way; and thus to mak: 

SE elcams, 2s fafe, our port fromever 7 ſtarm. 
fach tricud by fate fraich' from =4 I» a plame 


| Plvck'd from the wing of human vu; ty, 


Which makes us ſtoop from our atrial heights 


And in the nerve mioſt tender, in Eis friends? 2 230 And, damps with 08.vi vt our own 5 


8 


245 
And each tear mourns its own ind diſtreſs; 


206 


MaJe death more deadly, ud more dark e 


24% 


Not friends alone ſuch obſequies deplore; 2:9 | 


n af 


26. | 


6 Expoſe the gain of life; wet 14 tic and dak; 
1his harveſt reap from thy Narcifla's grave 272 


Aud fan of dying fuends; | what truit from 


5 


20 


F 


Hlave diſinherited his future hours, 


304 

On droaping pinians of ambition lower'd, 

Jul f:im earth's ſurface, cre we break it up, 290 

O'er putrid earth to !cratch a little duit, 

Aud fave the world a ::u.tarce, Smitten friends 

Are angels ſent on erruuds full of love; 

For us they languiſh, and for us they * 

Aud ſhall they lang u: th, hall they die in vain ?295 

Ungrateſul, thail we grieve their Loverirg ſhades, 

Which wait the revolution in bur hearts? 

Shall we diſdain their Hlent, loft addrels, 

"Their poſthumous advice, and-pious frayer? 

Senſeleſs, as herds that graze their lailuw'd graves, 

Tread under- fuot their agonics aud grouns; 301 

Truſtrate their anguiſh, aud deſtroy their deaths? 

Lorenzo! no; the thought of death indulgz; 

Give it its wholeſome empire ! let it reign, 

That kind chaſtiſer of thy ſoul in joy! 30g 

Its reign will {pread thy glorious conqueſts far, 

And ſtill the tumults of thy ruffled breaſt: 

Auſpicious zra | golden days, begin! 

The thought of death ſhall, like a rod, inſpire. 

And why not think on dah? Is life the theme 310 

Ot every thought? and with of every hour? 

And ſong of every joy? Surpriling truth! 

| The beaten ſpaniel's fondneſs not ſo ſtrange, 

To wave the numerous l/s that ſeize on life 

As their own property, their lawtul prey; 

Ere man has mealur'd half his weary ſtage, 

Uis luxvurics have left him no reſerve, 

No maiden reliſhes, unbroach'd delights; 

On cold ſerv'd repetitions he ſubſiſts, 

And in the taſteleſs preſent chews the þaft ; 
Viſguſted chews, and ſcarce can iwailow down. 
_ Like laviſh anceſlors, bis earlier years 


315 


Which ſtarve on err, and glean their tene field. 
L. ive ever here, Lorenzo !—ſhocking thought! 

Sa thocking, they who wiſh, difown it too; 326 

Diſown from ſhame, what they from folly crave. 

Live ever in the womb, nor ſee the light? 

For what live ever here?—With labouring ſtep 


To tread our former footſteps? Pace the round 330 


Eternal ? To climb life's worn, heavy wheel, 
Which draws up nothing new ? To beat, and beat 
Ihe heaten track? To bid each wretched day 
The former mock ? To ſurſcit on the ſame, 

And yawn our joys? Or thank a miſery 335 

For change, though fad ? To ſee what we have 
| ſeen ? 

Hear, till unheard, the 3 old llabber'd tale. 2 
Lo taſte the taſted, and at each return 
I eſs taſteful? O'er our palates to decant 
Another vintage? Strain à fatter year, 
Through loaded veſſels, and a laxer tone? 
Crazy machines to grind earth's waſted fruits! 
| N-ground, and worſe concocted! Load, not life ! 

The rational foul kennels of exceſs! 
Still- ſtreaming thoroughfares of dull debauch! 345 


340 


Trembling each gulp leſt death ſhould ſnatch the 


bowl. 
Such of our fiac-ones is the wiſh refin'd! 
So would they have it; elegant defire! 
Why not invite the bellowing ſtalls, and wilds? ? 
But ſuch examples might their riot awe, 350 
Through want of virtue, that is, want of thought, 
cr hugh. on bright theugh; they ſather 21 their flights) 
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One only; but that one, what Nr may reach; 


| Believ'ſt thou this, Lorenzo ? lend an ear, 


320 


To what are they reduc'd? To love, and hate. 
The fame vain world; to cenſure, and eſpouſc, 
This painted ſhrew of life, who calls them fool 
Each moment of each day; to flatter bad 335 
Through dread of worſe? to cling to this ru: 
rock, . 
Barren to them, of good, and ſharp with ills, 
And hourly blacken'd v ith impending ſtorms, 
And infamous ſor wrecks of human hope— 305 
Scar d at the gloomy gulph that yawns beneath. 
Such are their triumphs! ſuch their pangs of joy 
"Tis tune, high time, to ſhift this diſnial ſcene. 
This Bg d, this bilcovs flare, art can cure ? 
Virtue—{he, wonder-working goddeſs ! charms 5 
That yok to bloom, and tames the painted forre ; 


And, what will more ſurprize, Lorenzo! gives 


To life's ſick, nauſeovs iteration, change; 
And itraightens nature's circle to a line. 372 


A patient car, thou t bluſh to diſbelieve. 


| A languid, leaden, iteration reigns, 


And ever muſt, o'er thoſe, whoſe joys ate joys 
Of fight, ſmell, taſte : the cuckow ſeaſons ling 
The tame dull note to ſuch as nothing prize, 355 
But what thoſe ſeaſons, from the teeming exrth, 
To doating ſenſe indulge. But nobler minds, 
Which reliſh fruits unripen'd by the fur, 

Make their days various; various as the dyes 330 
On the dove's neck, which wanton in his rays, 

On minds of dove-like innocence poſteſt, 

On lighten d minds, that baſk in virtue's beams, 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing old revolves [385 


In that, for Which they long; for which they live. 
| Their glorious efforts, wing'd with heavenly * - 


Each riſing morning ſees ſtill higher riſe ; 

Each bounteous dawn its novelty preſents 

To worth maturing, nerv ſtrength, luſtre, fame; Pars 
While uature's circle, like a chariot wheel 390 
Rolling beneath their elevated aims, DE 
Makes their fair proſpect fairer every hour; 
Advancing virtue, in a line to %; 


Virtue, which Chriſtian motives beſt inſpire ! [395 


And ii, which Chriſtian ſchemes alone enture? 


| And ſhall we then, for virtue's ſake, commence 


Apoſtates; and turn infidels for joy ? 

A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer truſt, 
He fins againſt is lite, who flights the ma” 
What is this life? How few their favourite know! 
Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrace, 468 | 
By paſſionately loving life, we make 5 


| [Lov'dliſe unlovely; hugging her to death. 


We give to Time Eternity's regard; | : 
And dreaming, take our paſſage for our port. 405 


Life has no value as an end, but means; 


An end deplorable ! a means divine! | 

When tis our all, tis nothing; worſe than 
nought; 

A neſt of pains: when held as nothing, much : 

Like ſome fair humouriſts, life is moſt enjoy ' d, 

When courted leaſt; moſt worth, when A. 

tieem d: 411 


| Then tis the ſeat of comfort, rich in peace; 


In proſpect richer far; important ! awful! 
Not to be mention'd, but with ſhouts of praiſe ! 
Not to be thought on, but with tide of joy. 435 


Strange competition /''—True, Lore 
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The mighty baſis of cternal bliſs ! 1 
Where now the barren rock ? the painted ſcrew ? 
Where now, Lorenzo! life's eternal round ? 
Have ! not made my triple promiſe good ? 
Vain is the world ; but only to the vain. 
To what compare we then this varying ſcene, 
Whoſe worth ambiguous riſes, and declines ? 
Waxes and wanes ? {in all propitious, Night 
Aſſiſts me here) Compare it to the moon; 
Dark in herſelf, and indigent; but rich 

In borrme'd luſtre from a higher ſphere. 
When groſs guilt interpoſes, labouring earth, 
O'erſhadow'd, mourns a deep eclipſe of joy! 
Her joys, at brighteſt, pallid, to chat font 


420 


425 


Of full effulgent glory, whence they flow. 430 
Nor is that glory diſtant ; Oh Lorenzo! 
A good man, and an angel! theſe between 


How thin the barrier! what divides their fate? 
Perhaps a moment, or perhaps a year; 

Or, if an aye, it is a moment ſtill; 435 
A moment, or eternity's forgot. 


Then be, what once they were, who now are| 


gods; = | 
Be what Philander was, and claim the ſkies. 
Starts timid nature at the gluomy paſs ? 
The /t tranſition call it; and be chear'd : 
Such it is „ and why not to Thee? 
To hope |, is pious, brave, and wiſe ; 
And may itſelf procure, what it frefumes. 
Life is much flarter'd, death is much traduc'd ; 
Compare the rivals, ard the kinder crown. 445 
rzo! ſtrange! 


440 


So little Zife can caſt into the ſcale. 


li makes the ſoul dependant on the daft; | 
Death gives her wings to mount above the 


„. 3 | „ 
Through chinks, ſtyl'd organs, cim Life pecps at 
light; „ e noi. 


Death burſts ch' involving cloud, and ail is d. 
All exe, all car, the diſembody'd power. 
Deatb has feign'd evils, rature ſhalk not eri; 
_ T.ife, ills ſubliantial, 2 iſdum cannot hun. 
Is not the mighty mind, that fon of heaven! 455 
u, eyranr life dethron'd, imprifon'd, pain's 2. 
J ceath enlarg'd, enobled, deify d? | 
Death but entorabs the body; li the Il. 

Ils death then guiltleſs? How he marks his 

ieee | 1 
With dreadful waſte of what d-{crves to ſhinc ! 
Art, genius, fortun«, clevated power! 461 
With various luſtres %% light up the world, 
Which death puts out, and darkens human race.“ 
grant, Lorenzo! this indictment jult;: 
The ſage, prer, potentate, king, conqueror ! 455 
| Death humbles theſe; more barbarous life, the 
, man. 3 1 | 

L,, is the triumph of our mouldering clay; 
Death, of the ſpirit infirite 1 divine! | 
| Neath has no dread, but what frail /ife imparts; 


15 


* 


1 


Nor /if: true joy, but what kind d:ath improves. 

| No bliſs has Life to boaſt, till death can give 47 

Far greater; life's a debtor to the grave, 

Dark lattice ! letting in eternal day. 
Lorenzo! bluih at fondne/5 for a life, 


In all the dainties of a brute bemir'd! 


And ripe; what though the fickle, 


| | Birth's freble cry, and death's 


305 


To cater for the ſenſe; and ſerve at hcards; 
Whcre every ranger of the wilds, perhaps 


Lach reptile, juſtly claims our upper hand. 


Luxurious feaſt ! a ſoul, a ſoul immortal, * 
4 
Lorenzo ! bluſh at 7error for a death, | 
Which gives thee to repcſe in feſtive bowers, 
Where nectars ſparkle, angels miniſter, 


And more than angels ſhare, and raiſe, and crown, 


And eterniſe, the birth, bloom, burſts of bliſs. 485 
What need I more? O death, the palm is thine. 
| Then welcome, death! thy dreaded harbingers, 
Axe, and diſeaſe; diſeaſe, though long my gueſt; 
That plucks my nerves, thoſe tender ſtrings of 
- life; Col: | 
Which, pluck'd a little more, will toll the bell, 
That call my few friends to my funeral; 491 
Where feeble nature drops, perhaps, a tear, 
While reaſon and religion, better taught, 
Congratulate the dead, and crown his tomb 
With wreath triumphant. Death is victory; 495 
It binds in chains the raging ills of life : | 
Luft aud ambition, ⁊urath and avarice, 
 Dragg'd at his chariot-wheel, applaud 
That ills corroſive, cares importunate, 
Are not immortal too. O death! is thine. : 
Our day of diſſolutiou name it right; _ 
Tis our great pay-day; 'tis our harveſt, rich 
ſometimes 


._ 


cn, . 
| Juſt ſcars us as we reap the golden grain? 
ore than thy balm, O Gilead! heals the wound. 

| N NAuYY | et 205 
Are ſlender tributes low-tax'd nature pays 
For mighty gain: the gain of each, a life! 
But O ! the laſt the former ſo tranſcends ) 
Life dies compar'd ; Life lives beyond the grave. 
1 0 5 510 


u feel I, death ! no joy from thought of thee? 
Death, the great counſellor, who man inſpires = 
| With every nobler thought, and fairer deed! 


' D:4:h, the deliverer, who reſcues man [515 
Deati,, the rewarder, who the reſcued crowns! 
Death, that abſolves my birth; a curſe without it! 
Rich death, that realizes all my cares, 5 
Toils, virtues, hopes; without it a chimera! 
D:eth, of all pain the period, not of jo); 
Joy's /orrce and f+4jee?, ſtill ſubſiſt unhurt : ' 526 
One, in my ſoul; and one, in her great Sire; 
Though the four winds w«rg warring for my duſt, 
Yes, and ira: winds, and waves, and central night, 
Though priſon'd there, my duſt too I reclaim, 
{To duſt when drop proud nature's proudeſt ſpheres} 
And live dati e. Death is the crown of life: 526 
Were death deny'd, poor man would live in vain; 
Were death deny d, to live would not be life; 
Wcie death deny'd, ev'n ſools would wiſh to die. 
Death wounds to cure: we fall; we rife, we reign! 
Spring from our fetcers; ſaſten in the ſkies; 534 
Where blooming Eden withers in our light ; 
Death gives us more than was in Eden loſt. 
This king of terrors is the prince of peace. 
' When ſhall I die to vanity, pain, death ? 


$5 


Which ſends celeſtial ſouls on errands vile, 475 
Ver, VIII. | | 


When ſhall I die - When ſhall L live for ever: 
K r 33 | 


| Theſe are the bugbears of a winter's eve, | 0 
The terrors of the living, not the dead. = 


| A? rakes —— 
 1Liſcarce can meet 2 monument, but holds 
M 
: And what recalls me? Lock the world around, 
And tell me what : the wiſeſt cannot tell. 


74 


396 


70 THE HONOURABLE MR. YORKE. | 


Ho deep implanted in the breaſt of man 
The dread of death ! I fing ita ſfevereign cure. 5 


1 paſt 


7 the matteck, and the 
| The deep damp vault, the darkneſs, and the 


Man makes a death, which nature never made ; 1 
of his own fancy falls; ©. 


Full range, on juſt diſlike's unbounded field; 


| Flaws in the def; the many, flaw all o er; 
As leojares, ſpotted, ar, as Ethiops, dark ; 
Vivacious ; goed dying immature : : 301 
_ (How immature, — s merble tells 5 
And at his deach bequeathing endleſs pain: 
His heart, though bold, would ſicken at the 6gh, 
And ſpend itſelf in ſighs, for future ſcencs. 


To tucky life) ſome perquiſites of joy; 


But from our comment on the comedy, 


Or 


Toſs fortune back her tinſel, and her plume, 


NIGHT THE FOURTH. 
THE CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH. 


CONTAINING | 


Our only Cure for the Fear of Death ; and proper © 
| fiments of that eneſtimabie Bleſſirg. 


| Much-indebted Muſe, O Yorke ! intrudes. 
Amid the fmiles of fortune, and of youth, 
Thine ear is patient of a ſerious Tong. 


Why ſtart at death? Where is he ? Death ar- 
| riv'd, 3 

3 nat come or gone, he's never bere. 
Ere bope, ſenſation fails; black-boding man | 
Receives, not ſuffers, death's tremendous blow. 


Worm; 


Zmagination's fool, and errors wretch, 


Then on the point 
And feels a thouſand deaths, in one. 

If prudent, age ſhould meet the friendly foe, 
20 


younger ; every date cries—* Come away.” 


Should any born of women give his th 


8 
Of things, the vanity; of men, the Hlaws ; 3 


Dub gonae to life (and juſt it is to grant 


35 | 
A time there is, when, like 2 thrice-told tale, 
Long-zifled life of ſweet can yicld no more. 
Pleaſin Gion: on parts well fuſtata' d, 

- * oa where we fail'd, 

Qr hopes of plaudits from our candid Judge, 


40 
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A new world riſes, and new manners reign : 
Foreign comedians, a ſpruce band ! arrive, 
To puſh me from the ſcene, or hiſs me there, 


{Who cheapens life, abates the Fear of Death : 


| | Alas! ambitiorf makes my little leſs;, 


15 And ſimpler diet; 


a 


POEMS. 


And drop this maſlc of fleſh behind the ſcene. 45 
* my winks bs 


What a pert race ſtarts up! the ſtrangers gaze, 5c 

And I at them; my ——— 925 * 

Nor that the worſt! Ah me! the dire effect 

Of loitering here, of death defrauded long: 

Of old ſo gracious (and let that ſuffice), 

My very maſter knows me not— 55 
Shall I dare ſay, iar is the fate? 

I've been ſo long remember'd, I'm forgot. 


45 obioct ever preſſing dims the ſight, 


And hides behind its ardour to be ſeen. | 
When in his courtiers ears I pour my plaint, bo 
They drink it as the nectar of the great; 


| And fqueezs my hand, and beg me come to- 


morrow. 

Refuſal ? cauſt thou wear 2 ſmoother "RING J 

- Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my theme: a 5 
1 

Twice told the period ſpent on ſtubboru Troy, He 

Court favour, yet untaken, I beflege; 

Ambition's ill-judg'd effort to be rich. 


Embittering the poſſeſt : Why wiſh 
 Wiſeing, of all . 
Philoſophy's reverſe ; and health's decay ! 
Were I as plump as ftall'd theology, 
Wiſhing would waſte me to the ſhade again. 
Were | as wealthy as a South-ſfea m__ 
Wiſhing is an expedient; to be poor. 

Wiſting, that conſtant be&ic of a fool ; 
Caught at a court; purg'd off by purer air, 
gifts of rural life ! | 55 
chat hand divine, which gently laid 2% 


T5 


Bleſt 


But. were Le ea el in fearing one. = | My heart at . beneath this humble ſhed. 


The world's a ſtately bark, on —— mh 
With pleaſure ſeen, but boarded at our ril; 
Here on a ſingle plank, thrown ſafe aſhore, 
| hear the tumult of the diſtant throng, 8 
As that of ſeas remote, or dying ftorms : ws 


And meditate on ſcencs, more filent {till : 


Purſue my theme, and fight the Fear of Death.” 
Here, like a ſhepherd gazing from his hut, 
"Touching his reed, or leaning on his al, 90 
Eager ambition s fiery chace | fre; 5 
I ſee the circling hunt, of noiſy men, 

"Burſt law's incloſure, leap the mounds of . 
Purſuing, and purſued, each other's prey; _ 
As wolves, for rapine; as the fox, for wiles , 93 5 
ill Death, that mighty hunter, earths them all. 
Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour ? 


| What though we wade in wealth, or ſoar in 


fame ? | 
Earth's higheſt ſtation ends in, © Here he lies,” 3 
Ard « duſt to duſt” concludes her nobleſt ſong. 
il this ſong lives, poſterity ſhall know 10x? 
Once, though in Britain born, with courtiers bred, 
Who Gm ev'n gold might come a day too 


Nor on his ſubtle death-bed plann'd his ſcheme | 


When on their exit, ſouls are bid uurobe, 


For future vacancies in church or ſtate; 
Some avocation deeming it to dic, 


22 
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Vabit canine of dying rich : 
Guilt's blunder ! and the loudeſt laugh of hell. 
O my cocvals ! remnants of yourſelves y 
Poor human ruins, tottering o'er the grave! 116 
Ehall we, ſhall aged men, like age:! trees, 
Strike deeper our vile root, and cloſer cling, 
Still more enamour 4 of this wretched ſoil ? 
Shall our pale, withe”'d hands, be fill ſtretch'd 


out, 
Trembling, at once, with eagerneſs and age 714 5 
With avarice and convulſions, graſping hard ? 
Graſping at air ! for what has ezrth beſide ? 


Man wants but little; nor that dittle, long; a 


[ 


How ſoon muſt he reſign his very duſt, | 
Which frugal nature lent him for an hour! 220: 
Years unexferienc'd ruſh on numerous ills : 9 
And ſoon as man, exper: from time, has found 
The ley of life, it opes the gates of death, 

When in this vale of years I bzckward look, 


And miſs ſuch numbers, numbers too of ſuch, 125 Senſations new in angels” boſoms riſe ; 


Firmer in health, and greener in their age, 

And ſtricter on their guard, and fitter far, 

To play life's ſubtle game, I ſcarce believe 

I ſtill ſurvive : and am I fond of life, 
Who ſcarce can thiuk it poſſible, hee? 30 
Alive by miracle! or what is next, e 
Alive by Mead! if [ am ſtill alive. | 
Who long have bury'd what gives life to live, 
Firmneſs of nerve, and energy ot thought. 
Life's lee is not more ſhalloæv, than impure, 
And wapid ; Senſe and Reaſon thew the door, 
Call for my bier, and point me to the duſt, 
DO © thou great arbiter of life and death 
Nature's immortal, immaterial fun ! 

Whoſe all-prolific beam late call'd me forth 14 
From darkneſs, te2ming darkneſo, where l lay 
The worm's inferior, and, in rank, beneath | 
The duſt I tread on, high to hear my brow, 
Todrink the ſpirit of the golden day, 

And triumph i in eziſtence; and couldſt know 145 
No motive, but my bliſs ; and haſt ordain d 

A riſe in bleſling | with the Patriarch's joy, 
Thy call I follow to the land unknown; 


135 N 


I truſt i in thee, and knew in whom l truſt 


Or life, or death, is equal; neither weighs: 190 
All weight in thi-—-Q let me live to thee! | 


Though nature's terrors, thus, may be repreſt; 


: Still ſrewns grim Deuts: ; guilt points the tyrant's 


ipcar. 
And whence all human gullt! ? From death forgot. 


Ah me! too long I ſet at nought the warm 155 


Of friendly warnings, which aroond me flew ; 


And ſmiPd, unſmitten; ſmall my cauſe to "SY | 


Death's admonitions, like ſhafts upward: ſhot, 
More dreadful by delay, the longer cre {160 
They ſtrike our hearts, the deeper is their wound: 
O think how deep, Lorenzo! here it ſtings : 
Who can appeaſe its anguiſh ? how it burns 
What 2 * barb' d, invenom d, thought can 
| w 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace, 
And turn my ſight undaunted on the tomb ? 163 
Wich joy, —with grief, that beoling hand I ſee 
4 too conſpicuoys: it is fix d on bigh ; 


P Left I blafuheme my ſubject with my fong, 


+ ' Feel the great truths, 
G | night | 


And to believe, Lorenzo! is to feel. 


e my phrenzy ? I blaſ- 


Alas! how low? how far beneath the fries ! 

The ſkies it form'd ; and now it bleeds for mem 
But bieeds the balm l want—Yet ſtill it bleeds ;17v 
Draw the dire ſtcel—ah no ! the — 2 

What heart or can ſuſtain, or dares forego ? 

There hangs all kuman hope; that nail ſupports 
The falling univerſe : that gone, we drop; 173 
Horror receives us, and the diſmal wiſh 
Creation had been ſmother d in her birth 
Darkneſs his curtain, and his bed the duſt ; 

When ſtars and fun are duſt beneath his throne ! 
In heaven itſelf can ſuch indulgence dwell? 180 

O what a groen was there | a groan zof Hie. 
| He feiz'd our dreadful right ; the load ſuſtain'd; 
And heav'd the mountain from a guilty world. 


dear; 
s 
Suſpend their ſong ; and make a pauſe i in bliſa. 

O for their ſong ; to reach my lofty theme 
Inſpire me, Nigit / with all thy tuneful heren 
Whilſt 1 with ſcraphs ſhare ſcraphic themes, 
| And ſhew to men the dignity of man; 


Shall pag” - pages glow celeſtial ſiame, 


And chrifien languiſh ? on our hearts, not heads, 


Falls the foul infany : my heart! awake. 
What can awake thce, unawak'd by thi, 
* Expanded deity oa human weal ”” “ 
which burſt 2 tenfold | 


Of heathen error, with a golden flood 
Of endileis day: to feel, is to be fir'd; 


Thou mor? indulgent, moſt tremendous Power * 
Still more tremenduus, for thy wondrous love 
That arms, which awe more awful, thy com- 

mauds; 

And foul trauſgreſſion dips in ſevenfold night 
How our hearts tremble at thy love immenſe 
In love immente, inviolably juſt! 
thou, rather than thy juice ſhould be ſtaln 4, 
Didi ſtain the Croſs ; and work of wonders far 
The greateſt, that thy deareſt far might bleed. 

Bok thought ! wall 1 dare ** it, or re. 

8 | 
Should 5 more execrate, or the guilt 
Which rous'd ſuch vengeance ? which ſuch love 
jaflamd? 
O'er guilt (how mountainous !) with — 
aims, 
stern j tice and ſoft-ſmiling love embrace, 
Supporting, in full majeſty, thy throne, 
When ſeem'd its majeſty to need ſupport, 
Or that, or man, inevitably loſt; _ 


Could labour ſuch expedient from deſpair, 

And reſcue both ? both reſcuc ! both exalt 223 
O how are both exalred by the deed “ | 
The wondro us deed ! or Kh. 4, call it more? 
ence u 


A wonder in omnipo! 


« 9 _— X 


307 


A thoufand worlds, / bought, were bought too | 


759 


20 


210 


216 


What, but the faber, of chought divine, } 


'1 


. With . urange pangs 1 adliver d of her Kelenting guilt in heaven's indulgent * 


And ſtrike wherc'er they roll; y ſoul is} 


And, with one excellence, 


Which bow'd his bicſſed head; 


Heaven's fovercign bleſſings, cluſtering from: the 


Who is the king of glory 


398 
Not tut, aur ini dcis th eternal draw, 225 
A God all o'er, conſummate, abſolute. 
Full erb'd, in his whole round of ray- complete: 
ey let. at odds heaven's jarring attributes; 
20tt.er wound; 
Maim heaven's perfection, break its »qu4l beams, 
Bid merey triumph over—God hirafcit, 
Undeity'd by their o7probrious Praiſe : 
A God a mercy, is 2 God unjult. 
Ye brainleſs wits ! ye baptiz'd infide!s? #23. T 
Ye worſe for mending ! waſh'd to fauler ſtrains ! 
The ranſom was paid down; the fund of heaven, 
Heaven's inextauſtible, cxhauſted fund, 
Amazing, and amaz'd, pour'd forth the price, 


231 


All price beyond: though curious to compute, 
Archangels fail'd to caſt the mighty ſum . 


1 
Its value vaſt, ungraſp' d by minds create, 


For ever hides, and glows, in the Supreme. 


And was the ranſom paid ? it was: and paid 
can exalt the bounty more ?) for 9... 


The ſun beheld it—no, the ſhocking ſcene 245 


Drove back his chariot : midnight veil'd his face ; 

Not ſuch as hi-; not ſuch as nature makes; | 

A midnight nature ſhudder'd to hehold; 5 
A midnight new ! a dread eclipſe {without 
Oppoſing ſpheres) from her Creator's frown ! 250 


Sun didſt thou fly thy Maker's pain? Or itart 
At that enormous load of human guilt, 

0 > erwhelia'd his 
croſs; 


| Made groan the centre; burſt earth's marble 


. womb, 
2:5 


tear ; 


| | Heaven wept, that men might ſmiie! eons bled, 


that man 
Night never die! 
Aud i is devotion virtuc E 


ie cenpeli A. 
theſe? 


The aꝛind nch higher ; nor ever glance or wan, 

UPrraptur'd, wninfam's — Where roll my thuughts 

To reſt from wonders ? other wonders rie; 
caught: 263 


a 


Nuſh on het, in a throng, and cloſe her rund. | 
The orifoner of amaze !—in his bleſt 4% 
lee the patb, and in his dai the price, 
And in his great en thi: proof luprems 
Of immortality.— And did he riſe ? 
Hear. O ye nations! hear it, O ye dead! 


He roſe ! he rote! hie burſt the bars of death, 
Lift up your heals, ye everlaſting gutes 
And give the king on; glory to Cone in. 

? kewao left 
2 throne of glory, tor the pang of death | 
itt up your Leads, ye everlaſting gates 

— glve the king of glury to come in. 
V ho is the king ol glory? he who flew 280 
e rivenous foe, that g rg'd all human roce ! 


Ike king of glory, he, wine glory fili d 
euren Aub eicment at e. OVE to man; 
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| 


Hell _ ; and heaven that. hour ter fall a 


What heart of ſtone but glows at cherghts like 
| | 26e& | 
Such contemylations mount us; an: 1 thonts 194002418 | 


fey 


270 | 
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Aud with divine complacency beheld 
Powers moſt illumin' d, wilde rd in the theme. 285 
The theme, the joy, huw then ſhall man ſuf. 
tain ? 
Oh the burit gate: cruſh'd ſtivg ! demoliſh'd 
throne 
Laſt gaſp! of vanquiſh'd &Gath, Shout czech and 


heaven + 


| tomb } 


[Of being, to preclude a cloſe of woe? 


1 


This ſum of go to man. % boſe nature, then, 
Took wing, and mounted with bim from the 
| 290 
Then, then, I roſe; then firſt 2 , 
Triumphant pait thc cryſtal ports of light, 
(Stupencous gueſt !) and feiz'd eternal youth, 
| Seiz'd in cur name. E'er fince, tis blaſphemou« 
To call man mortal. Man's mortality 295 
Was, then, transferr'd to death; and heaven's 
| duration. | 
Unalienably feal'd to this frail frame, 


This child of duſt—Man, all- immortal! hail; 


Hail, heaven ! all laviſh of ſtrange gifts to mau 
Tnine all the gtory; man's the boundleſs bliſs. 305 


| Where am I wrapt by this triumphant theme, 


On chriſtian joy's exulting wing, above 
| Th” Aonian mount — las! ſmall cauſe for joy?! 
What if to pain immortal? if extent 


0% 
Where, theu, my boaſt of immortality ? ? : 
I boaſt it ſtill, though cover'd o'er with guilt ; 
Fer guilt, not innocence, his life he pour d, 
Tis guilt alone can juſtify his death; 
Nor that, unleſs his death can juſtify 


370 


it, ſick of folly, [ relent; he writes 

My rame is heaven, with that inverted ſpe 

(A ſpear deep-dipt | in blood!) which pcre' his 
6.4, | 


And open A there a font ſor all mankind, 315 
Who ftriv>, who combat crimes, to drink, 4 live; 
-This, only Lois, {y,bdues the frar of death. 

And what i» this Survey the wondrous cure: 
An:l at each ſtep, let hi-: her wonder rife ! 
„ Prion for manite ofcuce ! and pardon 320 
Through mean that ſpeak jts value infinite ! 

A pardon bought with blood ! with blood 4 
vine! 

With blood divine of him, made my foe! 
Perſiſted ro provok. ! though woo'd, and aw to : 
„ Bleſt, and chaltis'd, a flugrant rebel itill! - 

© A rebel, midſt the thunders of his throne! 
„Nor I alone a rebel univerſe ! 

My ſpecies up in arms! not one excmpt ! q 
Yet for the foalet of the foul, he dies, 
* Moll joy'd, for the redeem'd from deepeſt guilt! . 


60 


£8 


et 


« - And Godhead dearer, as more kind to man!” 
: Bound, every heart! and every boſom, bury : 
O what a fcale of miracles is here! 5 
irs loweſt round, high planted on the ſkies; 3 TI 
Its towering ſunnuit loft beyond the thought 


_ fOf manor - angel ! O that I coald climb 


The wonderful aſcent, with equal praiſe ? 
Praiſe ! flow for ever (if aſtuniſiment 
Will give thee leave): my praiſe for ever flow; 34 


| Praiſe ardent, cordial, conſtant, to high heaven 


More fragrant, than Arabia ſacrific'd, 


And all her ſpicy mountauns in 3 ame. 


« As if our race were beld of higheſt rank; 331 


Hou is zight's fable mantle labour'd oer! 
How richly wrought with attributes divine! 


YOUNG'S POEMS. 


80 dear, fo due tc heaven, ſhall praiſe deſcend, 
With her ſoft plume {from plauſive angels wing 
Firſt pluck d my man) to tickle mortal ears, 346 
Thus diviag in the pockets of the great ? 

Is praiſe the  perquiſite of every paw, 
Though black as hell, that grapples well for you ? 
Oh love of gold thou meaneſt of amours ! 3 259 
Shall praiſe her odours waſte on virtue's dcad, 
Embalm the baſe, perfume the ſtench of guilt, 
Earn dirty bread by waſhing Ethiops fair, 
Removing filth, or ſinking it from ſight, 
A ſcavruger in ſcenes, where vacant poſts 
Like gibbets yet untenanted, expect 
Their future ornaments? From courts and thrones, 
Return, apoſtate praiſe / thou vagabund! 
_ "Chou proftitute ! to thy firſt love return, 
Thy firſt, thy greateſt, once unrival'd theme. 350 
There flow redundant; like Meunder flow, 
Back to thy fountain, to that Parent Power, 


355 


Who gives the tongue to found, the thought to And ſhall an atom of this atem- world 


ſoar, 
The ſoul to be. Men homage pay to men, 


Thoughtleſs beneath whoſe dreadful eye they bow | 


In mutual awe profound of ciay to clay, 366 | 
Of guilt to uin ; and turn their back on thee, 
Great Sire whom thrones celeſtial ceaſeleſs ſing: 
To proftrate angels, au amazing feenc ! 

D the preſumption of man's awe for man! 
Man's Author! End! Reſtorer! Law! 
Judge! 


and 


"Tine, all; day thine, and thine this gloom of Ik to thoſe conſcieus ſlurs thy throne around, 


| * 
With all her wealth, with ali her radiant worlds: 

What, night eternal, but a frown from thee ? [3 7 5 
What, heaven's meridian glory, but thy file ? 
And ſhall not praife be thine, not human praiſe ? 
While heaven's high hoſt on ballelujahs live? 

O may I breathe no longer, than [ breathe 
My foul in praiſe to Him, who gave my ſoul, 
And all her infinite of proſpect fair, 380 
Cut through the ſhades of hell, great Love by ther 
O mott Adorable! moſt Unador'd ! 
Where ſhall that pruiſe begin, 

end? ? 

Wherc'er | turn, what claim on all applauſe ! 


-” 


What 2% m ſaines} what /ve / this miduight 
Rh om 
This — arch, with go Iden worlds inlaid ! 
Built with divine ambition ! nought to thee; 
For others this profuſion : Thou, apart, 
Above! Beyond! O tell me, mighty Mind! ! 
Where art thou? Shall I dive into the deep * 
Call to the ſer, or aſ the roaring winds, 
Tor their Creator? Shall I queſtion loud 
The thunder, if in that th' Almighty dwells ? 39 5 
Or holds he furious forms in ſtreighten'd reins, 
And hids fierce whirlwind: wheel his rapid car? 
What mean theſc queſtions ?—Trembling Ir re- 
tract; 
My proſtrate foul adores the preſent God: 
Praiſe I a diſtant deity ? He tunes | 400 
My voice (if tun'd} ; the nerve, that en ſuſ- 
tains: 


| Wrap in his being; 1 reſound his praiſe : : 


385 hor 
And ſome did envy ; and the reſt, though 8 


390 


309 


But though paſt al! diffus 4, without a ſhore, 
His eſſence ; local is his throne (as meet), 


To gather the diſperſt (as ſtandards call 

The liſted from afar) : to fix a point, 

A central point, collective of his ſons, 
Since finite every nature but his own, 
The nameleſs He, whoſe nod is nature's birth ; 

And nature's ſhield, the ſhadow of. his hand; 4:6 
. Her diſſolution, kis ſuſpended ſmile! 

The great Firft La! pavilion'd high he fits, 
In darkueſs from exceſſive ſplendor borne, = 
By gods unleen, unleſs through luſtre loſt. 
His glory „to created glory, bright, | 
As that to central horrors ; 5 he looks down 


40 


415 


On all that ſoars; and ſpaus immenſity. 


Thouzrh night unnumber'd words unfolds to 
view, | 


Boundleſs creation * what art thou? ? A beam, 
A mere efiluvium of his majeſty ; 470 


Mutter, in duſt and fin, the theme of heaven ? 2 

Down to the centre ſhould 1 ſend my thought 

Through beds of — ore, and glowiag 
gems, 

Their beggar d blaze wants luſtre for my lay; 427 

Goes out in darkneſs: if, on towering wings 


| 


I fend it through the buiadeb vault of ſtars! 


370 The ſtars, though rich, what droſs their gold to 


thee, | Sp 
Great! good! wiſe! wonderful! eternal King? | 


— | 

Praiſe ever- pouring, and imbibing blits;  _ 

Ard aſk their ſtrain; they want it, more hs 5 
want, 5 
mr their ne humble their ſublime, 

Languid their energy, their ardour cold, 
Indebted ſtill, their higheſt rapture burns; 3 435 
Short of its mad; detective, though divine; 3 


Still more— 1 his thæme is man's, and man's. i 
6 > 


which ne” er thould a 


alone ; 

Their vaſt appointments reach it not : theyſes : 
On earth a bounty not indulz'd on high; EE 
And dowenward look for heaven s ſuperior praiſe! 
Firſt-born of Ether! high in ſields of light! aur : 
View man, to fee the glory of your God! 


Could angels envy, they had envy'd here; 


Yet ſtill gods unredcein'd (there triumphs man, 445 _ 
Tempted to weigh the duſt againſt the ſkies) | 


| They lefs would feet, though more adorn, my 
them. OS 
They ſung Creation (for in that they ſhar'd) : 
How roſe i in melody, that child of love! 
Creatinn's great ſuperior, man! is thine ; 


459 

Thine is redemption; they juſt gave the key: 
4 is thine to raiſe, and etermae, the ſong; 
Though human, yet divine: 
Raiſe man o'er man, and k ine feraphs here ? 
Redemption / "twas creation more ſublime ; 455 | 
Redemption t was the labour of the ſkies; 
Far more than labour —It was death in heaven. 
A truth ſo itrange! twere bold to think i. 

true; 


Ik not far bolder ſtill to diſbelieve! 


| Here pauſe, and ponder: was there trath zn = 
| heaven 2 2 WwW 


ior ſhould not * ow 


370 


Who ftruck it? Who ?—0 how is zan enlarg'd 
Seen through this medium! how che pigmy 
towers ! 
How counterpois'd his origin from daft ! 
How s'd, to duſt his fad return 
How voided his vaſt diſtance from the ſkies ! 
How near he preſſes on the feraph's wing | 
Which is the ſeraph ? Which the born of clay? 
Ho this demonſtrates, through the thicket cloud 
Of guilt, and clay condens'd, the fon of heaven ! 
The double fon ; the made, and the re-made ! 471 
And ſhall heaven's double property be loſt? 
Man's double madneſs only can deftroy. 
To man the bleeding croſs has promis d af; 
The bleeding croſs has ſworn eternal grace; 475 
Who gave his life, what grace ſhall He deny ? 
O ye l who, from this Rock of ages, leap, 
Apoſtates, plunging headlong in the deep 
What cordial joy, what conſolation ſtrong, 
Whatever winds ariſe, or billows roll, 
Our intereſt's in the maſter of the ſtorm ! : 
Cling there, and o'er wreck'd nature's ruins : finile ; 
While vile tremble in a calm. 
1 thyſelf. All wiſdom centres 


To none men ſeems ignoble, but to man; 485 
Angels that grandeur, men o'er-look, admire: 
How long ſhall human nature be their book, 
|  Degenerate mortal! and unread by Thee? 
The beam dim eg ſheds ſhows Brow There; 
What high contents! Illuſtrious faculties ! 
But the grand comment, which diſplays at full 
Our human height, ſcarce ſever' d from divine, 
Buy heaven compos d, was publiſh'd on the Cre/c. 
Who looks on That, and ſees not in himſelf 
An awful ſtranger, a terreſtrial god? 495 
A glorious partner with the Deity . 
In that high attribute, immortal life? 
It a God blecds, he bleeds not for a worm: 
| 1 gaze, and, as | gaze, —— et 
Catches ſtrange fire, Eternity | at Thee; 
And drops the world—or rather, more enjoys ; 
How chang'd the face of nature ! ! how i improv'd ! 
| What ſeem d a chaos, ſhines a glorious world, 
Or, what a world, an Eden; heighten'd all! 
—ů frne 7 anacher Golf! py 
And ſtill another, as time rolls along; 
And that a /eff far more illuſtrious ſtill. 
Beyond long ages, yet roll'd up in ſhades 
Unpierc'd by bold conjecture's keeneſt ray, 
What evolutions of ſurpriſing fate! 10 
How nature epens, and receives my foul 
in boundleſs walks of raptur d thought! where 


465 


| 565 


Encounter and embrace me! What new births 
Of firange adventure, foreign to the fin; {515 


Where what now charms, perhaps, whate'er | 
18 | 


Old time, and fair creation, are forgot! 

Is this extravagant? Of man we form 

n, to be juſt: 
. 
520 


 Freravagant conce 
Conception un 
Beyond its reach, the Godhead only, more. 
Ae, the greag Father kindled at one ſtame 
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The world of rationals ; one ſpirit pout'd | 
From ſpiĩrit's ir : pou pour d himſelE © 
Through all their but not in equal ſtream, 
Profuſe, or frugal, of thi aſpiring God, $525 
As his wiſe plain demanded; and when — 
Their various trials in their various 


If they continue rational, as made, 

Reſorbs them all into Himſelf again; 
| His throne their centre, and his ſmile their 
| crown. [ 


30 
| Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to fing, 


Angels are men of a ſuperior kind ; 
Angels are men in lighter habit clad, 


| High o'er celeſtial mountains wing'd in flight ; 5 


And men are angels, loaded for an hour, 
Who wade this mir) vale, and climb with 
And flippery ſtep, the bottora of the ſeep. 
Angels their failings, morrals have their 


And ſummon'd to the glorious Standard ſoon, 


430 | Which flaryes eternal crimſon through the fies. 


Nor are our 6rothers thoughtleſs of their kin, 
Yet abſent; but not abſent from their love. 
Michael has fought our battles ; Raphael ſung 545 
| Our triumphs ; Gabriel on our errands flown, 
Sent by the Sovereign : and are theſe, O man! 
"dow" thy warm allies ? and Thou (ſhame 


cheek to cinder l) rivai to the brute ? 
Religion 's All. Deſcending from the ſkies 550 
To wretched man, the goddeſs in her left, 


490 Holds out this world, and, in her right, the gert; 
65s 


Religion ! the ſole voucher man is man; 
Supporter ſole of man above himſelf; 
Ev'n in this aight of frailty, change, and death, 
She gives the ſoul a foul that acts a god. 
Religion! Providence ] an After-ſtate ! 

Here is firm footing; bere is ſolid rock! 

| This can ſupport us; all is ſea beſides ; 

Sinks under us; beſtorms, and then devours. 566 


6 His hand the good man faſtens on the ſkies, 
Foo And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl, 
As when a wretch, from thick, polluted air, 


Darkacſs, and ſtench, and ſuffocating damps, [565 
And' 


Surrounds him, and Elyſian proſpects riſe, 
His heart exults, his ſpirits caſt their load ; 
As if new-born, he triumphs in the change : 


And ſorded —— from feculence and froth 
Of ties terreſtial, ſet at large, ſhe mounts 
To Regſon's region, her own element, EE 
Breathes hopes immortal, and affects the ſkies. 
Religion / thou the ſoul of happineſs ; 
And, groaning Calvary, of ther! There ſhine 
The nobleſt truths ; there ſtrongeſt motives ſting ; z 
There ſacred violence aſſaults the ſoul; 
There, nothing but compulſion 1s forborn. 
Can love allure us; or can terror awe ? 
i He weeps !—the falling drop puts out the ſun; 
2. fighs !—the figh earth's deep | 

ſhakes. 
If in his love fo terrible, what then 
His wrath inflam'd ? his tenderneſs on fre l 


Pang. yet unſung, as deem'd, * too bold? 


While Here, of corps ethereal, ſuch enroll'd, 540 


-horrors, by kind fate, diſcharg'd, 
| Climbs ſome fair eminence, where ether pure 


So joys the ſoul, when, from inglorious aims, 570 


375 


580 
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Luke ſoft, ſmooth oil, outblazing other fires? 585 What ſmooth emollients in theology; = 
Can prayers can praife, avert it Thou, my Recumbent virrue's downy dodtors, prezch 


We my inſpiration ! and my crown ! 
My ſtrength in age! my riſe in low eſtate! 


My ſoul's ambition, pleaſure, wealth !=my world! 


That proſe of piety, a lukewarm praiſe ? 645 
Riſe odours ſweet from incenſe uninflam'd ? 
Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout ; 

But when it glows, its heat is ſtruck to heaven ; 


My light in darkneſs! and my life in death ! 590 To human hearts her golden harps are ſtrung ; 


My boaſt through time ! bliſs through _— ! 
Eternity, too ſhort to ſpeak thy praiſe ! 
Or fathom thy profound of love to man ! 


High heaven's orcheſtra chaunts amen to man. 650 
Hear I, or dream I hear, their diſtant train, 
Sweet to the foul, and taſting ftrong of kenwen, 


To man of men the meaneſt, ev'n to me ; [595 Soft-wafted on celeſtial pity' s plume, 


My facrifice ! my God '—what things are theſe ! 


Through the vaſt ſpaces of the univerſe, 


FAA 65s 


Thee ? | 

Knew I the name devout archangels uſe, 
Devout archangels ſhould the name enjoy, 
By me unrivaPd ; thouſands more ſublime, 


Oh when will death (now ſtingleſs), like a friend, 
Admit me of their choir ? O when will death 


This mouldering, old, partition-wall throw down ? | 


| Give beings, one in nature, one abode ? 


None half ſo dear, as that, which, though un- Oh death divine l that giv'ſt us to the ſkies! 66 
660 


| ke, 

ate dams O how omnipotence 
Is loſt in love ! Thou great Philanthropiſt! 
Father of angels! but the iriend of man 
Like Jacob, fondeſt of the younger born! 


Great future / glorious patron of the paſt, 

And preſe..: / when ſhall I thy ſhrine adore ? 
From nature's continent, immenſely wide, 
immenſely bleſt, this little ie of life, 1 
This dark, incarcerated colony, 665 


Thou, who didſt fave him, ſnatch the imokirg } Divides us. Happy day! that breaks our chain ; 


brand WD 605 | That manumits; that calls from exile home; 
From out the flames, and quench it in thy] That leads to nature's great metropolis, 
| '! | | 


How art thou pleas'd, by bounty to diſtreſs ! 
To make us groan beneath our gratitude, 
Too big for birth ! to favour, and confound ; 


And re-admits us, through the guardian hand 1 
Of elder brothers, to our Father's throne 670 
Who hears our Advocate, and, chrough his 


wounds * 


Io challenge, and to diſtance all return! 670 Beholding man, allows hat tender name. 


Of laviſh love ſtupendous heights to foar, 
And leave praiſe panting in the diſtant vale ! 
Thy right, too great, defrauds thee of thy due; 
Aud ſacrilegious our ſublimed ſong. 


But fince the naked il! obtains thy ſmile, 4 Wha” by the Croſs, we live; or, more than 


Bencath this monument of praiſe unpaid, 
And ſuture life ſymphonious to my ſtrain, 
(That nobleſt hymn to heaven ?) for ever lie 
Intomb'd my fear of death / and every fear, 


The dread of every evil, but Thy frown. --. 620 


Whom ſee | yonder, ſo demurely ſmile ? : 
| Laughter a labour, and might break their reſt. 
Ye quietiſts, in homage to the ſkies! | 


| Serene! of ſoft addreſs! who mildly make 


| Tis this makes Chriſtian ts iumpb a nds - 
Tis this makes joy a duty to the wiſe ; 


| [Tis i impious in a good man to be ſad. 675 
See thou, Lorenzo! where hangs all our hope ? 


dir; | 
That touch which touch's not angels; more divine 
Than that which touch'd confuſion into form, © 
[ and darkneſs into glory; partial toueh / 630 | 

Ineffably pre-eminent regard! e 

Sacred to man, and ſovereign though the whole 
Long golden chain of miracſes, which hangs 
From heaven through all duration, and — 5 
In one illuſtrious and amazing plan, 686 


An unobtruſive tender of your hearts, 625 Thy welfare, auture / and thy God's renown ; 


| Abhorring violence! who bit indeed; 
But for the bleſſing, wre#e not with heaven! 
Think you my ſong too turbulent? too warm? 


Are paſſions, then, the pagans of the ſoul ! = 


Thet touch, with charm celeſtial, heals the fouk 


f death, | 
Turts earth to heaven, to heavenly thrones trans | 


Reaſon alone baptiz d? alone ordain's 630| forms 


To touch things ſacred ? Oh for warmer ſlill! 


powers; | 
Oh for an humbler heart ! and prouder long! 


The ghaflly ruins of the mouldering tomb. 699 


| Guilt chills Ad zeal, and age benumbs my] Doſt aſk me when ? When he who dy d returns; 


| Returns, how chang d! Where then the man of 


woe ? 


Thou, my much injur d theme ! ! with that ſoft] In glory's terrors all the Godhead burns; 
35 | And all his courts, exhauſted by the tide. 


"ou {6 8 
0 Which melted o'er doom'd Salem, deign to look Ot deities triumphant in Ins train, | 695 


Compaſſion to the coldneſs of my breaſt; 
And pardon to the winter in my ſtrain. 


Oh ye cold-hearted. frozen, formaliſts ! * 


On ſuch a theme, tis — 
Paſſion is reaſon, tranſport temper, bere 


3 
Leave a ſtupenduus folitude in heaven; | 
{ Repleniih'd foun, repleniſſ d with increaſe 

Of pomp, and multitude ; 2 radiant band 

Of anyeis new; of angels from the tomb, 


- 646] ls this by fancy thrown remote; and rife 700 


Shall —_ which gave us ardour, and * Dark doubts between the promiſe and event? 


en * — not diſdain 


| ſend thee not to volumes for thy cure; 
| Read Nat e; Nat: de: 25 2 friend d the truth.; 


Diſeas'd, drives pain from guilt, lights light life in 


\ 


And, with Him, all our triumph o'er the tomb. 


+ Death's terror is the mountain ab removes; 
That mountain barrier between man and peace. 
_ Tis faith-diferms deſtruction; and abſolves 


Weigh'd true, and falſe, in her impartial ſcale; 


312 


Nature is Chriſlas : preaches to mankind ; 
And bids dead matter aid us in our creed. 705 
Haſt thou ne'er ſeen the comet's flaming flight? 
Th' illuſtrious ſtranger paſling, terror ſheds 
On gazing nations; from his fiery train 
Of length enormous, takes his ample round 
Through depths of ether; coaſts unnumber'd 

worlds, 710 
Of more than ſolar glory; doubles wide 
Heaven's mighty cape; and then reviſits earth, 
From the long travel of a thouſand years: 
Thus, at the deſtin'd period, ſhall return {715 
He, once on earth, who bids the comet blaze: 


Nature is dumb on this important point; 
Or hope precarious in low whiſper breathes; 
Faith ſpeaks aloud, diſtinct; ev'n adders hear; 
But turn, and dart into the dark again. 220 
Faith builds a bridge acroſs the gulph of death, 
To break the ſhock blind ature cannot ſkun, 
And lands thought ſmoothly on the farther ſhore. 


726 
From — clamorous charge, the guiltleſs 
tomb. 

Why diſbelieve? Lorenzo — * Reaſon hids, | 
All- lacred reaſon.” Hold her ſacred ftili; _ 
Nor ſhalt thou want a rival in thy flame: 
_ All-facred regen / ſource, und ſoul, of all 
Demanding praiſe, on earth, or earth above! 
LD heart is thine : deep in its inmoſt folds, : 
Live thou with life; live dearer of the two. 
_ Wear I the bleſſed Croſs, by fortune Camp'd 73 5 
On paſſive nature, before thought was born? 
My birth's blind bigot ! fir d with local zeal! 
No; reaſon re-baptiz'd me when adult; 


730 


My heart became the convert of my head 740 


And made that cdoier, which once was but "y 


fate, 
* On argument ohne my faith is built: 
Reaſon puriu'd is faith ; and, unpurſued 
Where proof invites, tis reaſon, then, no more 
And ſuch our prog, That, or our faith i is right, 


Or reaſon lics, and heaven deſign d it wrong : 746| 


 Abſolve we This? What, then, is 97 1,50 hh ? 
Fond as we are, and juſtly fond, of Faith, 

| Reaſon, we grant, demands our firſt regard; 
The mother honour'd 25 the daughter dear, 
Neaſon the reot, fair faith is but the flower; 
The fading flower ſhall dic; but reaſon * | 
Immortal, as her Father in the ſkies. | 
When faith is virtue, raſen makes it ſo. ; 
Wrong not the Chriitian ; think not reaſon | 
yours : „„ 

"Tis reaſin our great Maſſe. holds ſo dear; 


750 


* Cis reaſon's injur d rights His wrath reſents; 


Tis reoſ-n's voice obcy'd His glories crown; 
To give loft rein liſe, He pour'd his own : 


Believe, and ſhew the reaſon of a man; 760 
Believe, and taſte the pleaſure of a God; 

| Believe, and took with triumph on the tomb : 
Through ea Wounds alone thy faith can 


die; 


YOUNG” 


I E Pill ane calls him, who varies not his call, 


Ihcre is the fable of thy former years? 
{| Thrown down the gulph of time; as far from | 


s POEMS. 


| Which dying, tenfold terror givesto death, 
And dips in-venom his twice-mortal ſting. 768 
Learn hence what honours, what loud þeans, 
due 

To thoſe, who puſh our antidete aſide; 

Thoſe boaſted friends to reaſ-n and to mar, 

Whole fatal love ſtabs every joy, and leaves 

Death's terror heighten'd, gnawing on his heart 

Theſe pompous ſuns of reaſon idoliz'd 771 
And vilified at once; of reaſon dead, 

Then deify'd, as monarchs were of old; 

What condut plants proud laurels on their brow? 

While {ove of truth through all their camp re- 


| 


1 ſounds, | 775 


They draw pride's curtain o'er the noon-tide-ray, 

Spike up their inch of reaſon, on the point 

Of philoſophic wit, call'd Argument; 

And then, exulting in their taper, cry, 

+ Behold the ſun:“ and, Indian-like, adore. 780 
Tall they of morals ? 0 thou bleeding Love ! 

Thou maker of zew morals to mankind! — 


= T he grand morality is love of Thee. 


As wit as Socrates, if ſuch they were, 

(Nor will they bate of that ſublime renown) 72 * 

As wife as Socrates, might juſtly ſtand 

The definition of a modern fool. 

A Chriſtian is the higheſt ſtile of man: 
Aud is there, who the bieſſed Croſs wipes off, 

Asa foul blot, from bis diſhonour'd brow? 79 

If angels tremble, tis at ſuch a ſight : | 


The wretch they quit, deſponding of their 


charge, 


2] More ſtruck with grief or wonder who can tell a 


Ye fold to ſeuſe! Ye citizens of earth! 


(For ſuch alone the Chriſtian banner fly) 795 | 


I Know ye * wiſe your choice, how great your | 
| gain ? 
| | Behold the picture of earth's happieſt man : 


« He calls his wiſh, it comes; he ſends it back, 
« And ſays, he call'd another ; that arrives, : 
+ Meets the ſame welcome; yet he ſtill calls _- - 
G8 
But holds him faſt, in chains of darkneſs bound. 
0 Till nature dies, and judgment ſets him * | 
e A freedom far leſs welcome than his chain. 
But grant man happy; grant him happy long 
Add ta life's higheſt prize her lateſt hour; 
That honr, fo late, i is nimble in approach, 
That, like a poſt, comes on in full career: 


How ſwilt the ſhuttle flies, that weaves thy brow! | 
10 


"6 


Thee 
As they had nc'er been thine ; the day i m hand, 
Like a bird ſtruggling to get looſe, is goiny ; 
' Scarce now poltct>'d, to ſuddenly * tis gone; 
And each iwilt moment fled, is death advanc'd 815 
By {trides as ſwift ; Eternity is All; 
and whoſe Eternity? Mh triumpbs there? 


; Bathing for ever in the font of bliſs! 


For ever baſking in the Deity ! 

| I,orenzo ! who!?—Thy conſcience ſhail reply. $:5 
O give it leave to ſpeak ; *twill ſpeak ere long. 

* oy leave unaſk'd : Lorenzo hear it now, 


* While uſcful its advice, its accent mild. 


—— * 
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By the great edict, the divine decree, ; 
Truth iso Ge poſited with man's Lift hour : 

An honelt hour. and ſaitliful to her Nun: 

J. ih, eldeſt dauꝑhter of the Deity ; 


Trutl., of his council, when he made the 
worlds; 
Nor Iſs, when he mall judge the worlds bs 


made; 
Though flent long, and fl:eping nor fo ſourd, 
Smuther'd with errors, and opprett with 
toy +, ;1 
That heuven-commiſſion d,. hour no ſooner calls, 
| 8. it, from her cavern in the ſoul's abyſs, 
Like him they fable under Ataa whelm'd, 
The goddefs, burits in thunder, and in flame; 835 
IL. oudly con vinc: $, and — Prins, 
Dork demons | diſcharge, and Hydra {timers ; 
"Che keen vibration of bright Su Fj 11 : 
Tut definition! though by ſchools untaught. 
Ye deal to truth ! peruſe this Parlon'd page, 840 
And truſt, for once, a prophet, and à privtt ; 
„len may live tools, hui fouls they catnot 


die.” * 


NIGHT THE FIFTH. 


ro ur KIGHT non, 


TAE FARI. OF LITCHFIELD. 


OPENZO! to recriminate is juſt. 

4 Fondnef(s for fame is wwrarice of air. 
1 trant the man is vain who writes for praiſe, 
Vraiſe no man c'er deſerv d, who fought 

more. 

A« juft thy /-cond 3 i the Mis 
: Hs „tern bluſvr ar her Aerea ſans, 

ut by fee to plead her filthy cauſe; 
* > raife the flow, ia magnify the —_ 
Ar.4 fubhtÞ ue the: reis into refig el 
Aft magie ben powerful * 
| ; Was given. en make 1 71 201 their ſong 
rcene, ind (Westen writing to po riume. 
7:5 A true Pagan, e brute, 
Ard Its ac Fwint oil TINS rom the m re. 


no| 


10 1 


Yo 
wat TH 


tet 15 28 res us. nor 35 Sfcu: 2 the caulce. x5 | 
th - wear the chains of pleaſrre, and of Srive. 
RE Ko the man; and theie diſtract him 
j ' ©) 7 | x: 
Ita Arfterent ways, and clah in th: r com- 
| alls. | 
* , u an 220142, wlds ar-ong -! ar- 
. Ars, tk Hat, uefts uon tur 2 0 als 

; Cry * *4 71 | 

Ce 125 127. 


That w inch gave prid: offence, 


Fromm rank, 


| Yet, ſpite of this ſo vaſt circum 


7 


3 


31 


Joys ſhar'd by brute- creation, pride reſents; 

Pleaſure embraces : Nan would 44h enjoy, 

Ard both at one + a point how hard to gain! 

But, what can't wit, when ſtung by ftroaug de- 
fire ? 

Wit dares attempt this arduaus enterprize. 27 

Since joys Of ſenſe cau't rife to rerſun's tale £ 

In ſubtle f-pbiftry's lahorious forge, 

t hammers out a reuſon new, that ſtops 

1 ford d f{cenes, and myers them with applauſe. 

Wt calls the grac's the chaſte zone to lfte; 33 

Nor leſs than 27 um? 8 to ni the bowl : 


A thouſand phanroms, and a thouſand Ipells, 


A thouſan i opiates ſcatters, to delude, 
To faſcinate, incbriate, lay aſleep, 


Ani ths fool” 1 mind delightfully . 35 


Thus that which ſhock'd the Judgment, — no 


more z | 

no more — 

Pleaſ+re and t ride, by nature mortal toes, | 

At war cternal. which in man ſnail reign, 

By it's a ldteſs, patch up a fatal p:ace, 

| And hand in hand lead on the rank debauch, 
refin'd to delicate and gay. 

Art, curls 1 art! wipes off th' indebted bluſh 

From nature's cheek, and bronzes every ſhame. 

7 zn ſiniles in ruin, glories in his guilt, 45 

2nd infamy Rants candidate for praiſe. | 

All writ by mn in favour of the foul, 
"Thete ſn/cel this far, in bulk, tranſcends. 
The flowers of elocuence, profuſely pour d 


40 


4 Over ſpotted vice, fill half the letter'd world. 90 5 
_ | Can powers of genius exorciſe their page, e 0 
And conſecrate enormities with fong ? 


But let not theſe inexpiable ſtraius 
Condemn the Muſe that knows her dignity; 


| Nor mce:nly ſtops at time, but holds the world 55 


AsS'tis, in naturc's ample ficid, a point, | 
A point in her eſteem ; from whence to ſtart, 
And run the round of vniverſal ſpace, 

Fo viſit Being univerſal there, 

and Bring Source, that utmoſt fight of min? * 
.nce, 6r 
Well knows, but what is oral, ps is great. 


[Sing fyrens enly ? Do not angels ling ? 


There is in tefy a decent pr: de, 


| Which well becomes her when ſhe ſpeaks to py ofe, : 
{ H-r younger _ | 5 


bapix, not more wiſe. 66 
Thinlk.'ft thou, Lorenzo! to find paſtunes * | 


in melanchohy — emrowns the Whole. 


f 


No guilty paſſion blown into a flame, 


No foible flatter'd, dignity d:Crr ad, ST 
| No fairy field of 6&ion, all on Gwe, — 28 
No rainbow colours, here, or ſilken tale: | 
Hut folemu counſers, mages of awe, 
Truths, which eternity lets fall on man 8 
Wich double weight, through thele revolving 
ſpheres, 

This drnth-deep ſilence, and incumbent ſhade: 75 
onglil, ſuch as ſhall reviſit your laſt hour ; 4 
Visit un all d, and live when life "xp res; 

And thy dark pencil, widnight / dathar fi. 1 


30 
Y . 7175 28. CVEN this, 117 Laug hter-i0 viilg 14 { 


— 5 


Who, 


From vain and vile, to ſolid and ſublime ! 

| Unſeen thou lead'it me to delicious draughts 
Of inſpiration, from a purer ſtream, 

And fuller of the god, than that which burſt 
From fam'd Caſtalia: nor is yet allay'd 

: My ſacred thirſt ; though long my foul has 


By thee ſuſtain'd, and lighted by the Stars. 


| Reels far from reaſon, joſtled by the throng. 


314 
Lorenzo! and thy brothers of the ſmile ! 


Tf, what imports you moſt, can moſt engage, 
Shall ſteal your ear, and chain you to my ſong. 
Or if you fail me, know, the wiſe ſhall taſte 
The truths 1 ſing ; the truths I ſing ſhall feel; 85 


And, feeling, give aſſent: and their aſſent 


Fe ample recompence ; is more than praiſe. 

But chiefly thine, O Litchheld ! nor miſtake ; 
Think not unintroduc'd I force my way; 
Narciffa, not unknown, not unally'd, 

By virtue, or by blood, illuſtrious youth! 
To thee, from blooming amaranthine bowers, 
Where all the language harmony, deſcends 
Uncall'd, and afkrs admittance for the Muſe : 


90 


A Niuſe that will not pain thee with thy 


praiſe ; 95 
Thy praiſe ſhe drops, by ld ſtill inſpir d. 
8 Thou ! Bleft Spirit! rehbetber the ſupreme, 


| Great ante-mundane Father! in whoſe breaſt 
Embryo creation, unborn being, dwelt, 
And all its various revolutions roll'd 


100 
Preſent, though future; prior to themſelves; 
Whoſe breath can blow it into nought again; 
Or, from his throne ſome delegated power, 
ſtudious of our peace, doſt turn the 
thought | 

105 


rang'd „ 
Through pleaſing paths of noel and divine, 


By them beſt lighted are the paths of thought : 
Nights are their days, their moſt illumin'd hours. 
By day, the ſoul, o'erborne by life's career, 115 
Stunn'd by the din, and giddy with the glare, 


5 By day the ſoul is paſſi ve, all her thoughts 


impos d, precarious, broken ere mature. 
By be, from objects free, from paſſion cool, 1 20 


= Thoughts uncontrol's d, and —, the | 


ot pure election, arbitrary range, . 


But from e ereal travels light on earth, 


To ſettle on Herſelf, our point ſupreme! | 
There lies our theatre! there ſits our judge. 


births 
Not to the limits of o»e world confin'd ; * 


As voyagers drop anchor, for repoſe. 125 
Let Indians, and the gay, like Indians, fond 


Ot ſcather'd fopperies, the ſun adore : 
| Darkneſs has more divinity for me; 
It ſtrikes thought inward ; - It drives back the 


ſoul MS, 
130 


Darkneſs the curtain drops O er life's dull ſcene ; 


„is the kind hand of Providence ſtretcht out - 


"Twixt man and vanity ; tis reaſon*s reign, 
And virtuc's too; theſe tutelary ſhades Wo 


Are man's allen from the tainted throng. 


Night is the good man's friens, and — too; 
It no lets * 4 virtue, than inſ/: res, 

\ Virtue, for ever frail, as fair, below, 
Her tender nature ſuffers in the croud, 


140 
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Nor touches on the world, without a ſtain: 

The world's infectious; few bring back at eve, 
Immaculate, the manners of the morn. 
Something we thought, is blotted ; we rgſolv d, 
Is, ſhaken ; we renounc'd, returns again. 145 
Each ſalutatian may flide i in a fin 

Unthonght before, or fix a former flaw. 

Nor is it ſtrange: light, motion, concourſe, miſe, 
All, ſcatter us Abroad; thought outwuard- bound, 
Neglectful of our home affairs, flies off 150 
In fume and diſſipation, quits her charge, 

And leaves the brraſt unguarded to the foe. 
| Pr:ſ:nt example gets within our guard, 

And acts with double force, by few repelFd. 
Ambition fir-s ambition ; love of gain I 55 | 
Strikes, like 2 peſtilence, from — to breaſt; 
Riot, pride, perfidy, blue vapours breathe; 
And inhumanity is caught from man, | 
From ſmiling man. A flight, a ſingle glance, 
And ſhot at random, often has brought home _ b 
A ſudden fever to the throbbing heart, | 
Of envy, rancour, or impure deſire. 

We ſee, we hear, with peril ; /afety * 
Remote from multitude ; the world's a ſchool 
Of ꝛwrorg, and what proficient ſwarm around! 


We muſt, or imitate, or diſapprove; 166 
Mult lift as their accomplices, or foes; | 
| That ſtains our innocence; thir wounds our 


ce. 


From nature's birth, hence, wiſdom has been 


ſmit 

With ſweet receſs, and languiſht for the ſhade. 170 | 

This ſacred ſhade, and ſolitude, what is * 
Tis the felt preſence of the Deity. 


_ ] Few are the faults we flatter when alone, 


Vice ſinks in her allurements, is ungilt, 

And looks, like other objects, black by night. 2 175 F 

By night an Atheiſt half-believes a God. 
Night i is fair virtue's immemorial friend; 


The conſcious moon, through every diſtant de. 


Has held a lamp to wiſuom, and let fall, 5 
On contemplution's eye, her purging ray. 180 
The fam'd Athenian, he wao woo'd rom hea» 
ven | 
Philoſo pby the fair, to dwell with men, 


_ [And form their 1 — inflame their 


pride, 


| While o'er his head, as fearful to moleſt 


His labouring mind, the ſtars in ſilence ſlide, 185 
2 ſeem all gazing on their future gueſt, e 
See him ſoliciting his ardent ſuit | 

In private audience : ail the live-long night, 
Rigid in thought, and motionleſs, he ſtands, 
Nor quits his theme, or poſture, till the lun 190 
Rude drunkard rifing roſy from the main!) 
Viſturbs his nobler intellectual beam, 
And gives him to the tumulc of the world. i 
Hail, precious moments! ſtol'iun from the black UN 
; waſte | 
Of murder'd time ! Auſpicious midnight / hail! 
The world excluded, every paſſion huſh, 196 
And open'd a calin intercourſe with heaven, SET 
Here the ſoul ſit: in council; ponders paſt, 


j Predeſtin:s future action; ſces, not feels, 


Tumultuous 285 and teilen wich the ſtocm, 206 
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| Dung'd, but not Er-f.'4 ; and rich to beggary. 


al her lyes anſwers, and d down her charms. 
What awful joy! what mental liberty! 
am not pent in darknets ; rather ſay, 
It not too bold in darknefs I'm embowet'd. 
Deligktful gloom ! the cluſtermg thoughts around 
Spontaneous riſe, and bloſſom in the ſhade ; 206 
Put droop by day, and ſicken in the fun. 
Tlong lit borrows light elſewhere; from that 4 
fire, | . 
Fountain of animation! whence deſcends 
Urania, my celeſtial gueſt ! who deigus 
Nightly to viſit me, fo mean; and noe, 
Conſcious how needful diſcipline to man, 
From pleaſing dalliance with the charms of 
night . | 
My wandering thought recalls, to what excites 
Far other beat of heart! Narciſſa's tomib ! 215 
Or is it feeble nature calls me back, 
And breaks my ſpirit into grief again? 
leit a Stygian vapour in my blood? 
A coll, fiow puddle, creeping through my veins ? 
Or is it thus with all men ?—Thns with all. 220 
_ What are we? How unequal | Now we var, 
And now we fink ; to be the ſme, tranſcends 
Our preſent proweſs.  Dearly pays the /cut 
For lodging ill; too dearly rents her clay. 
R:aſun, a baſſſed ceu:* ellor! but adds 
'The bluſh of weakneſs to the hane of woe. 
The nobleſt ſpirit, fighting her hard fate, 
Is this damp, duſty region, charg'd with ſtorms 
But fecbly flutters, yet untaught to fly; {230 
Or, flying, ſhort her flight, and ſure her fall. 
Our utmoſt ſtrength, when down, to riſe again; 
And nat to yield. though ( :ten, all our praite. 
is vain to ſeek in men for more than man. 
| Though proud in promiſe, big in previous 
85 thought, | 8 | 
Experience damps our triumph. I who late, 235 


210 


ous 


| 


225 


Emerging from the ſhadows of the grave, 


V here grief detain'd me priſoner, mounting high, 
Threw wide the gates of everlaſting day, | 
And call'd mankind to glory, ſhout off pain, 
Nortality ſhook off, in æther pure, 240 
And ſtruck the flars: now feel my ſpirits falk; 
Taey drop me from the zenith; down I ruſh, 
_ Like him whom fable ſledg'd wich waxen wings, 
In forrow drown'd-—but nut in forrow loſt. ©. | 
_ How wretched is the man who never mourn's ! 
I dive for precious pearl in /orroins ſtream ; 240 
Not ſo the thoughtleis man that only grieves : 
Takes all the torment, and rejects the gain, 
_ (Ineſtimable gain!) and gives heaven Lave 
To make him but more wretched, not more 
8 —_ _ „ 
If wiſdom is our leſſon (and vrhat elſe | 
Ennobles man? what elſe have angels learnt ?) | 
Crief / more proficients in thy ſchool are made, 
Than genius, or proud learnins, e er could boaſt. 
Voracious learning, often over-fed, 255 
Digeſts not into ſenſe her motley meal. We 
bis book-caſe, with dark booty almoſt burſt, , 
Tis forayer on others' wiſdom, leaves 
Her native farm, her rea/on, quite untill'd. 
Weh mint manure ſhe ſurfeitsthe rank fol, 262 


Say on what themes ſhall puzzled choice defend ) 
„ 'Th'. importance of contemplating the tomb; 


315 


A pomp untame:hic of wertis prev:14s. 

Her /crvant's weilth, incumber'd 20% u mourns. 
And what ſuys genms Let the uni þ- wi." 

(2niws, too bard for right, can prove it wrong: 265 

And loves to boad, wine bluiu men 4c inipic'd. 

It pleads exempr'on ſrow the law, 

Conſiders 6 u as u lJevellery 

And fcorns ts ſhare 2 blethrng with the croud. 


ro gry, and to pl:afere gives the reſt. 

Craſſus but ſlerps, Ardelio is undone. 

iſlum leſs ſſgudders at a fool, than uit. 

| But 2 7%j n fines, when humbled mertals 


When e wounds the breait, as plouglis the 
vlcbe, 278 


And hearts ohdurate feel ker ſoſtenin ſhower ; 
Her ſced cæleſtial, then, glad wiſim fows; 
Her golden harveft triuniphs in rhe foil, 

If fo, Narcifla | welcome my 2Rli;ſe; 
Fl raiſe a tax un my calamity, 

And rep rich compenſucion from my pain, 
PH range the pientcou inteiteAval field; 
Aud gather every thought of fovcreign power 


280 


To chaſe the moral maladies of men; 1 
| Thoaghts, which may bear tranſplanting to the 


| | X ikies, | | 
'Thongk natives of this coarſe penurious ſoil: 
Nor whelly wither are, where ſeraphs ting, 
Refin'd, exalted, ot aunull'd, in heaven. 
Reafon, the fun that gives them birth, the ſme 
In either clime, though more iliuſtrious 4 e. 290 


265 


Shall form a garland for Narciſſa's tomb; 
And, peradventure, of no fading flowers. 


« I hy men decline it; fuicice's foul bicth; 246 
Ihe various bind of grief; the fuvits of ve, 
And eth drean churucter invite my lows.” 
And, tirſt th' importance of our end ſur vu d. 


Miſtaken kindneſs i our hearts heal 1% . 

Are ibey more kind than Le, who ſtruck the blow ? 
| Who bid it do his erran in our hearis, 
Ad baniſh peace, till nul ur zug. arrive, 


Ol import high, and light divine, to man. 
The man huw 
leencs, 


Is led by choice to take his favourite walk, 

Beneath death's gloomy, ſilent, cypreſs ſhades, 

Unpierc'd by vanity's fantaſtic ray; 

To read his monuments, to weigh his duſt, 315 
Viſit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs 
Lorenzo! read with me Narcifla's ftoa ;_ 
(Narciſſa was thy favourite) let us read 


Her mcral ſtone! few 494 crs preach fo well 


Few oraters ſo tenderly can touch 3 


that wiſevit ceu!d he. thinks an ample claim 270 


Lheſe choicaly culFd, aad elegantly rang d. 


Friends counſei quick diſnuilion of our gri-'t : 390 F 


And bring it back, a true and cudlet> pace ? 30 
| Calamities are friends : as glaring dey e 
| Of theſe unnumher'd luſtres robs our ſight; 
| Proſperity puts out unnumber'd thoughts _ 


blett, who, fick oi gaudy 8 
(Scenes apt to thruſt between Us and Ourſclves!) 


- 
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The feeling heart. What pathos i in the date / 
Apt words can ftrike : and yet in them we fre 
Faint images of what we, here, enjoy. 

What cauſe have ue to buyld on leugth of life ? 
Temptations ſeize, when fer 1 is laid aflerp; 5 325 
And ill foreboded is our ſtrongeſt guard. 

See from her tomb, as from an hum bler ſhrine 
Truth, radiant goddeſs ! ſellies on my foul, 
And puts delufon's duſky train to flip ht: 

Ditpels the miſts our ſultry pon: raiſe, 
From ohieRs low, terreſti*al, and obſcene : 
And ſtews the rea! eftimate of things; 
Which no man, unaſflicted, ever ſaw ; 
Pulls off rhe veil from virtues riſiug charms ; 
Detect; temptation in a thouſard lyes. | 335 

T>uth bids me look on men, as autumn leaves, 
And all they bleed for, as the fummer's duſi, 
Driven by the whirlwind : lighted by her beams, 
I widen my horizon, gain new powers, 
See things inviſible, feel things remote, 
Am preſent with futurities; think nought 
To man fo foreign, as the joys pojſ/2 ; 
Nought ſo much his, as thoſe bey or! the grave. 

Ao folly keeps its colour in ber ich-; | 
Pale zeorlly wiſtom loles all her charms; 345} 
In pompous promiſe, from her ſchemes profound, 
tf future fate ſhe plans, tis all in leaves, 
Like Sibyl, unfebſtantial, fleeting bliis ! 
At the firſt blaſt it vaniſhes in air. 

Not fo, celeflial : wouldſt thou know. Loans! 
_ How differ zoorldly Wiſdom, and divine ? ; 351 
Job as the waning, and the waxing moon. 
More empty worldly wiſdom every doy ; 
And every day more fair her rival ſhines. 
Villen later, there's leſs time to play the fool. 3 5 5 
 $1on dur old term for wildom 1s expir'd | 

| (Chou know'lt ſhe calls no council in the g grave) : 
And evenlaltin;z fool is writ in fire, | 
Dor real wiſdom waſts us to the flies. | 
As worldly ſchemes reſembles Sibyls le Tves, al 
The good man's days to Sibyls* books compare, 
En antient ſtory read, thou know'ſt the tale) 

In price itill riſing, as in number leſs, | 
Incſiimable quite his final hour. ; NEG 
For That who thrones can offer, offer thrones ; : 
Inſolvent worlds the purchaſe cannot pay. 366 
„Oh let me die his death !'* all nature cries, 

« Then live his lije.*'”— All nature fault. rs there. 
| Our great phyſician daily to conſult, 
Lo commune with the grave, our only cure. 37 
What grave preſcribes the beſt !/—A friend” >; 
| and yet, | 
From a friend's grave how Gan we dif gage! 
ien to rhe dearcſt, as his marble, 0. 

Wh are friends raviſke i irom vs? "Tis to "EY 
| By foft affiction's rycs, on human hearts, 


330 | 


340 


If” 


377 


"7 he thought of death, which regſon, too ſupine, 

(:z mitemploy'd, ſo rarely faſtens there, 

or rraſon, nor atte&ion, no, nor both 

Combin'd, can break the witchcrafts of the 
| world. | 


| Aud mingled with the ſea. 


r is it ſear turns ſtartled reaſon back, 
From looking down a precipice ſo ſteep ? 
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Rechold, th' inexorable hour forgot. ! 
Ind to ſorget it, the chicf aim of life, 
Though well to ponder it, is life's chief end, 
Is death, that ever threatening, ne'er remote. 
That all important, and that or: iy ſure, 
— when be will) an unexpedted gueſt? 
Ney, though invited by the loudeſt calls 
Of blind impredence, unexpected ſtill? 
'T hough numerous meſſengers are ſent before, 
%o warn his great arrival What the cauſe, 
The wondreus cauſe, of this myſterious ill! J 
All heaven looks down atoaift'd at the ſight. 
Is it, that liſe has fown her 79. fo thick, 
We can't thruſt in a fingle care herween ? 
Is it, that life has ſuch a ſwarm of cart, 3 
The thought of death can't enter for the throug ? ? 
it, that time ſtcals on with downy feet, n 
Nor wakes in ul rence from her golden dreans ? 
To-day is fo like veſlerday, it cheats; 
| We take the lying ſiſter kor the ſame. 
Life glides away, Lorenzo! like a brook ; 
For ever changing, unperceiv'd the — 
4 in the fame brook none ever bath'd him twice: 
To the fame life none ever twice awoke. 
| We cali the brook the ſame; the fame we think 
Our life, though ſtill more rapid i in iis flow; 406 
Nor mark the much, irrevocaeiy laps d, 
Or ſhall we ſay 
(Retaining ſtill the brook to bear us on) 
That life is like a veſſel on the ſtream ? 
In life embark'd, we ſmoothly Cown the tide 
Of time deſcend, but not on e intent; 
Amu»'d, unconſcious of the gliding wave; 
Till on a ſudden we p.rccive a ſhock ; 
We ftarr, awake, look out; what * we ha] 4 
Our brittle bark is Lurſt on Charon s ſhore. 416 
= I; this the cauſe deat) ſlics all human thenght ? 
Or is it j udiment. by tl. e will ſtruck blind, 
hat dominerring miſtreſs of the ſoul! 
Like him fo ſtrong, by Dalilah the fair? 


385 
390 


3 


416 


420 


*Tis dreadful; and the dread is wiſely plac'd, 
By nature, conſcious of the make of man. 
A dreadful friend it 8, a terror kind, 

A flaming ſword to guard the tree of life. 
By that unaw'd, in liir's mod {raving hour, 
"The geo man would repine; weuld fuer joye, 
and burn impatient for luis promi>'d flies. 

The bad, on each puactilious pique of pride, 430 
Or gloom of humour, would give rage the rein; 
Bound o'er the barrier, ruſn into the dark, 
And mar the ſchemes of Providence below. 
What groan was that, Lorenzo ?— Furies! 
riſe ; » | x | 
And dcown in your leſs execrable yell 435 
Zritannia's ſhame. There took her gloomy flight, | 


. 


| On wing impetuous, a black ſullen ſoul, 

Blaſted from hell, with horrid luſt of death. 

Thy t friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont, 

30 call, fp thought— And ther be fled the 


$ Land 


E. old, u' 


inezoradle Rour 580 


bile 


44» 
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J efs baſe the fear of death, than fear of life. | Number their moments, and, n every clock, co 


O Britain, infamous for ſuicide ! 

An ifland in thy manners, far disjoin'd 

From the whole world of rationals beſide ! N 
In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head, 445 
Waſh the dire ſtain, nor ihock the continent. 

But be thou ſhock'd, while I detect the cauſe 

Of /lf-afſuu't, expoſe the monſter's birth, 

And bid «bhberrence hiſs it round the world. 

Blame not thy clime, nor chide the diſtant ſur ; 
The tun is innocent, thy clime ablolv'd: 431 
Immoral climes kind nature never made. 

The cauſe I fing, in Eden might prevail, 

And proves, It is thy folly, nat thy fate. 

The foul of man {let man in homage bow, 455 
Who names his ſoul }, a native of the ſkies! 
High-born, and free, her freedom ſhould main- 

tain, 
Unſold, uumortgag'd for earth's little bribes. 
Th illuſtrious 1 in this foreign land, 
_ Like ſtrangers, jealous of her dignity, 460 
Studious of home, and ardent to return, 
Of earth ſuſpicious, earth's inchanted cup 
With cool reſerve light touching, ſhouid indulge, 
On immortality, her godlike taſte, 
There take large draughts; make her chief ban- 
quet there. 2 40 5 
But ſome reject this ſuſtenance divine; 
To beggarly vile appetites deſcend ; | 
| Alk alms of eart) for gueſts that came from 1 
e 
Sink into flaves ; ; and ſell,. for preſent hire, [4791 
Their rich reverſion, and {what ſhares its fate) 
Their native frecdum, to the prince who ſways 
This nether world. And when * payments 
, | 
When kis foul ban gorges VI no more, 
Or their pall'd palates loath the baſket full; 


/ 


Are inſtantly, with wild demomac rage, 475] | 


For breaking all the chains of Providence, 
And burſting their confinement ; though faſt 
| barr'd 

By laws divine and human; guarded 8 
Wich lor rors doubled to defend the paſs, 
The bluckelt, nature, or dire guilt can raiſe; 480 
| And moated 3 with fathomleſs . ructiem, 
Sure to reccive, and whelm them in their fall. 


Such, Britons ! is the case, to vou unknown, | 


-Or worſe, o'erlook'd; o'erlook'd by magilirates, 

Thus criminals themſelves. grant the deed 455 

Is madneſs : but the madneſs of the beart. + 

And what is that? Cur utmoit bound of guilt. 

A ſenſual, unreflecting life, is big 

| With monſtrous births, and Suicide to crown 
Ihe black infernal brood. 

Heaven's law ſupreme, and deſperately ruth 

Through ſacred nature's murde "rs on their own, 

Becauſe they never th:ak of d at, they dlz. 

Lis cqually man's duty, glory, gain, 


When by the bed of lunguiſment we lit, 
[Tue ſear of 20 ſom ! ut our choice, not fate) 
Or,- o'er our dying friends, in anguſiſh hang, 


Wipe the cold dew, or Bay che fuking head, 


he bold to break 490 


OO ET 


Start at th- voice of an Eternity; 

See the dim lamp of I fe juſt teeviy lift 

An agonizing beam, at us to gaze, 

Then fink again, and quiver into death, a 

That molt pathetic herald of our own ; tor 

How read we ſuch fad ſcenes? As ſent to man 

In pertect vengeance ? No; in pity fent, 

Jo melt him Gown, like wax, and then impreſs. 

Indelible, 4-a:b's image on his heart; 

Bleeding for others, trembling for himſelf, 510 

We bleed, we tremble, we jorget, we tile. 

The mind turns fool, before the echek is * 

Our quick- returning foily cancels all; 

As the tide ruſhing raſes hat is writ 

ln yielding ſands, ard ſmooths the letter'd hore, 
Lorenzo! haſt thou ever weigh'd a p35? 516 

Or {tucy's the philolophy of rears 7 

(A ſcience, yet unlectur'd in our ſchools !) 

} Haſt thou deſcended deep into the breaſt, 

And ſcen their ſource ? if not, deſcend with 


Our funeral tears from different caulcs rite, 
A+ if from ſeparate ciſterns in the ſoul, 
Ot wariuus bin, they low. 


4nd ſtream ob lequious to the Icading eye. 
Some als more time, by curious art diſt:i'd. 
Some hearts, in tecret hard, unapt to melt, 
Struck by the magic of the public eye, 

Like Moſes” ſmitten rock, buch out amain. 
Some weep to ſhare the fate oi the deceas d, 
So high in merit, aud to them fo dar, 


ſhare ; 


They werp not to relive their grief. but Aras. 
| Sexe weep un perfect juſtice to the dead, 


as conſcious all their love is in arrear. 

1 Some miſe hie vou ſiy wrep, nor unappriz'd. | | 
Fears, ſometimes, aid the conqueit of an eye. 
Wich what addrets the ſoit Epheſians draw 541 
| | their fable net-work o'er entangled hearts | 

| As feen through cry ſtal, how their rotes glow, 
While liquid pearl runs I down. their 7 


check ? 


Carouſing gems, herſel! diflolv'd in love. 
Same weep at d:ats, abſtracted from the derd, 
And celebrate, like Charizs, their own decentz. Z 


85 By kind conſtruction, ſome are den d to weep, 
Becauſe a decent veil conceals their joy. 5 jo. | 


Some weep in earneſt, and yet weep in vain ; 
As deep in diſcretion, as in woc. 
| Payion, blind paſſion! impotently pours 


| Fears, that delerve more tears; while regſen 
At once to ſhun, and meditare, his end. 495 


flee PS; | 
Or gazes like an idiot, unconcern d; 4355 
Nor compi ehe nds the meaning of the ſtorm; 
KTuowes not it {peatcs to ber, aud her alone. 
lrrationali all ſorrow ar beneath : 


me, 520 
And trace theſe briny rivulets to their ſ; prings. 


From tender hearts, 
By ſoſt contagion call'd, fore burſt at once, 52 8: 


$39 


| They dwell on praiies, winch they think er 


And thus, without a bluſh. commend themſelves. 
Sue mourr, in proof, that ſomething they could 


of 53 


Ok ker's not monde E. Lrpt' s wanton queen, 345 


And 
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That noble giſt! that privilege of man ! 
From forrow's pang, the birth of endleſs joy. 560 
But theſe are barren of that birth divine: 
They weep impetuous, as the ſummer ſtorm, 
And fell as ſhort ! The cruel grief ſoon tam'd, 
They make a paſtime of the ſtingleſs tale; 
Far as the deep reſounding Enell, they ſpread 565 
The dreadful news, and hardly fee! it more. 
Ne grain of wifdom pays them for their 2207. 
Half round the globe, the tears pump'd up by 
death 
Are ſpent in watering vanities of life; 
In making folly flouriſh ſtill more fair, 570 
When the ſick ſoul, her wonted ſtay withdrawn, 
Reclines on earth, and ſorrows in the duſt; 
Inſtead of learning, here, her true ſupport, 
Though — thrown down her true ſupport to 
| arn 
Without heaven's aid, impatient to be bleſt, 575 
She crawls to the next ſhrub, or bramble vile, 
Though from the ſtately cedar's arms ſhe fell $ 
With ſtale, forſworn embraces, clings anew, 
The ſtranger weds, and bloſſoms, as before, 
In all the fruitleſs fopperies of life: 530 
Preſents her wee, well fancy d. at the ball, 
And raffles for the deaths head on the ring. 
Ss wept Aurelia, till the deſtin'd youth | 
Stept in, with his receipt for making ſmiles, = 
And blanching fables into bridal bloom. 88 5 
So wept Lorenzo fair Clariſſa's fate; e 
Who FE. that angel boy, on whom he doats; "'F 
'd to give him, orphan'd in his birth! 
Not fuch, Narciſſa, my diſtreſs for Thee. 
FM make an altar of thy ſacred tomb, 5901 
To ſacriſice to wiſdom. What waſt Thou? 


© Young, gay, and fortunate 7”. Each yields a 


"theme. 
Tu dwell on each, to ſhun thought more ſevere; 
(Heaven knows | labour with ſeverer ſtill !) 
TU dwell on each, and quite exhauſt thy death. 
A ſoul without reflection, like a pile 596 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. | 

And, firſt, thy youth. What fays it to grey 
es hairs! 

| Narcilla, Pm become thy pupil n- 
Early, bright, tranſient, chaſte, 2s wade 
She ſparkled, was exhal'd, and went to heaven. 
Time on this head has ſnow'd; yet ſtill tis borne 
Aloft ; nor thinks but on another's grave. 
| Cover'd with ſhame I ſpeak it, age ſevere 
Old worn-out vice ſets down for virtue fair ; 3 605 
With graceleſs gravity, chaſtiſing youth, 
That youth chaſtis'd ſurpaſſing in a fault, 
Father of all, forgetfulneſs of death : 
As if, like objects preſſing on the ſight, 
Death had advanc'd too near vs to be ſeen: 610 
Or, that life's loan he ripen'd into right; | 
And men might plead preſcription from the grave; 
Deathleſs, from enten of reprie ve. 


Deathleſs? far from it ! /uch are dead already; (615 


Their hearts are bury'd, and the world their grave. 
Yell me, fome god ! my guardian angel! tell, 
What thus infatuates ? what enchantment plants 
The phantom af an age 'twixt us and death 
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| Already at the door? Ile knocks, we hear, 

And yet we will not hear. What mail defends 620 
Our untouch'd hearts? What miracle turns off 
The pointed thought, which from a thouſand qui» 

vers 
Is daily darted, and is daily ſhuun'd ? 
We ſtand, as in a battle, rhrongs on throngs 
Around us falling; wounded oft ourſelves; 625 
Though bleeding with our wounds, immortal ſtill ! 
We ſee time's furrows on another's brow, 
And death entrench'd, preparing his affault ; 
How few themſelves in that juſt mirror ſec ! 


Or, ſeeing, draw their inference as ſtrong ! 639 


There death is certain; doubtful hre: he muff, 
And /ocn ; we may, within an age, expire. 


are green; | 
Like damay'd clocks, whoſe hand and bell diſſent; 
| Folly ſings Six, while Nature points at Twelve. 635 
— Abſurd longevity ! More, more, it cries : 


Object and appetite, muſt club for joy; 


Shall fully labour hard to mend the bow, 640 


Baubles, 1 mean, that ſtrike us from without, 
While nature is relaxing every ſtring ? 


| Aſk bought for joy; grow rich, and ; within, 
Think you the ſoul, when this life's rattles ceale, 
Has nothing of more manly to ſucceed ? 645 


Contract the taſte immortal; learn ev'n now 
To reliſh what alone ſubſiſts hereafter, | 


I Divine, or none, henceforth your joys for ever. 
Of oze the glory i 15, to % to die. 25 
r hat wiſh is praiſe, and promiſe; it applauds 6 50. | 


Paſt life, and promiſes uur future bliſs. 
What weakneſs ſce not children in their fires ? ? 


| Grand- climacterical abſurdities ! 


Grey-hair'd authority, 
How ſhocking : 
And our firſt childhood mighr our laſt deſpiſe. 
Peace and eft:em is all that age can hope. 
Nothiag but wwj//om gives the firſt; the loft, | 
Nothing, but the repute of being wiſe, 


to faults of youth, 


Folly bars both; our age is quite undone. 6660 


What folly can be rauker ? Like our ſhadows, 
| Our wiſhes lengthen, as our ſun declines. | 


No wiſh ſhould loiter, then, this fide the grave. 
Our hearts ſhould leave the world, before the 


\ knell 


Enough to live in tempeſt, die in port; 
| Age ſhould fly concourſe, cover in retreat 
Defects of judgment; and the will's ſubdue ; 
Walk thoughtful on the ſilent, folemn ſhore = 


Of that vaſt ocean it muſt ſail ſo ſoun; 670 : 
And put ns on board ; and wait the 


wind 


That ſhortly blows us into worlds unknown, 
If wuncon/ider'd too, a dreadful ſcene ! 


This art would waſte the bitterneſs of death. 
The thought of death alone, the fear deftroys. 


A GifafeQion to that precious thought 


Though grey our heads, our thoughts and aims 5 


| | More life, more wealth, more traſh of every kind. 
And wherefore mad for more, when reliſh fails? 


it mokes folly thrice a tool; 6 5 5 


Calls for our carcaſes to mend the foil. . 


All ſhould be prophets to themſelves; foreſee 
Their future fate: their future ſate Du 1673 


To ſpeak a language to well known to Thee) 


While man is growing, liſe is in deezeaſe; 
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1 more than midnight darkneſs on the ſoul, 

Which fleeps beneath it, on a Precipice, 

puff d off by the firſt biaſt, and loft for ever. 
Doſt aſk, Lorenzo, why fo warmly preſt, 

By repetition hammer'd on thine ear, 

Tie thought of death? That thought is the ma- 


chine, 


680 


The grand machine ! that keaves us from the | Ot indiſpenſable. cterual fruit; 


duſt, 

And rears us into men. * thought, ply ' d 
home, 

Will ſoon reduce the ghaſtly prone ice 

O'er-hanging hell, will ſoften the deſcent, 


| 


| Your lkcarning, like the lunar beam, affords 


379 


| And what that lr , which impairs your 
fenſe. 


And bids all welcome to the vital feaſt. 
You ſcorn what lies befure you in the page 
Of nature, and experience, moral truth; 3 


745 


685! Em, on ich mortals feeding, turn to gods. 


And Hve in ſcience for diſtinguiſhed names, 
Diſhone d fomentation of your pride: 
| Suaking 3 in virtue, as you riſe in fame. 


759 


And gently ſlope our paſſage to the grave; [690 Light, but not heut; it leaves you undevout, 


How warmly to be wiſh'd! What heart of fi:-th 
Would trifle with tremendons? dare extremes? 
? What hand, 


Yawn o'er the fate of infinite! 


Beyond the blackeſt brand of cenſure bold, 


Would at a moment give its All to chance, 
And flamp the die for an eternity? | 
Aid me, Narciſſa! aid me to keep pace 

With de/tiny ; and ere her ſciſſars cut 

My thread of life, to break this tougher thread 
Of moral death, that ties me to the world. 7c 

Sting thou my ſlumberiag reaſon to ſend forth 

A thought of obſervation on the foe ; 

To ſally ; and ſurvey the rapid march 

Of his ten thouſand meffengersto man; 


695 


Who, Jehu-like, behind him turns them all. 705 


All accident apart, by nature fign'd, 

My warrant is gone out, though dormant yet; 
Perhaps behind one moment lurks my fate. 
_ Muſt I then forward only look for death ? 

| Backward l turn mine eye, and find him there, Fo 

Man is a {elf-ſurvivor every year. 
Man, like a ſtream, is in perpetual flow, 
Death 's a deſtroyer of quotidian prey. 


ey My youth, my neonetile, His; my yeſterday ; | 


The bold invader ſhares the preſent hens. 708 
Euch moment on the former ſhuts the grave. 


And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb. 
Our birth is nothing but our death begun: 
As tapers waſte, that inſtant they take fire. 720 
Shall we then fear, leſt that ſhould come to 
| aſs, 
Which — to paſs each moment of our lives? | 
If fear we muſt, let that death turn us pale, 

85 Which murders Arengib and ardour ; What re- 
EEE. HF 5 725 
Should rather call on death, chan dread his call. 

Fe partners of my fault, and my decline! 
e of death, bat when ** neighbour's 
| e 
(Rude viſitant 1 VE hard at your dull ſenſe, 
And with its thunder ſcarce obtains your car! 7 30 
Be death your theme, in every place and hour; 
Nor longer want, ye monumental Sires! 
A brother tomb to tell you ye ſhall die. 
That death you dread (fo great is nature's ſill) 
Know, you ſhall co: t before you ſhall enjoy. 
But you are leara'd; in volumes, deep you ſit ; 
In wiſdom ſhallow : pompous ignorance 2 736 
Would you be ſtill more learned than the learn d ? 
J carr well to know how mach need pot he known. 


C Are often neareſt to the Fro of Fata! 


Frozen at heart, while ſpeculation ſhines. 6 
Awake, ye curious indigators! fond 
Of knowing all, but what avails you known. 


bit you would learn death's cLara@er, attend. 755 


All caſts of conduct, all degrees of healthy 
All dies ol fortune, and all dates ot age, 


Together ſhook in his impartial urn, 


Come forth at random: or, if choice is made, 
The choice is quite /ar-aftic, and inſults 

Al bold conjecture, and fond hopes of man. 

What countleſs multitudes not only how, | 


| But deeply 41 uf 2 int us, by their deaths ! 


Though great our forrow, greater our lurptize. 


power, 
And arbitrary nod. His joy ſupreme, 
To bid the wretch ſurvive the fortunate; 
The feeble wrap it athletic in his ſhroud ! 


Me Thine, Narciffa !— 
date? | 
Virtue, not rolling "I the mind matures. 
Thar life is long, which anſwers life's great end. 


The man of wiſdom is the man of years, 
In hoary youth Methuſalems may die; 


| © how m#//latud on their flattering tombs ! 


Narciſſa's youth has lectur'd me thus tar. 
And can her gaiety give countel too? 
That, like the Jews fam'd oracle of gems, 
Sparkles inſtruclion; ſuch as throws new light, 
And opens more the character of death: | 
Il-known to thee, Lorenzo Tie thy vaunt: 


Ev'n let him ſweep his rubbiſh tu the grave; 
„Let him nat violate kind nature's ves, 


18 1 own man born to live as well ade.“ 85 
Vretel ed and od thou ark him, Four and | 


S 
Hi takes; and plunder i is a tyrant” s joy. 
What if [ prove, The fartheſt from » che 1 
— "a ; 
Au, more than common, menuces u. and. 
A blaze betokens brevity of life: 
| As if bright embers ſhuald emit a flame, 


And made your younger, and tar *: lite tu 
live. 
As nature's oppoſites wage endleſs war, 


Tor this oP. ae, 25 kreaſen to he deep 


j Our ncedſul knowledge, like our needful food, 740 
| Unhedg'd, lies open in liſe's common field; | 


Like other tyrants, death delights to ſmite, 764 
What, ſmicten, moſt proclaims the * E 


bo 
| And weeping fachers build their children's tomb: 5 
What though ſhort 125 


The time that bears no fruit, deſerves uo name; 
775 


_ 


„Give death his due, the wreiched, and the 
old; 1 


Sn 


Glad ſpirits ſparkled from MNercifſa's oye, 797 | 


| 


— — 
"* 2 4 


Or ambuſh in a ſmile ; or wanton Son 


Dnwary hearts, and fink them in deſpair. 


Tay by his horrors, and put on his ſmiles. 
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Inviolable ſtupor of bis; reign, 

Where 4%, and turbulent ambition, ſleep, 

Heath took itwift vengeance. As he life deteſts, 

More life is fill more odicus; and, reduc'd 

By conqueſt, aggrandizes more his power. 

But -vherefore aggrandiz'd? By heaven's decres, 

To plant the foul on her eternal guard, 805 

lu awful expectation of our end. 

Thus runs dcath's dread commiſſion: * Strike, 

but /o | | 

«© As molt alarms the living by the dead.” 

| Hence {lratagem delights him, and ſurprize, 

aud cruel ſport with man's ſecuritics. 

Not ſiniple conqueſt, triumph is his aim; 

And, where leatt fear'd, there conqueſt triumphs 

. muſt. 

Tre proves my bold aſſertion not too bold. 

What axe bis arts to lay our fears aſleep? 
Tiherian arts his purpoſes wrap up 

In deep diſũmulation's darkeſt night. 

I ike princcs unconfeſt in foreign courts, 


810 


815 


M ho travel under cover, nt aſſumes 


The name and look of life, and dwells WK 
„ es 1820 
He takes all ſhapes that ſerve his black defi guns: 
Though maſter of a wider empire far 

Iban that o'er which the Roman eagle flew, 
Like Nero, he's a fi cr, charioteer, 

Or arives his gbdteton. in female guiſe; 88 
Quite unful pected, till, the wheel bencath, 


His difarrav'd hinting he devours. 


©. He moſt aff · ts the forms leaſt like himſelf, 
His ſlender feil. Hence burly corpulence 

ls his familiar wear, and fleck diſguiſe. 
| Behind the roſy bloom he loves to luck, 


in dimples deep ; love's eddics, which draw in 


Such, on Narciſſa's couch he loiter'd long 
Unknown; and, when detected, ſlill was ſeen 8 35 


To ſmile; ſuch ny has innocenee in death ! 
Moſt happy they! whom læaſt his arts bs | 

| Nor let life's period hidden (as from moſt) 
| Hide too from Thee the precious uſe of life. 


ceive. 

One eye on deeth, and one full br d on hem | 
Becomes a mortal, and immortal man. | 
Long on his wiles a piqu'd and jealous ſpy, $40 
dee ſeen, or dream't | ſaw, the tyrant dreſs ; 


Say, Muſe, for thou remember'ſt, call it back, 
And ſhew Lorenzo the ſurpriſing ſcene ; 
* twas a dream his genius can ___ | 851 
mo "Fwas i in a circle of the gay I ſtood. 7 
Dub would have anter's; 3 Nature bam him 
„„ 73 
| Supported by a doctor of 1 renown, 
His point he gain'd. Then artfully dj TRY? TA 
The ſage; for death delign'd to be conceal d. 850 
He gave an old vivacious aſurer 
| His meagre aſpect, and his naked bones; 

In gratitude for plumping up his prey. 
A pamper'd ſpendthrift ; whoſe fantaſtic air, 
Well-falhion's figure, and cockaded brow, 8:5 
| He took in change, and underneath the [ride 
Of cottly linen. tuck'd his filthy ſhroud. 
His crooked bow he ſtraiten'd to a cane; 


w 


800 | 


$25 


II happineſs on earth) to crown her brow. 
And could %eath charge through ſuch a ſhining 
| i 


| In ſoft ſecurity, becauſe unknowõn 
| Which moment is commiſſion'd to deſtroy ? 
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And hid his deadly ſhafts in Myra's eye. 
The dreadful maſquerader, thus equipt, 
Out-ſallies on adventures. Aſk you where? 


$60 


Where is he not ? For his peculiar haunts, 


Let this ſuffice ; ſure as night follows day, 

Death _ in pleaſure s ſootſteps round the 
world, 

When pleaſure treads the paths which reuſon 
ſhuns. 

When, againſt reaſon, riot ſhuts the door, 

And gaiety ſupplies the place of ſenſe, 

Then, foremot at the banquet and the ball. 


| Death leads the dance, or ſtamps the deadly die; 


Nor ever fails the midnight bowl to crown. 870 
Gaily carouſing to his gay compeers, 
Inly he laughs, to ſee them laugh at him, 


As abſent far: and when the revel burns, 
When fear is baniſh'd, and triumphant thought, 
875 
|] Againſt them turns the key; and bids them ſup 
With their progenitors—He drops his maſk ; 


Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, 


| Frowns out at full; they ſtart, deſpair, expire! 
Scarce with more ſudden terror and ſurprize, 


An! is not this triumphant treachery, 


| | And more than finple conqueſt, in the fiend? 


And now, Lorenzo, doſt thou wrap thy foul 


In death's uncertainty thy danger lies. 

Is death uncertain ? Therefore Thou be fit ; 5 
Fixt as a centinel, all eye, all ear, . 
All expectation of the coming foe. 

| Rouſe, ſtand in arms, nor lean againſt Fl ſhrew; 
Leſt lumber ſteal one moment o'er thy ſoul, 


Aud Fate ſurprize thee nodding. Watch, de : 
ſtron 


25 
Thus give each day the merit, and renown, 


| Of dying well; though doom a but once * 


die. 25 


Early, not ſudden, was Narciſſa's fate. 


Soon, not ſurpriſing, death his viſit paid. 5 
Her thought went forth tomeet him on his way, 900 
Nor gpaiety forgot it was to die: 

| Though fortune too (our third and final theme}, 
As an accomplice, play'd her gaudy pluwes, 


And every glittering gewgaw, on her ſight, 
o dazzle, and debauch it from its mark. 
tb's dreadful advent is the mark of min, 

yo” every thought that miſſes it, is blind. 

Fortune, with youth and gaiety. conſpir 3 

To weave a triple wreath of happineſs 

910 


__ ſhield? 
That ſhining ſhield invites the tyrant's ſpear, 
Asif to damp our elevated aims, 
And ſtrongly preach humility to man. 5 
O how portentous is proſperity 917 
How, comet like, it threatens, while it ſhines 
Few years but yield us proof of death's ambition, 


To cull his victim: from the faireſt fold, 


805 


From his black maſque of nitre, touch'd by fire, 889 
He burſts, expands, roars, blazes, and de vours. | 


835 


| * | 


905 


— 
— 
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And ſheath his ſhafts in all the pride of life. | Cer jul, Cer facred, alb-lordidlen ground, [980 

When flooded with abundance, purpled o'er 920 | Drunk with the burning ſcent of place or power, 
Wich recent honours, bloom'd with every bliſs, | Staunch to the foot of lucre, till they die. 

Set up in oſtentation, made the gaze, Or, if for men you take them, as I mark 

The gaudy centre, of the public eye, Their manners, thou their various fates ſurvey. 

When fortune thus has toſs d her child in air, With aim miſ-meaſur'd, and impetuous ſpeed, 
Snatcat from the covert of an humble ſtate, 925 | Some darting, ſtrike their ardent wiſh far off, 985 


How often have I ſeen him dropt at once, Through fury to poſſeſs it : Some ſucceed, ! 
* Our morning's envy ! and our evening's ſigh! ] But ſtumble, and let fall the taken prize. 

As if her bounties were the ſignal given, From ſome, by ſudden blaſts, tis whirl'd away, 

The flowery wreath to mark the ſacrifice, And lodg'd in boſonis that ne'er dreamt of gain. 

And call death's arrows on the deſtin'd prey. 9g 30 | To ſome it ſticks ſo cloſe, that, when torn off, 990 

Hi.zh fortune ſeems in crucl league with fate, Torn is the man, and mortal is the wuund. 

Aſt you for what? To give his war on man Some, o er- enamour d of their bags, run mad, 

Ide deeper dread, and more illuſtrious ſpoil ; Groan under gold, yet weep for want of bread, 

Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe, |} Together fore (unhappy rivals!) ſeize, 5 

And burns Lorenzo ſtill for the ſublime 93 | And rend abundance into poverty; 995 
Of life? 'To hang his airy neſt on high, I Loud croaks the raven of the law, and finiles; 

On the flight timber of the topmoſt bough, Smiles too the goddeſs; but ſmiles moſt at :hoſr, 

Rockt at each breeze, and menacing a fall? I (Juſt victims of exorbitant deſire * 5 
Granting grim death at equal diſtance there; [Who periſh at their own requeſt, and whelm'd 


| Vet peace begins juſt where ambition ends. 940 | Beneath her load of laviſh grants, expire. Ic 
15 What makes man wrerched ? Happineſs deny dc? ] Fortune is famous for her numbers ſlain, : 
Lorenzo! no: "Tis happineſs diſduin d. Ihe number ſmall, which happineſs can bear. 


She comes too meanly dreſt to win our ſmile; Though various for a while their fates; at laſt 
| And calls herſelf Content, a humely name! I One curſe involves them all: at death's approach. 
| Our flame is tranſport, and content our ſcorn. 9g45 All read their riches backward into lots, 10356 
2 Ambition turns, and ſhuts the door againſt her, And mourn, in juſt proportion to their tore. 
And weds a toil, a tempeſt, in her ſtead; And deuth's approach (if orthodox my eng) 
A tempeſ! to warm tran/port near of kin. ls haſten'd by the lure of forture's finiles. 
 Unknowing what our mortal ſtate admits, And art thou till a glutton of bright gold? ” 
Life's modeſt joys we ruin, while we raiſe; 950 And art thou till rapacious of thy rum? 100 
Aud all our ecſtaſics are wounds to peace; | | Drosh loves a ſhining mark, a ſignal blow ; 


Peace, the full portion of mankind below. [A blow, which, while it executes, alarms; 
And fince thy peace is dear, ambitious youth! | And ftartles thouſands with a ſingle fall 
Olk fortune fond! as thoughtleſs of thy fate! | As when ſome ſtately growth of oak, or pine, 
| As late | drew de:th's picture, to ſtir up 9x55 | Which nods aloft, and proudly ſpreads her ſhade, 

Thy wholſome fears; now, drawn in contraſt, i The ſun's defiance, and the flock's defence; 1016 


8 | 3 By the ſtrong ſtrokes of labouring hinds ſubdued, 
| Gay fortune's, thy vain hopes to reprimand. Loud groans her laſt, and, ruſhing from her 
See, high in air, the ſportive goddeſs hangs, | eight, N 


_  Culocks her caſket, ſpreads her glittering ware, | In cumbrous ruin, thunders to the grannd: 
And calls the giddy winds to puff abroad g69 | The conſcious foreſt trembles at the ſhock, 1020 
| Her rendom bounties o'cr the gaping throng, = And hill, and ſtream, and diſtant dale, refound. 
All ruth rapaciaus; friends o'er trodden friends; | Theſe high-aim'd darts of death, and theſe 
__ Sons o''er their fathers, ſubjects o'er their kings, alone, 5 8 
Prieſts o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair, Should I collect, my quiver would be full. 
| {Still more ador d) to ſaatch the golden ſhower. g65 } A quiver, which, ſuſpended in mid air, [1c25 
_  Geld glitters moſt, where virtue ſhines #5} Or near heaven's archer, in the zodiack, huag, | 
Bf , 5 ES | | (89 could it be} fbould draw the public exe, 
4 s ſtarsirom abſent ſuns have leave to ſhine, The gaze and contewplaticn of mankind! 
8 | by O what a precious pack of vataries 1 J A conſtellation awful, yet benign, 8 
8 Unkennel'd from the priſons, and the ſtews, To guide the gay through life's tempeſtuous wave; 
Four in, all opening in their idol's praiſe; 970 Nor iuſier them to ſtrikeæ the common rock, 1030 
All, ardent, eye each wafture of her hand, « From greater danger, to grow more lecure, | 
And, wide-expandiug their voracious jaws, “ And, wrapt in happineſo, forget their late.” 
Morſel on morſel ſwallow down unchew'd, | Lyſander, happy paſt the common lot, 
Untaſted, through mad appetite for more; [975 | Was warn'd of danger, but too gay to fear. 
Gorg'd to the throat, yet lean and ravenous (till. | He woo'd the fair Aipaſiz : the was kind: 1035 
Sagacious All, to trace the ſmalleſt game, ln youth, form, fortune, lame, they both were 
And bold to ſeize the greateſt. If (bleſt chance!) bleſt: : ks | | 
Court-zephyrs ſweetly breathe, they launch, they ; All who knew, envy'd; yet in envy lov'd , 1 
fy, DG Can fancy furuz more fiuitht happinets * x 
v.03. VEL. | | r | | 


— 
— 


How vain our efforts! and our arts how vain! 


Dr ne'er to meet, or ne er to part, is peace— 


_ Survive 
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Fixt was the nuptial hour. Her ſtateiy dome 
Roſe on the ſounding beach. The glittering ſpires 
1040 
Float in the wave, and break againſt the ſhore : 
So break thoſe glittering ſhadows, human joys. 
The faithleſs morning ſmil d: he takes his leave, 
To re-embrace, in ecſtaſfies, at eve. 
The riſing ſtorm forbids. The news arrives: 1045 
Untold, ſhe faw it in her ſervant's eye. 
She felt it ſeen (her heart was apt to feel) ; 
And, drown'd, without the furious ocean's aid, 
In ſuffocating ſorrows, ſhares his tomb. 
| | | . 1050 
The guilty billows innocently roar 
And the rough ſailor paſſing, drops a tear. 
A tear ?—Cun tears ſuffice ?—But not for e. 


The diffant train of thought | took to ſhun, 1055 
Has thrown me on my fate—Theſe died together; 
_ Happy in ruin! wndiverc'd by death! 


| Narciſfa! 


bleeds at thought of thee. 
Yet thou 


Pit 

— 2 not zy/elf. 
ſelf ?—That cures all other woe. 
 Narciffa lives; Philander is forgot. 


x060 


|  O the ſoft commerce! O the tender tyes, 


Cloſe-twiſted with the fibres of the heart ! 
| Of human joy, and make it pain to live— 
And is it then to live? When /«-+ friends 
"Tis the furvivor die—My heart, a 


off the 
1005 


mH THE SIXTH. | 
' THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 
m TWO PARTS. 


Containing the Nature, Proof, and Importance» 
| ol ImdioRTALIY. — | 


weren 
| Where, among other Things, Glory and Riches 

THE RIGHT HON. HENRY PELHAM, 
| F1KST LORD COMMISSIONER OF TUE TREASURY, 
Ax CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCUEQUER, 


i RETACS 
FE ares bave been deeper in diſpute about 

: A inn = this, The Mipute 1 religion, and 
the practice of it, ſercom g together, The foorter, 
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} immortality ! And how many 


| truth, ſome plain 


therefore, the diſpute the better. I think it may be 
_ to this ſingle queſtion, Is man immortal, or is he 
not? Tf beis not, all our are mere amuſements 
or — of Al. Fn this caſe, truth, reaſon, reli 
gion. which give our diſcourſes ſuch pomp and folemnity, 
are {as will be ſorwn } mere empty ſound, without any 
meaning in them, But if à man is immortal, it will 
 bebove bim to be very ſerious about eternal conſequences ; 
or, in oiber words, to be truly religious. And this 
fundamental truth, uncſtabliſped, ar unatalened 22 
| minds of men, is, I conceive, the real ſource and ſupport 
| of all our infidelity ; how remote ſoever the particula; 
bje&tions advanced may ſeem to be from it. | 
1 Senſible appearances affect moſt men much more than 
abſtract reaſonings; and we daily ſee bodies 
| around us, but the foul is inviſible. The power which 
inclination bas over the judgment, is greater than 


| 


| can be xrell conceived by thoſe that bave not an 


rience of it: and of what numbers is it the ſad intereſt 
that fouls ſbould not ſurvive ! The heathen worlil con- 
feſſed, that they rather boped, than firmly believed 
beathens baue we fil! 
among ft us! The ſacred page aſſures us, that life and 
immortality is brougbt to light by the Goſpel - but by 
bow many is the Gofpel rejicted, or overlooked ! From 
| theſe conſiderations, and from my being, accidentally, 
| privy to the ſentiments of ſome particular perſons, I 
| bave been long perſuaded that maſt, if not all, our in= 
fodels (obatever name they take, and whatever ſcheme, 
fer argument : ſake, and to heep themſelves in counte= 
nance, they patronize} are ſupported in their deplor= 
able error, by ſome doubt of their immortality, at the 
bottom. And 7 am ſatisfied, that men once thoroughly 


* 
* 
1 


convinced of their immortality, are not far from being 
_ | Chriſtians. 


For it is bard to conceive, that a mer 


fully conſcious eternal pain or happineſs will certainly 


IIe bis lot, feould not earnefily, and impartie!ly, enquire 
| | after the ſureſt means of eſcaping one, and ſicuring the | 
ſotber. And of ſuch on carneft and impartial inquiry, 3 


arguments are offered; arguments 
derived from prinaples which Infidels admit in common 
with Believers ; arguments, which appear to me alto- 


well know the conſequence. 
Eere, therefore, in proof 


gether irreſiflible; and ſuch as, I am ſatisfied, will beve | 


great weight with all, h give themſelves the ſmall 8 


trouble of loghing ſerioufly into their own boſoms, and 


of obſerving, with any tolerable degree of attention, 


what daily paſſes round about them in the world. If e 
| | ſome arguments ſbatl, here, occur, which others have | 
declined, they are ſubmitted, with all defercnc:, is 


better judgments in this, of all points the moſt in- 
portant. For, as to the Being of a God, that ts 40 
| er diſputed ; but it i; undiſputed for this reaſon 
= „ Viz. becauſe, where the leaſt pretence to reaſon 
is admitted ; it muſt for ever be indiſputable. And of 

conſequence no man can be betrayed into a diſpute of tba: 
ature, but by vanity; which bas 2 principal Hare ta 
animating our modown combatants guinſt other article: of 
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NIGHT VI. 


HE * (for 1 know not yet her name in heaven) 
Not early, like Narciſſa, left the ſcene ; 

Nor ſudden, like Philander. What avail ? 

This ſeeming mitigation hut inflaraes ; 

This fancy'd medicine heightens the diſeaſe. 5 

The longer known, the cloſer {till ſhe grew; 

And gradual parting is a gradual death. 

'Tis the grim tyrant's engine, which extorts, 

By tardy prefſure's ſtill encreaſing weight, | 

From hardeſt hearts, confcſſion of diſtreſs. 10 


Bear ſaint reſemblance; never ate alk: 
Fear ſhakes the pencil; Fancy loves — 
| Dark Aorunce is laviſh of her ſhades : 


And theje the formidable picture draw. 60 
| But grant the worſt; tis paſt; new proſpects 
riſe; 


And drop a veil eternal o'er her tomb. 

| Far other views our contemplation claim, 

Views that o'erpay the rigours of our life ; 

Views that ſuſpend our agonies in death, 6x 
Wrap: in the thought of 5 

Wrapt in the ſingle, the triumphant thought! 
Long life might lapſe, age unperceiv'd come on; 


O thelong, dark approach through _ of And find the ſou! unſated with her theme. 


I. ... (might I dare call it ſo) | 
With diſmal doubt, and ſable terror, hung: 4 
Sick hope s pale lamp its only glimmering my = | 
There fate my melancholy walk ordain'd, 15 
Forbid ſelf-love itſelf to flatter, there, 

How oft I gaz d, prophetically fad ! 

How oft I ſaw her dead, while yet in ſmiles! : 
in ſmiles ſhe ſunk ber grief to leſſen mine. | 
She ſpoke me comfort, and increasg'd my pain. 20 
Like powerful armies: trenching a a town, 

Zy flow and filent, but reſiſtleſs ſap, 

In his pale progreſs gently gaining ground, 

Death urg d his deadly ſiege; in ipice of art, 

Of all the balmy blefſiags nature lends 25 
To ſuccour frail humanity: Ye ſtars! £ 
| {Not now firff made familiar to my fight) 

And thou, O moon! bear witneſs; ; many a 
„ | 
Ze tore the pillow from beneath my head, 
Ty'd down by ſore attention to the ſhock, | - "26 

By ceaſcleſs depredations on a life | 
Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful poſt 

Of obſervation ! darker every hour 
Leſs dread the day that drove me to the brink, | 
And pointed at eternity below; | = 
_ When my foul ſhudder'd at futuriry ; : | 
When, on a mement's point, th” important Spe, 1 
| Of life and death fpun doubtful, ere it fell, 
And turn'd up life; my title to more woe. 
_ oy more woe? More comſort let it 


| 


4 


0 Mm? 


| +- 
| Nothing i is 8 but chat which wiſh'd to die; 
Nothing is dead, but wretchedneſs and pain; 
Nothing isdead, but what ineumber d, gall'd, 
Block'd up the paſs, and barr'd from real life. 
Where -dwells Lat wiſh moſt ardent of the 
E wile ? 45 
Too dark the fun to ſee it; higheſt ſtars 
Too low to reach it; death, great death alone, 
_ Ofer ſtars and fun, triumphant, lands us there. 
Nor dreadful our tragſition; though the mind, 
An artiſt at creating ſelf-alarms, . 


Rich in expedient for inquietudo, 50 


1s prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take 


Death's portrait true? The tyrant never fat. 
Our ſketch all random ſtrokes, conjeQur: all; 


Cloſe — the grave, nor tells one bagle 
e. 


Death, and his image rifog in the braiv, 
* Referring ts Night v. 


53 


ä — 


— 


O that my ſony could emulate my ſoul ! 

Like her, immortal. No!—the foul diſdains 
A mark ſo mean; far nobler hope inflames ; 
If endleſs ages can outweigh an hour, 


| 


Let not the /aurel, but the 9 mie. 


Thy nature, immortality ! ! who knows? 


And yet who knows it not ? It is but life 


In ſtronger thread of brighter colour ſpun, 
And ſpun for ever; dipt by cruel fate 


In Stygian dye, how black, how britt!e herc 1 80 | 
| How ſhort our correſpondence with rhe fun! | 


And while it Jaſts, inglorious} Our beſt deeds, 
How wanting in their weight! Our — joys 
Small cordials to ſupport us in our pa 

And give us ſtrength to ſuffer. 


With all the ſons of reaſon, ſcatter d wide 
Through habitable ſpace, wherever born, 


| Howe'er endow'd! To live free citizens . 
Of univerſal nature! To lay hold go 


By more than feeble faith on the Supreme: / = 

To call heaven's rich unfathomable mines 
(Mines, which ſupportarchangels in their ſtat: 
Our own ! to riſe in ſcience as in blifi, 


[Initiate in the ſecrets of the ſkies! !! 5: 


To read creation; read its mighty an 

In the bare boſom of the Dei: ty! 

The plan and execution to collate ! | 
To ſee, before each glance of piercing thong d:. 


All cloud, all ſhadow, blown remote; 254 
leave ; 12 ag 
| No myſtery but that of hk Divine, : | 
nich lifts us on the ſeraph's flaming wing, 


From earth's aceldema, this field of blood, 
Of inward anguiſh, and of outward ill, 
| From dazknel(s and from duſt to ſuch a - frame! 


133 


' | Love's element! true joy *; illufirious home! 
From earth's fad contraſt (now deplor n 


fair! - 
; | What exquiſite viciſſitude of fate! 
Bleſt abſolution of our blackeſt hour! 


Man, | 12 


. The wiſe illumine, aggrandize the great. | 


How great (while yet we tread the kindred 1 4. 

And every moment fear to ſink be:1carh 

The clod e tread ; ſoon trodden hy our ſons) 

How 22 in che wild whirl of Time's purſultes 

To ſtop, and bei invoiv'd ir high Ia 
— viſta 4 4 ADs ym 


Its nature, proof, importance, fire my ſong. L 70 > 


But ow great 5 | 


18 mingle intereſts, converſe amities, 


Lorenzo, theſe are thoughts that make 12 


324 


To ſtand contemplating our diſtant ſelves, 

As in a magnifying mirror ſeen. 

Enlarg'd, Ennobled, Ele vate, Divine ! 

To propheſy our own futuritie* : 

To gaze in thought on what ail thought 

tranſcends ! 

To talk, with fellow - candidate“, of joys 

As far beyond conception as deſert, 

Gurſelves th* aſtoniſh's talkers, and the tale! 125 

Lorenza, ſwells thy boſom at the thought? 
The ſwell becomes thee : Tis an honeſt pride. 

Revere thyſelf ;—and yet thyſelf deſpiſe, 

His nature no man can o'er-rate ; and none 

Can under-rate his werit. Take heed, 130 

Nor there be modeſt, where thou ſhould'ſt be 

| oud ; 

That N univerſal error ſhun. 

How j»/# our pride, when we behold boſe heights] | 

Not thoſe ambition paints in air, but thoſe 

K:aſon points out, and ardent virtue gains; 1335 

And angels emulate; our pride how juſt! 

When mount we? When theſe — calt ? 

When quit 

This cell of the creation? This ſcrall neſt 

Stuck in a corner of the naiverſe, 

Wrapt up in fleecy eloud, and . 2 140 

Fine-ſpun to ſenſæ; but groſs and feculent 

To fouls celeſtial ;, ſouls ordain'd to breathe 

Ambroſial gales, and drink a purer ſky ; 

Greatly triumphant on Time's farther ſhore, 
Where wvirlue reigns, enrich d with full arrears; | 


| 145 
; une pump 7 imperial begs an alms of peace. 85 
mm empire high, or in proud ſcience deep, 
Fe horn of earth! on what can you conſer, 
With half the dignity, with half the gain, 
The guſt, the glow of rational delight, 150 
A+ on this theme, which angels praiſe and ſhare ? 
Man's fates and favours are a theme in heaven. 
What wretched Tepetition cloys us here 
What periodic potions for the ſick 
Diſtemper d bodies! and diſtemper'd minds! 15 5 
In an Eternity, what ſcenes ſhall ftrike ! 


120 


Adventures thicken ! novelties ſurprize! 


What webs of wonder ſhall unravel, tere/ 
What full day pour on all the paths of heaven, 
And light th* Almighty's footſteps in the _ 


How ſhall the bleſſed day of our diſcharge 
Lir,wind, at once, the labyrinths of fate, 
And ftraiten its inextricable maze ! 

If inextinguiſhable thirſt in man | 
To know; bow rich, how full, our banquet there ! 


16 5 
There, not t the moral world alone unfolds ; 
The world material, lately ſeen in ſhades, | 
And, in thpſe ſhades, by fragments only ſeen, 
And leen thoſe frayments by the luburring eye, 
Unbroken, then, illuſtrious and entire, 170 
Its ample ſphere its univerſal frame, 
In fuil dimenſions, ſwells to the ſurvey ; 
Aad enters, at one glance, the raviſht ſight. 
From ſeme ſuperior point (where, who can tell? 
Juice it, tis a point where gods reſide) 175 
How fha!l the ſtranger man's illumin'd ere, 
ts e vat e IEA of m ˖[ — 
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|| Our more than viral ſpin (if no regard 


'l 


| And why not in an atom on the ſhore 9 


POEMS. 


Behold an infinite of floating worlds 
Divide the cryſtal waves of æther pure, 

In endieſs voyage, without port? The baff 18 
Of theſe difſeminated orbs, how great ! 

Great as they are, what numbers Theſe ſurpaſs, 
Huge, as Leviathan, to that {mall racc, 

Thoſe twinkling multitudes of lietle life, 

He ſwallows unperceiv'd ? Stypendvus Theſe! 13; 
Yet what are theſe ſtupendous to the whole / 

As particles, as atoms ill perceiv d; 

As circulating globules in our veins ; 

| So vaſt the plan. Fecundity divine ! 


— Source perhaps, 1 _ thee till. 


1 
| If admiration is a ſource of j joy, | 19 
| What tranſport hence! yet this the leaſt in heaven. 
What this to that illuſtrious robe He wears, 
Who toſt this maſs of wonders from his hand, 
| A ſpecimen, an earneft of his power? 
Tis to that glory, whence all glory flows, 
As the mead's meaneſt flow2ret to the fun, 
Which gave ic birth. But what, this ſun of 


heaven ? 


* 


— 


| 


17 


{ris bil fopecme of the fopremely bel 7 


Death, only death, che queſtion can reſol ve. 200 
By death, cheap- bought th ideas of our joy; 
The bare ideas! ſolid happineſs 
So diſtant from its ſhadow chas'd below. 

And ow we ſtill the — through the 

x6 

Oer hog, "Tad brake, and precipice, till death? 20; 7 
And toil we {till for ſublunary pay? | 
— the dangers of the field and flood, 

Or, ſpider-like, ſpin out our precious Al, 


| 


To great futurity) in curious webs, 

Of ſubtle thongi-r, and exquiſite defign ; 

(Fine net-work of the brain!) to catch a fy: 

The momentary buz of vain renoven! 

A nume; a mortal immortality! 

Or (meaner ſtill!) inttead of graſping air, 214 

For fordid lucre, lunge we in the mire? | 

Drudge, ſweat, through every ſame, for every 
_ | 

| For 2 — traſh ; thrave up 

Our hope in bezven, our dignity with man? 

And deify the dirt, matur'd to gold? 120 

| Ambition, awari:e; the two demon theſe, 

Which goad through every flough our human herd, 

Hard travel'd from the cradle to the grave. 


A How low the wretches ſtoop! How ſteep they 


2 ˖ "oa . 
| Theſe demons burn mankind ; but ad poſſeſs 226 3 
Lorenzo's boſom, and turn out the ſleies. | | 

Is it in time to hide eternity ? 


o cover ocean? or a mote, the ſun? 


Glory and a 0 have they this bl:ading pour? 


What if to them l prove Lorenzo blind? 
Would it ſurprize thee ? Be thou then ſurpriz d; 
Thou neither know'ſt : their nature learn from me. 
Mark well, as foreign as theſe ſuljects ſeem, 
What cloſe connexion ties them to my theme. 235 
Firſt, what is /rve ambition? The purſuit 

E glory, nothing 4% than man can Hare, 


 Methinks I ſee, as thrown from her high Tphere, 

The glorious fragments of a foul immortal, 
With zubbifa mix' d, and glittering in the duſt. 
Struck ac the ſplendid, melanchciy fight, 271. . 
| ut faintly ſhadows an immortal foul, — 320 


But wherefore envy ? Talents angel-brigh:, | With empire's ſelf, to pride, or rapture Fr'd. © 


Plain ſenſe but rarely leads us far altray. 
_ Reaſon the means, affeFions chuſe our end; 


Nor flatter ation: What is ſtation high? 


It begs an alms of homage from the thioug, 
And off the throng denies its charity. 290 
Monarchs and miniſters are awful names; 5 

Whoe ver wear them, challenge our devoir. 
| Religion, public order, bath exact | 


Nor ever paid the monarch, but the may. 


Nor ce fail of their alle giance there. 


YOUNG'S POEMS. _ 


Were as Vain as gaudy-minded man, 
As T with ſumes of ſelf-applauſe, | 
Their arts and conqueſts animals might boaſt, 240 
And claim their laurel crowns, as well as We; 
But not celeſtial. Here we ſtand al:ne; 
As in our form, diſtin, pre-eminent ; 
If prone in thought, our ſtature is our ſhame : . 
And man ſhould bluſh, his forehead meers the 
ſkies. I 245 
The viſible and preſent are for hrutes, | 
A fender portion! and a narrow bound! 
Theſe reaſ.n, with an energy divine, 
O'erleaps ; and claims the future and unſcen ; 
"The vaſt unſeen ! the future fathomlets ! 250 
When the great ſoul buoys up to this high point, 


Leaving groſs nature's ſediments below, 
Then, and then only, Adam's oſſspring quits 
The fage and hero of the ficids and woods, 


Aſſerts his rank, and riſes into man. 255 
This is ambition; this is human fire. ; 
Can parts or place (two hold pretenders :) make 


Lorenzo great, ard pluck him trom the throng ? 


Genius and art, ambition's boaſted wings, 
Nur boaſt but ill deſerve. A ſeeble aid! 260 
Dedalian eng:nery ! Lr 1 heſe alone 


_ Affiſt our flight, fam:'s flight is gfory's fall. 


Heart merit wanting, mount wene'er to high, 
Our height is but the gibbet of our name. 


When I hehold a genius bright, and baſe, 
Of towering talents, and terreilrial aims; 


At once cempaſſton {vft, and envy, riſe— 


If wanting worth, are ſhining ioftruments 


In falſe amBition's band, to finiſh faults 275 
Illuſtrious, and give inſamy renown. 


Great 1 is an achieve: uent of great porver:. 


Means have no merit, if our end anuſs. 280 


if wrong our hearts, our heads are right in vain; 
What is a Pellam's head, to Pelham's heart? 
_ Hearts are proprietors of all applauſe. 


Right ends, and means, make wiſdom : worldly- 
wiſe | e oy 


1s but bolſ-witted, at its higheſt praiſe. — 285 


Let genius then deſpair to make thee great; 
is a proud mendicant; it boaſts, and begs; 


External homage, and a ſupple knee, 


To beings pompoully ſet up, to ſerve N 295 


The meaneſt ſlave: all more is merit 's due, 
Her facred and inviolable right; 


Our hearts ne er bow but to ſuperior 2027 4: , 


Fools, indeed, drop the man in their account, 
And vote the mantle into majeſty. 

Let the /mal! ſavage boaſt his ſilver fur; 

His royal robe unhorrow'd, andunboyght, | 
His own, deſcending fairly from his fires. 30g 
Shall man Le proud to wear bis livery, 

And fouls Inu u fcurt a foul without? 

Can place or |: ten us, or aggrandize ? 


Pygmies are pygmies ſtill, though perch'd os 
Alps; a 
And pyramids are pyramids in vales, — 8 


| pa man makes his own ſtature, builds him- 


| felt; 8 

Virtue alone outbuilds the pyramids - 

Her monuments ſhall laſt, when Egypt's fall. 
Of theſe ſucc truths doit thou demand the cauſe ? 


Hear, and alf-nr. Thy boſom burns for power; 

What ſtatin charars thee? I'll inſtall thee 
there; | | 

*Tis thine, And art thou greater than fore * 
8 thon before waſt ſomething leſs than 

. Man. | | , 
Has thy new poſt betray'd thee into pride? 323 
| That treacherons pride betrays thy dignity ; 
That pride defames humanity, and calls 


The being mean, which fla or frinxe £25 
A celebrated wretch, when | behold ; 265 


That pride, like hooded hawks, in darkaeſa 
ſoars, | 1325 


F-om blindneſs bold, and tovreripg to the Kix 


Is born of iꝓrora: cr, which knows not man; 
An angel's ſecond; nor his ſecond, A 
A Nero quitting his imperial throne, 


And courting glory from the tinkling ſtring, 


[7 nobler motives miniſter no cure, 
Ev'n vanity forhids thee to be vain. 
High worth is cl-vated place: "Tis more; 


| man; 
Though uo exchequer it commands, tis wealth 


And though it wears no ribburd, "tis renown ; 


*| Renown that would aot quit thee, though dif | 


i 


grac'd, | 
Other ambition ture interdicls; 

Nature proclaims it moſt abſurd iu man, 
By pointing at his origin, andend ; 


| Milk, anda ſwathe, at firſt, his whole demand; 
I His whole domain, at /aff, a turf, or ſhone; 345 
| To whom, betrween, a world may ferm coo ſnail. 

Soulo t uly great dart forward on the wing 


Of uſt ambition, to the grand reſult, 


Reduc'd to his own ſtature, low or high, 
As vice or virtue, ſinks him, or ſublimes ; 
And laugh at this fantaſtic mummery, 


I This antic prelude of groteſque events, 


Where dwarfs are often ſtilted, and betray 2 
A littleneſs of ſoul by worlds oer-run, 
Aud natiom laid ia blood. Dread ſacrtf te 


The eanſe is lodg'd in immortality. | 315 


It makes tlie poſt tand candidate for Thee ; 327 | 
| Makes more than monarchs, makes an honett | 


Nor leave thee pendent on a maſter's ſmile. 340 


The curtaia's fall; there, fee the bulkin'd chief 
| Unthod behind this momentary ſcen” ; TRY 


— — 


326 


The A — to their gods. 

O thou mf Chriftian enemy to peace; 
Again in arms? Again provoking fate: 
That prince, and That alone, is truly great, 
Who draws the ſword reluctant, gladly ſheathes; 
On empire builds what empire far cutweighs, 


And makes his throne a ſcaffold to the ſkics. 365 


Why ibis ſo rare? Becauſe forgot of all 
The day of death; that venerable day, 


Which fits as judge; that day, which ſhall pro- 


nounce 
On all our days, abſolve them, or condemn. 
Lorenzo, never ſhut thy thoughts againſt it * 
Be levees nel er fo full, afford it room, 
And give it audience in the cabinet. 
That friend conſulted, flatteries apart, 
Will tell thee fair, if thou art great, or mean. 


Pe 


Is That ambition? Then let flames deſcend, 
Point to the centre their inverted ſpires, 
And learn humiliation from a ſoul. 
Which boaſts her lineage from celeſtial fire. 


Yet theſe are they the world pronounces wilc; 380 
The world which cancels nature's right and wrong, 
And caſts nero wifdom : ev'n the grave man tends 


His folemn ſace, to countenance the coin. 

_ Wiſdom for parts is madneſs for the whole. 
This ſtamps the paradox, and gives us leave 58 5 
To call the wiſeſt weak, the richeſt poor, 
The moſt ambitious, omamadicions, mean ; 
In triumph, mean; and abject, on a throne. 
Nothing can moke it leſe than mad-in man, 
8 put forth all his ardour, all his art, 
And give his foul her full unbounded flight, 
But reaching Him, who gave her wings to fly. | 
eu bliad ambition quite miliakes her road, 


Ard downward pores, for that 2 ſhines 


ahove, 

Sub ſtantial happineſs, and true renown; 
hen, like an idiot, gazing ou the brook, 
e leap at ſtars, and faſten in the mud; 

At glary graſp, and faik in infamy. | 

Ambition ! powerful ſource of ad and in 
Tuy ſtrength in man, litze length of wing in 
| birds, 400 
When diſengag'd from earth, witli greater calc, 

And ſwifter flight tranſports us to the this; 

N; toys entangled, or in guilt bemir d. 
It turns a curle : it is our chain. aud ſcourge, 

in this dark duagecn, where confin'd we lic. 
_ Cloſe-grated by the ſordid bars of ſinſe, 

1 prolpec of eternity ſhut out; 

ante but for errecntian, ne'er ſæt free. 

Vith error in ambition juſtly charg d, 

re Lorenzo wiſer in his weultb? 
oat if thy rental [ reform? and drave 

AZ inventory neu to ſæt thee right? 1 

'vy here thy 7 true trecfure ? Gold Gys, © Not ia 

me: 

« Net in me,“ the diamond. Gold is 

| ar ; 

ins inſolvent ; ; ſeek it in thyſelf, 
thy naked ſelf, and find it there; 

berg: is deſcended, form d: end d; 


3 


2nd, 


475 
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YOUNG'S POEMS. 
To wy 2 pride! which had wich horror 


Sky-born, ſey-guided, ſey- returning race ! 

Erect, immortal, rational, divine ! 

In ſenſes, which inherit earth, and heavens; 

Enjoy the various riches nature yields; 

Far nobler ! give the riches they enjoy; 

Give taſte to fruits; and harmony to groves; : 

| Their = beams to gold, and gold's bright 

e; 

Take in, at once, the landſcape of the world, 425 

At a ſmall inlet, which a grain might cloſe, 

And half create the wondrous world they ſee. 

Our ſenſes, as our reaſon, are divine 

But for the magic organ's powerful charm, 

„ were a rude, uncolour d chaos, ſtill. 430 
Oljec?s are but th* occaſion; ours th* expleit ; 

"or rs is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint, 


422 


I Which nature's admirable picture draws; 
2 
To doat on aught may lcave us, or be Jefc, 37 5 


And beautifies creation's ample dome. 

Like Milton's Eve, when gazing on the lake 435 

Man makes the matchleſo image, man admires, 

ay; _ Shall man, his cor or all 3 2 
d. 


Superior wonders in himſelf ſorgot, 
His admiration waſte on objects round, 
When heaven makes him the ſoul of all he ſees? 


440 
Abſurd! not rare ſo , ſo mean, is man. 
| What wealth in ſenſes ſuch as theſe! What wealth 


In fancy, fir'd to form a fairer ſcene 
| Than ſenſe ſurveys! In memory's firm record, 
"J Which, thould it p-riſh, could this world recall 


xe rom the dark ſhadows of o 'erwhelming years! | 


4 In colours ſreſh, originally bright, 
390 


Preſerve its portrait, and report its fate! 
What wealth in intclle&, that ſovereign power! 8 
Which. ſenſe and fancy ſummons to the bar; 450 
* uterrogates, approves, or reprehends; | 

And from the maſs thoſe wnder/iogs im 
From their materials ſiſted, and refiu'd, 
And in trutb's balance accurately weigh'd, 
Forms art, and ſcience, povernment, and law; 
The ſol . baſis, and the beauteous frame, 
'The vitals, and the grace of civil life ! 
| {and manners (ſad exception !) ſet aſide, 
Strikes out, with maſter hand, a copy fair 


| 


1 


ala 
Long, long, ere 3 tecm'd, plann'd ban | 
bliſs. | 
What =vealth in ſouls that ſoar, dive, range 
| around, . 


Dicksining limit, or from place, or time; . 
And hear at once, in thought extenſive, hear 


I 


TW Almighty Fiat, and the Trumpet”s found 14 465 


Bold, on creation's out ſide walk, and view | 

What was, and is, aud more than e er ſhall be; 

Commanding, with omnipotence of thought, 

Creations new in faucy's field to riſe! 

Souls, that can graſp whate'er th' Almighty | 
made, | 47 

And wander * through things impoſſible! 

is What wealth, in faculties of endlel growth, 

In quenchleſs puſſiont violent to crave, 

In liberty to chule, in power to reach, 

And in duration (how thy riches rife 1) 

Doration to 2 — 0 


| 
| 


64 
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reſides in ſecble man Ot ſuch inherent firength and majeſty, 
7 4 4 Is virtze's, then, unknown? | Not worlds poſſeſt can raiſe it; worlds deſtroy d 


Virtue, our preſent peace, our future prize. Can't injure; which holds on its glorious 

Man's unprecarious, natural eſtate, 4%0 courſe, 

Improveable at will, in virtue lies; When thine, O Nature / ends; too bleſt to 
[ Its tenure ſure; its income is divine. | mourn 


| HFligh-built abundance, heap on heap! ſor Creation's obſequies. What treaſure, this / 540 
| 5 wha The Meuarcb is a beggar to the Man. ES 
| To breed new wants, and beggar us the more ; Ages paſt, yet nothing gone! 

Then, make a richer ſcramble for the throng ? | Morn without eve! d we wears 

485 | Unſhorten'd by progreſſion infinite ! : 

Soon as this feeble pulſe, which leaps ſo long Futurity for ever future ! Life 3 549 
Almoſt by miracle, is tir'd with play, Beginning ſtill where computation ends! . 

Like rubbiſh from diſploding engines thrown, | "Ts the deſcription of a Deity / 


Our magazines of hoarded trifles fly ; I Tis the deſcription of the meaneft ave - 

Fly diverſe ; fly to foreigners, to foes; 490 The meaneſt flave dares then Lorenzo ſcorn? 

New-maſters court, and call the former fool The meaneſt flave thy ſovereign glory thares, 550 
(How juſtly!) for dependance on their ſtay. Proud youth! faſtidious fide the lower —_ 


Wide ſcatter, firſt, our play-things; then our | Man's lareſul pride includes humility; 
duſt. 


Stoops to the loweſt; is too great to find 
Doſt court abundance for the fake of peace? | Inferiors; all immortal! brothers all! 


Learn, and lament thy ſelf-defeatcd {ſcheme : 495 | Proprictors «ternal of thy love. 


| $53 
Riches enable to be richer ſtill ; | | Jmmortal! What can ſtrike the ſen/e ſo ſtroug, 
And, richer /lill, what mortal can reſiſt? As this the /eul? It thunders to the thought; 
Thus wealth (a cruel taſk-maſter!) enjoins | Reaſon amazes; gratitude o'erwhelms; 
New toils, ſucceeding toils, an endleſs train! | No more we ſlumber on the brink of fate; 
And murders pcace, which taught it firſt to ſhine. Rous'd at the found, th' canking foul. "afcends, 
1 5 5co 560 
The poor are balf as wretched as the rich ; And breathes her native air ; an air that feeds 
Whole proud and painful privilege it is, Ambitions high, and fans ethereal fires; | 
At once, to bear a double load of ad] | 1 kindles all that is divine within us : EY 
To feel the ſtings of envy, and of want, Nor leaves one loitering thought bencath the 
| Outrageous want! both ludies cannot cure. 50g __ kar * 
A competence is vital to content. Has not Lorenzos boſom caught the flame? 
Much wealth is corpulence, if not diſeaſe; 1 563 
Sick, or incumber'd, is our happineſs, mortal Were but ene immortal, how _ 
A competence is all we can enjoy. Would others envy! How would thrones adore! 
Obe content, where heaven can give no more! Becauſe tis common, is the bleſſing loſt? 
1 | | 510 How this ties up the bounteous hand of heaten! 
E Move, like a flaſh of water from a lock, 5 O vin, vain, vain, all elſe _— 1 wo 
Wickcus our ſpirits movement for an hour; A glorious, aud a needfut refuge, that, | 
| : But ſoon its force is ſpent, nor riſe our joys | From vile impriſonment, in abje& VIEWS. 
Above our native temper's common ſtream. _ | "Tis immortality, tis that alone, 
: | _ Hence diſappointment lurks in every prize, 515 Amid liſe's pains, abaſement, emptineſs, DES 
4 bees in flowers; and ſtings us with ſucceſs. The foul can comfort, elevate, and fl. 373 


= The rich man, who denies i it, proudly feigns ; | That only, and that amply, this performs; 
6 Nor knows the wiſe are privy to the lye. | Lifts us above life's pains, her joys above; 
55 Much learning ſhews how little mortals Eno ; Their terror thoſe A ard theſe their luſtre Joſe; 


OF = Much wealth, how little wordlings can enjoy ; 520 | Eternity depending covers all; 5 ö 
+ At beſt, it babies us with endleſs toys, Eternity depending all 9 80 9 
7: | Aud keeps us children till we drop to duſt. | Sets earth at diſtance; caſts her into ſhades; ; 
A4 «s˖ monkeys at a mirror ſtand amaz'd, I Blends her Aa abrogates her powers; 
| They fail ro find what they ſo plainly ke; | The low, the lofty, joyous, and fevere, 8 
+ | Thus men, in ſhining riches, ſee the face 525 | Fortune's dread frowns, and faſcinating ſmai! le”. 
1 Of happineſs, nor know it is a ſhade; Make one prormiicuous and neglected heap, 535 
| | But gaze, and touch, and Peep, and peep again, | The man beneath; if | may call him man, | 
And wiſh, and wonder it is abſent ſtill, ' Whom Immortality's full force inſpires. 4 
| How * can reſcue opulence from want! | Nothing terreſtrial touches his high thought; 
Who lives to nature, rarely can be poor; 530 Suns e unſeen, and thunders roll unheard, h 


| Who lives to fancy, never can be rich. By minds quite conſcious of their high cclcert, 
Poor is the man in debt; the man of gold, 300 — 
In debt to fertune, trembles at her power. Their preſent province, and their furure 17 . 
The man of reaſon (miles at her, and dgath, Divinely darting upward cory . W. | 
Oba a Patrimony tlas! A my 5251 Warm ok the w ing, in £04 4 $21 | 1 


| 
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Doubt you this truth? 
lief? 
I earth's whole orb by ſore due diſtanc'd eye 595 
Were ſeen at once, her towering Alps would fink, 
And levcl'd Atlas leave an even ſphere. 


Thus earth, and ell that earthly minds admire, 


| ds fwallow's in Frernity's vaſt round. 


Time 's toys ſubſide ; and equal all below. 


What flave unbl:/t, who from to-morrow” s dawn 


5 py thron 


And what a ſceptre waits us! what a throne ! 


In this her dark minority, how toils, 


"Co that ſtupendous view, when ſauls awake, 60 
So large of late, ſo monntainous to mas, 


Enthuſiaſtic, this ? Then all are weak, 
But rank enthuſiaſts. To this godlike height 
Some ſouls have ſoar d; or martyrs nc'cr had 
bled. TE, 603 
And all may do, what has by men been done. 
Who, beaten by theſe ſublunary ſtorms, 


Boundleſs, interminable joys can weigh, 


VUnraptur 4, unexalted, uninflum'd ? 


610 
ts an empire? He forgets his chain. 
'd in thought, his uh/ent ſceptre waves. 


Her own inamenſe appointments to compute, 
Or comprehend her high prerogatives, 615 
How vainly pants, the human ſoul divine ! 
Too great the bounty ſeems for earthly joy: 
What heart but trembles at ſo ſtrange a bliſs ? 

In ſpite of all the truths the Muſe has fung, 


620 
Ne*er to be priz'd enou; ah ! enough revoly'd } 


Are there who wrap "the world fo cloſe about 


them, 


| They ſee no farther than the clouds; and dance | 


On heedleſs vanity's fantaſtic toe, 


i ms, Snider mn... Gas | 


| Headleng they plunge, where end boch dane 


Are there, Lorenzo? Is it 
] Are there on earth let me not call them men) 
Who lodge 2 ſoul immortal in their breatts;, 


and fong ? 


poſſthle ? 


Unconſcious as the mountain ot its ore; 


Or rock, of its ineſtimable gem? 


When rocks ſhall melt, and mountains vaniſh, theſe 


Shall know their treaſure ; treaſure, 1d, no more. 


Are there (ſtill more amazing !) who reſiſt 


The riſing theuglit ? who mother, in its birth, 635 | 


The glorious tri. er? who ſtrug rale to he h ares f 


_ Who through 1. is boſom-berricr burt their » Ys. 


And, with revers'd ambition, ſtrive to fink 


Who labour downwards tarough tu' oppoiing 
| powers 


Oß inflinct, reaſon, and the world aga! :nft them, 640 


To diſmat hopes, aud ſhelter in the ſock 


Ot endlets night; 
Who fight the proofs of immortality '# 


ſtill darker than the grave's? 


With horrid zeal, and execralle arts, 


Worzk all their engines, level their black fires, 4 


To lot from man this attribute divine, 


[Than vital blood far dearer to the wile) 


L;aſphemers, and rank atheiſts to then ſel ver? 
To cautradi d them, 12e all nature rife! 


| What object, what eveut, the moon beneath, 6:0 


Eut argues, or endeare, an 
To 1.<fer proves, or wees it to diyire# 


ſter-ſcene? 


\ 


| Lorenzo, to this heavenly Delphos haſte ; 
| And come back all-immortal; dine : : 


630 


| Zeal and bunility her wings, to heaven. 


| All dies into new life. 


| 


With her grecn chaplet, and ambroſial flowers, 
| Droops into pallid Autumn: Winter grey, 
| Horrid with froit, and turbulent with ſtorm, 


' 


| Favonian, from warm chambers of the ſouth, 
{Emblems of man, who paſſes, not expires | 
Wien this minute diſtinction, emblems jul, = 3 
— | 
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All things proclaim it zcedf/ ; ſome advance 
One precious ſtep beyond, and prove it ſure. 
A thouſand arguments ſwarm round my pen, bs 
From _ and earth, and man. 

w bY 
By nature, as her common habit, worn; 
So preſſing Providence a truth to teach, | 
Which truth untaught, all other 1 were vain. 
Thou! whoſe all-providential Eye ſurveys, 66s 


| Whoſe Haad directs, whoſe Spirit fills and warms 


Creation, and holds empire far — 
Eternity's Inhabitant auguſt ! 
Of two Eteruities amazing Lord ! | 
One paſt, ere man's or an ug aa 
Aid ! whike I reſcue from the foe's aſſault | 
T by glorious Immortality in man : 

A theme for ever, and for all, of weight, | 
of moment infinire ! but reliſh'd moſt 
By thote who love Thee moſt, who moſt ador-. 


670 
daughter, ever-changing birth 


8 


66; 


Nature, thy 


Ol Thee the Great Immutable, to man 


Speaks wiſdom; is his oracle ſupreme ; | 
And he who moſt conſults her, is moſt wiſe. 
6756 
Look nature through, tis 3 all; 15 
All change; no death. Day follows night; and 


night 


The dying day; ftars riſe, and ſet, and riſe; 


Earth takes thy example. See, the Summer gay, - 
680 


Blows Autumn, aud his golden fruits, away: 
Then melts into the Spring: Sott Spring, with 
breath 685 


Recalls the init. All to re-flouriſh, fades; 
As iu a wheel, all ſinks, to einn. 5 


Nature revolvcs, but man advances ; both 


| Eternal, thut a circle, this a lin. 
That gravitates, tbis ſoars. Th' aſpiring foul, 


Ardent, and tremuleus, like flame, aſcends, 
65 | 
The world of matter, with its various forms, 


Life born from dcath 
Rolls the vaſt mafs, aud [t:a!] for ever roll, 


No ſingle atom, once in being, loſt, 8 
ii With change of counſel charges the Moſt High. | 


= What hence infers Lorenzo? Can it be! 

_ | Adatter immortal? And ſhall Spirit die? 
Above the nobler, ſhall leſs noble riſe ? 
Shall Man alone, tor whom all eiſe revives, 
No reſurrection know ? Shall Man alone, 705 


imperial Man ! be ſown in barren 


ground, 


Leis privileg'd than grain, on which he feeds? | 
Is Man, in whom alone is power to prize | 

The bliſs of being, ©; with previous pain 

Deplore its period, by the ſpleen of fate, 


710 


| Severely . aeath's a 2 
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If nature's revolution ſpeaks aloud, What lengths of Abour'd lands! what leaded ſcas! 
In her gradatian, hear her louder ſtill. | Laordra | y mon for p! eaſure, wealth, or | 
Look nature through, tis neat grada!ion all. Seas, winds, and plagets, into ſervice brwugnt, ? 
By what minute deg Zrees her ſcale aſcends! 715 | His art 1 it ge. and promote is ends. 
Each middle nature join d at each extreme, _ | Nor can th' eternal roc ts l. is will wichſtand; 770 
To tkat above it join d, to that beneath. What levee mountains! and what litted wales! ! 
 Part+, into parts reciprocally lace, O'er valrs and mountains ſiunptuous e; cities fwell, 
Abhor pivorce: what love of union reigns! And gud our landfcape with their gl. tiring ſpires. 


a. 


Here, dormant matter waits a call to life; 720} Some mid the wondering waves mazeti: riſe; 

Half-lite, half-death, join there; here, life and} And Neptune holds a mirror to that charms. 77S | 
| ſenſe ; | Far greater ſtill! (what enn net mortal might {1 

There, ſenſe from reaſon ſteals a glimmering ray; Sce, wide dominiors ravith*t trum the deep 

Reaſon ſiines out in man. But how preſerv'd The narrow'd deep with indignat ion foams, 


The chain unbroken upward, to the realms. | Or f. uthward turn; to delicute aud grand, | 
Ot incorporeal life? thoſe realms of bliſs, *25| The finer arts there ripen in the fan. | 730 
Where death, hath no domi nion? Grant a make | How the tall temples, as to meer their gude, 
| Half. mortal, half-immertal; earthy, part, | Aſcend the ſkies! the proud triumphal arch 
| And part ethereal ; yrant the ſoul of man Shews us halt heaven bencath its ample | i.ctd. 
Eternal; or in man the ſeries ends, | High chrough mid air, Lere, . ſtreams are taught to 
Wide yawns the gap; connection is no more; 730 flow ; 
Check'd * halts; her next ſtep wants ſup- | Whole rivers, therr, laid by in haſons, fleep. 755 
| pott; 3 plains turn oceans; Hbere, vaſt. ocrans join 
1 Striving to climb, the tumbles from her ſcheme ; Through kingdoms channel'd deep from ſhore to | 
1 A ſcheme, analogy pronounced ſo true; „ 
Analagy, man's ſureſt guide below. 5 Pr chang's creation takes its face from man. 
| | 8 Thus far, all nuture calls oa thy belief. 735 Beats thy brave breaſt for formidable ſcenes, 
* And will Lorenzo, careleſs of the call, | Where fame and empire wait upon the [word? 790 
Falſe atteſtation on all nature charge, Ice field, in blood; bear naval abated rs riſe; 
| Rather than violate his league with death? ? Britanbia's voice | "that awes the world ta peact, 
RNenounce his reaſon, rather than renounce How yon enormous mole projecting breaks 
—4 - The duſt delov d, and run the riſque of heaven * ? } Che mid fea, furious waves! Their roar amidft, 
| | | 740 Out-tpeaks the Deity, and ſays, O main! 795 
| -O whae indignity to deatklefs fouls! _ Thus far, not farther; neo refra2ints obey.” 
What treaſon to the majeſty of man! I Farth's difemboweP'd ! meat:r'd are the fcics! 
O man immortat! Here the lofty iyle Ig tars are detected in their deep receſs! | 
f fo decreed, th' Almighty Will be done. Creation widens! vanquifk' nature yicld- 
Lt earth diſſolve, yon ponderous orbs deſcend | Her tf: crets arc extorttd ! art prevails! | | 
5 73, What u- mnument of genius, ſpirit, power! = 
„ And TY us into duſt. The /cul ſaſe And now. Lorenzo! raptur'd at this if“ ,, 
pe man emerges; mounts above the wre ck, Whoſe glories render heaven ſuperfluous ! ſay, 
As towering flame from nature's iuperal pyre; { Whoſe foorf eps theſe ?— mm; tf have been here, 
| © Ofer devaſtation, as a gainer, ſiniles ; Could le(s than fouls immortal this have done? For 
1 * His charter, his. inviolable rights, 730 Larth's cover'd o'er witn . ch fla 1. 
| Well pleus d to learn from thunder's impotence, mortal ; | 
« Deatk's pointlets Garts, and hell's defeated | And proofs of immortality forcot. „ 
. ſtorms.“ I To flatter (hy grand foible, [ confeſ:, | 
. But theſe chimeras touch not thee, Lorenzo ! | Theſe are emtition's works: and thief are great: 
| The glories of the world thy ſevenfold * I | Bat An, the leaſt immortal fouls can d 8 
1 Other ambition than of crowns in air, 755 | Tranſcend them all—But what can tie: t. feed: | 
And ſuperlunary felicitie, I] | Doft aſk me what?—One ſigk for the 4 
| Thy boſom warm. I'll cool it, if Ican; 3 {| What then for infilels? A deeper h =—_ 
And turn thoſe glories that inchant. 3 thee. | "Tis moral grandeur makes th 1; Ekty mar: 
What ties thee to this life, proclaims the next. How little they, who think Gigi: a fret b % 
l wile, the cauſe that wounds thee is thy cure. 760 | | IF 
Come, my ambitious I let us mount together z All our 3 death n bort ee 
(To mount, Lorenzo never can refuſe); And that it crowns, Here ceafe we: but. Edt . 
And from the clouds, where pride delights to dwell, | long, | 
Look down — canth.—What ſceſt thou? Wond- More powerful proof ſhall take the field ag wr 
| rous things! | thee, 
e chat eclipſe the ſkies. 765 Stronger than death, and ſmiling at %% ton 
OL. | | 1 or 


'---, —_— ſome very ſmall aPPcarancces in theirs favour, 
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REIN G THE SECOND PART OF 


THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 
_ Containing the Nature, Proof, and Importance, 


of IuNMORTALIT r. 
2 —— 


PREF.\CE. | 

we are af wir with the per, it were well 
| if we were at wwar with the manners, of France 

A land of levity is a land of guilt. A ſerious 
mind i: the native ſoil of every virtue; and the ſingle 
char er that does true honour to mankind, The 
ſoul's immortality bas been the Favourite theme 
with the (ecious of all ages. Nur is it flrange; it is 
a ſubjets by far the moſs intcrefting, and important, 
that can enter the mind "nf man. Of hirheſt moment | 
this ſubject always was and alzvays will be. Yet this 
its bighef# moment ſeems to admit” of increaſe, at this 
day; 4 fort of occaſional impor tance is ſuperud/ied 10 
_ the natural weight of it; if that opinion which is ddl. 


_ wanced in the preface to the preceding Night, be 5uft. | | 


t is there ſuppoſed, that all our infidels, whatever 
ſtheme, for argument t ſake, and 30 heep themſelves in 
_ countenance, they patronixe, are betrayed into their de- 


plorable error, by ſome doubt of their immortality, at 
the boitom. And the more I conjulcr this pcint, the 


more I am perſuaded of the truth of that opinion. 
ry / hough the diſtruſt of a futurity is a ſtrange error; vet 


| it is an error into which bad men may naturally be |: 


- diftreſed. Fer it is impaſible to bid d. ſauce ta final | 
ruin, without ſome reſuge in imagination, fome pre- 


Jumption of eſcape. And rt · hal preſumption is there? | 


There ure b-. t two in nature; but tævo, within the 
' compaſs of human thought. And th:ſe are— That ei- 
| ther God will not, or can not puniſs., C::ſtdering the 
divine attributes, the firſt is to» groſs to be dxeficd by | 
our ſtrongeſ! wiſh:s. And fince omuipotence is as 
much a divine attribute as holineſs, that God cannot 
puniſo, is as abſurd a ſuppoſition as the former. G 
— can funiſo as long as ride men exiſt, In 
' non=exiflence, therefogg, is their wnly refug:; and, con- 
ſequently, non-exiſtence is their firungeſt wiſh. And 
ſtrong wiſces bave a range in iuence or our opinions 
| they bias the julgment in a manner, almeſt, incvedicte. 
Aid ſince on this member of their alternative, there 


end none at all on the other, they catch at this read, 
bey lay hold on this chimera, to fave there/clues from 
the foock and borrur of an immediate and abſolute 
„„ 

On reviewing my ſulfect, by the li Like liel this 
ergument, and others of like tenden:y .* threw upon it, 
T wer more inclined than ever to purſue it, as it ah. 
feare! to me to Arile direcl iz at the main root of all 
sur infidelity, In the felowing pages it ti, accord 
#ncly, purſued at large; and [me argume is for in- 
marta. ity, net at leaſt to me, are 2 on in th-m, 
There alſo the writer bas made an attempt to ſet the 
groſs abſurdities and berrers of anmhilation in a fuller 


ce mere aff. Aing view, than is CI think) to be met 


with elſexvhere. | 


Lt * 2 for "boſe ſake thi attempt was 
fr, Projys greu. 26miration jor the wiſuun 


4-10 Foy mx; 


ollorvirg matter of ful! 


angry: and angry at bis laft buur ; 


S POEMS. 


of heathen antiquity : wha! pity it 1s Yey are not g. 
cere ! If they were ſincere, how wvoull it nrortiſy M ney 
to confuler, with ah coul empt and abborrence their 
notions would buy heen received by thoſe whom they ſo 
much admire ! What degree of conte mt and abhorrence 
avcould fall to their Pore, may he conject ured by the 
(in my opinion } extremely 
| memorable. Of ail ther beiithen wer ter, Yorrate; 
(it is tell inonon) Toa: the moſt guarded, iſp tonate, 
an comp ſed: get this great moſtey of trauper was 
ans angry with 
his friend; and angry for what deſerved acknonledre- 
ment; angry for a right and tender inflance of true 
friendfoip towards him. Is not this ſurpriſing Whar 
could be the cauſe * The cauſe was for bis borour ;, it 
was a truly noble, thongh perhaps, à too prnitilious, 
regard for immortality : for bis friend aſking him, 
with ſuch an aſſocdinnate coucern as became a friend, 
* Where be ſbonlu deprfite his remains? it was re- 
ſented by Socrates, as implyins a diſþonourable Suppoſe - 
tion, that he could be V mean, as to heve à regard for 
Any thing, cn in bimſ [f\, that was not immort.l, 
This fat# well conſidered twunuld make our in ſi lela 
Twithilraw their admiration from Socrates ; or make them. 
endeavour, by their intimatian of this Hluftrious example, 
to gare his glory: and, conſequently, it would incline 
them to peruſe the folloxi ing pages with candour and im- 
pertiality : which is all 7 Aire; and that, for their 
ſakes; for I am herſualed, hes an unprejudiced in dt 
muſt, nec. . * recei ue Jeans I * uns 
from thera. | : 


' CONTENTS OF THE SEVENTH NIGHT. 


Nature, in prof of iminortality : here, otbers are 
dratum from Man: from his Diſcontent, Yer. 29; 
from his Paſſions and Powers, 64; from the gradual = 

croreth of Reaſon, 1; from bis fear of Death, 36 
from the nature of Hope, TOA, and of Vir rue, I 39. . | 
from Knowledge and Love, an being the mrſt cffential 
properties of the ſoul, 253; from the Order of Crea- 
tion, 290, &c from the nature of Ambition, 337, &c. 
Avarice, 460; Pl afurc, 477: 4 dure '0n on the 
grandeur of the Pailions, 521. Immortality alone 
renders our preſent /iate intelligible, 45. An objec- 
tion from tbe Stoics 4iſ0:li-f of immortality anſeorr- = 
ed, 585. Endleſs queſtions unreſolvable, but on ſuppo- 


| / tion of our immortality. Geb. The natural, moſt | 


melincholy, and pathetic complaint of a roorthy ma 
un ler the prrſuufiag of ng luturity, 653, &c. The 
grofs abſurditics and horror: of annihilation urge Dame 
on Lerenzo, 842, &c. The foul 40 vaſt importance, 
9900, &c. from awhence it ar'/rs, 178. The Diſ- 
ficub y of being an inf el, 1131, the lnfamy, 1148, 
the Cauſe, 1183, and ihe Character, 1203, F an 
ir ail ſtate. What true free-thinking is, 1217. The 
neceſſary puniſoment of the fulſe, 1271. Man's ruin 
is frum himiclt, 1 303. An in ſiuel accuſes bimjclf of 5 
guilt, and hypocriſy; and that of the worſt fort, 1319. 
His obligation to Chriitians, 1327. What dunger he 

incurs by Virtuc,1345. Vice recommended to bim, 1364. 
His high pretences to Virtue and Benevolence, ex- 
ploded, 1373. The concliſion, on the nature of Faith, 


1427. Reaſon, 1439; and Hope, 1443; ; with an 


| apolory ts this attempt, 14 70, 


IN the Arib Night arguments were Sewn from 
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| L EAVEN gives the nerdſul, but neglected, 
call. 
What day, what hour, but knocks at human 
leur! 8. 
To wake the foul : ſenſe of fu- ure ſoenvs ? 
Doll ſtand, bke Me: curve, it ev ry way, 
Aud kin bunt us to our journey's end. £ 
Pope, who couliit make immer! art thou 
dead? 

1 give thee joy nor will! nike my leave; ; 
So ſuon to fulliow Nian but dives in deatti; 
Dives from the ſun, in fairer day to riſc ; 
The gravy, lis ſautorranecan rhad to piſs. 

Yes, infiuite indulggnct plan: d it fo; 

Through various parts our plorious ry runs; 
Time gives the hy face, f Le unrolls 

The volume oor unreine, of human fte, 
Ti. 
The worti's a prophecy of workis to come; 
and wh, what 9 foretels (who ſpeaks in; 

th *, 
Still louder than in wid } ſhall dare deny ? 
It nature”- arguments apprar tuo weaks, 
Turn a new jeat, and ſtronger read in man. 
If man feeps on untaught by what he . 
Luan he prove inſidel to What he ferls ? 
He, whoſe blind thaught futurity denies, 
__ Unconſciuus bears, Beller ophou ! like thee, 
Zis own indictment ; he condemns hill © 
Who reads his b ſom, reads immortal Life; 5 
„. nature, there, impoſing on her ſons, 
Has written fabl a; man was mate u Hye. 
Why ciijſcunt nt for ever harbour'd there? 

lacur he con ſumpt ion of our peace! 
Krlalve me, why the c g er and ling, 

Hu whom fea-fever* realms obey, and he 
Who tt-ais his whole dominion from the waite, 
Repelling winter blalls with mud and firaw, 

Diſquicted alike, draw ſigh tor ſigh, 
in fate fo diſtan', m con: plalut lo near? 
ba 1c, that things terre tal can't content? 
Deep in rich paſture, will thy flocks compluin . 
Not 10; but to their maſter i» deny'd 
To ih; we their Iweer +. Man, 
| cate, | Tn 
In his, nut His oon place e, this f foreign field, 
ere nature fodders him veith other f. ed 
hau was ora 1 d his cravinws t, ſuffico, 
Door 11 zbundanee, tamiſn'd at a fcaſt, 
Suh), on tor loinething wore, When mo? enjoy*o. 4s | 
+ heaven then kinder ro thy flocks than thee : 
Not to; thy puiture richer, but remote; 
in part, remote; for that remoter part 
Man birg's from y_—_ thewgh perhoys,. Je- 
valch' d 
2 ene, his reaſon 2: eps, 
caule. | 
the eauic how obvious, when lis rt 9 M akcs a 
His vrict is but his srundeur in diſgzutte; 
Aud Auconteht is ammoriciuly. 


1G 


20 


4 


ill a: 


nur dreams the 


ow 


. * + * . + 
Kit che e. 


th and ſhes * already have proclaint”.. 15 


Zet oy their hopes on mh, and ſtable bere 


wad Vhy o his proud prerog:tive the prey ? 
RATS le. pre-eminent in rank, than pain 
| Hi, "444 tali alone can tell; 

Full amp!c fun to batance all amiſs, 

| Ar ed, 


| | That 


331 
Shall ſons of zther, ſhall the blood of heaven 


» ith brutal acquieſcerce in the mire ? = 
Lorenzo! no! they ſhall be nubiy pain'd; 

he giorious eie er, Giltreſs'd, ſhall ſigh 

O thrones; and thou ceng ratuluie the ſigh: 

Man's miſery declares F in born tor bliſs ; bo 


His anzims Kart afler's the truth 1 ſing, 

Amt gives the /ceftic in his head the Lye. 
Our heads, our hearts, Our paſfons, and our 

puter, 

5penk the Lu- language; call us to the ſkics ; 

Unripen” d the in this inclement clime, 

warce rife above conjecture and millake ; - 
Aud for this land of t ifles thoſe too Arnag 

= umuſtubus rite, and tempeſt hunan lide 8 


65 


| What pre on earth can pay us for the ttorm ? 


Veet Ghetts for our po/ſione, heaven oidzain'd, 


© 
Ou &- that challenge all their fire, and we - 
Jo fault, but in defect : Pleſt Heaven! avert 
o :::Qed ardour for unbouuded bliſs ! 
} For «a 51118 withurinded 7 fur heneath 
A foul immortal, is a mortal oy. 


: of 75 
Nor ate our e ri to periſh immature; 0 
bk ter fehle effort eve, beneath 

bieter lut', and in a nobler foil, 


| i 'ranſr |: tete d rom this {ev} lunary bed, 


Shan Roar fair, aud put forth all thei- 
bloom. 80 


R af.n Progr eſſive. i. ſtinct 1 18 complete; : 


Swift Hie leaps; Now reaſon feebly climbs. | 
1 rut. s Yoon their zenith reach; 


their little all 

los in at once; in ages they no more 
Could know, or do, ur covet, or cujoy. 

Were man to live coe val with the ſun, 


. 85 


Ihe patriarch-pupil would be learning fin; | 


Yer, dyn, lcave his leſſon half unlearut. 


4 ſs pe ld is ar Vance, as if the ſun 


works ſet ere non, in efern oceans Crown® 
ti ft with dizzy illuſtrious to compare, 
he tun's m-ridian with the. ſed of man. 


439 


Io man, why, ftep-dame nature ! fo ſevere? 
3* 


Why thrown aſide thy maſter picce ——— 

winle meaner efforts thy laſt hand enjoy? 75 | 

or, if abortively poor man muſt die, 

Nur reach, what reach he might, why die in 
Aral? | 

Why curtt with foreſight ? Wiſe ta milery ? 


2 


9 


10 


„the tale iu favour of the juſt l 
lis ieurialit, alone can ſolve 
a ' he $i Ku d: Suααν,, l. u man hape ; ; 
Of all the darkeſt, if at drath we die. 
ige, car hope, th! aff. lin of cur joy, 
All pr ſeut blcthags treadiug under tobt, 
ts frarce- a mitder tyrant than N 
il. un palt foils choi,tent, fill p! lanuing new, 1 OY 
„ Lurv5 us o'er to death along tur en:. 


7 
Pf inn, very more taiteiefs than puyu's ” 
* . 


E 


Why 1s aw. 8 far dearec chan a re? 
wiſh z2ccomplih's, why, 4 Zra vc 1. 
bi 5 | 


| So rages appetite, if man can't mount, 


| 6-4 8 — * ow, . . : 
Then vice is virtue; tis our fovercign good. . 


„ 


. 
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Becauſe, in the great future bury'd deep, 


Beyond our plans of empire, and renown, 
Lies all that man with ardour ſhould purſue ; 
| hy He _ _ him, bent him to the right. 
| n'> keart th” Almighty to the future ſet 
By fecret and inviolable . * 
And makes his hope his ſublunary joy. | 
Man's heart eats all things, and is hungry ſtill; 
More. more !” the glutton cries: for fome- 
thing new | 


He vil deſcend He ſtarves on the paßt. 125 
Hence, the world's maſter, from ambition's ſpire, 
in Caprea plung'd; and div'd beneath the brute. 
In that rank ſty why wallow'd cmpire's fon 
Supreme? Becauſe he could no higher fly; 
His vior was ambition in deſpair. | 
Old Rome conſulted birds; Lorenzo! thou, 
W ich more ſucceſs, the flight of bope ſurvey ; = 
Of reſtleſs hope, for ever on the wing. : 
High-perch'd o'er every thought that falcon fits, 
To fly at all that riſes in her fight ; 135 
And, never ſtooping, but to mount again 
Next moment, ſhe betrays her aim's miſtake, 


130 


— And owns her quarry lpdg'd beyond the grave. 


1 kere ſhould it fail us (it muſt fail us there, 


If being fails} more mournſul riddles rife, 140 
And virtue vies with bope in myſtery. 
Why virtue ? Where us praiſe, its being, fled ? 


Virtue is true ſelt-intereſt purſued : : 
What true ſelf-intereſt of quite-mortal man? 


A vice (as fometimes) is our friend on carth, 


In Je applae is victue's golden prize; 
No ſ li-applaufe attends it on thy ſcheme; 
ve hence icif-applauſe? From couſcicace of the 
—_ . 150 
Aud what is right, but means of happineſs? 
No nicans of happineſe when virtue yields; 
That baſis failing, falls the building too, 

And lays in ruin every virtuous joy. | = 
/ The rigid guardian of a blameleſs heart, 155 
S0 long rever'd, fo long wiſe, 5 
ls weak; with rank knight-errantries o er- run. 

Why beats thy boſom with illuſtrious dreams 
Ol ſelf-expoſure, laudable, and great? . 
Ol gallant enterprize, and glorious death? 160 
Die for thy country? Thou romantic ſool! 
Scize, ſeize the plank thyft If, and let her ink: 
Thy country / what to Thee ?—The Godbead, what ? 
(1 ſpeak . awe !) though He ſhould bid thee 


If, with thy blood, thy fnal hope is ſpilt, 265 


Not can Omnipotence reward the blow, 
Be deaf; preſerve thy being; dilobey. 
Nor is it diſobedience: know, Lorenzo! 
 Whate'er th' Almighty's ſubſequent command, 
| His firſt command is is :—* Man, love thyfclf.” 
| F” 170 
In this alone, ſree- agents are not free. = 
Exiſtence is the baſis, bliſs the prize; 
if virtue colts exiſtence, tis a crime; 
Bold violation of our law ſupreme, 5 
Black ſuicide; though vations, which conſult x75 


120 


Since virtue ſometimes ruins us on earth, 


22 N | TeNZu, 


| Thy boaſt ſupreme, a wild ahf 


1 ſtings. | 


POEMS. 


| Their gain, at thy expence, reſound 
Since virtue s recompence is doubtful, here, 
If man dies wholly, well may we demand, 
W by is man ufer d to be good in vain ? 
Why to be good in vain, is man injoin'd? 
Why to be good in vain, is man betray'd? 
Betray'd by traitors Jody'd in his own breaſt, 
By ſweet complacencies from virtue felt ? 
Why whiſpers nature lyes on virtue's paft? 
Or it blind inſtinc (which aſſumes the name 18; 
Of ſacred conſcience) plays the fool in man, * 
Why reaſon made accomplice in the cheat ? 
Why are the 2oiſeſt loudeſt in her praiſe? 
Can man by reaſon's beam be led aſtray ? 
Or, at his peril, imitalebis God ? 


Y 


190 
Or both are true; or man ſurvives the grave. 

Or man furvives the grave; or on, Lo- 
Dauntleſs thy ſpirit ; cowards are thy ſcorn. 195 
Grant man immortal, and thy fcorn is juſt. 
The man immortal, rationally brave, TD 
} Dares ruſh on death—becauſe he cannet die. 

But if man loſes All, when life is loſt, | 
He lives a coward, or a fool expires. 
A daring infidel (and ſuch there are, 
From pride, example, luere, rage. r 
Or pure beroical defect of thought), 
Of all earth's madm-n, moſt deſerves a chain. 


To clofe with all that makes him happy bere. 145] ; + 8 | 


For valour, virtue, ſcience, all we love, hs 


Enabling us to think in higher ſtyle, 

Mends our ideas of ethercal powers; 
Dream we, that luſtre of the moral world 21c 
Goes out in ſtench, and rottenneſs the cloſe? 


| Why was he wiſe to low, and warm to praiſe, 


And ſtrenuous to tranſcribe, in human life, 

The Mind Almighty? Could it be, that fate, 
Juſt when the lincaments be gan to ſhine, 21; 
And dawn the Deity, ſhould ſnatch the draught, 
With night eternal blot it out, and give | 


| The ſkies alarm, leſt angels too might die ? 


If human ſouls, why not angelic too | 
Extinguiſh'd ? and a ſelitary God, 220 
| O'er ghaſtly ruĩn, frowning from his throne ! 
Shall we this moment gaze on God in man? 
| The next, loſe man for ever in the duſt? 
From duſt we diſengage, or man miflates; 3 
aw, 


And there, where leaſt his judgment fears a 
35 | 225 


iſam and worth how boldly he commends! 
Wiſdom and worth are ſacred names; rever'd, 
Where not embrac'd; applauded ! deify d! 
Why not compoſſien'd too? If ſpirits die,, 
Both are calamities, inflicted both, 239 
To make us but more wretched : Wiſdm's eye | 
Acute, for what? To ſpy more miſferies; * 
And worth, ſo recompens'd, new-poin:s their 


Or man ſurmounts the grave, or gain is loſs, : 
[4nd worth cated hambles us the more. 25 


Truth  inconteſtable ! In ſpite of all 


Nor, nature 8 c'er violates this ſweet, 
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Thou wilt not patronize a ſcheme that makes 
Weakneſs and vice, the refuge of mankind. 
« Has virtue, then, no joys?” — Les, joys dear 
bought. 
Talk ne'er fo long, in this imperſect tate, 
Virtue and vice are at eternal war. 240 
Virtuc's a combat; and who fights for nought ? 
Or for precarious, or for ſmall reward? 
Who virtve's ſe/f-rew2rt fo lot d reſound, 
Would take degrecs angelic here below, 
And virtue, while they compliment, betray, 
By feeble motives, and unfaithful _ 
The crown, th' unfudiag crown, 
ä 
*Fis That, and That alone, can countervail 
The body's treacheries, and the wori/*s af 
| ſaults: 
On earth's 


| 


245 
3 


pay our famiſh'd virtue dies. 250 | 


A Bayle has preach'd, or a Voltaire believ'd. 
In man the more we dive, the more we ſee 
Heaven's ſignet ſtamping an immortal make. | 
Dive to the bottom of his ſoul, the buſe 255 
Suſtaining all; what find we: ? Knowledge, Love. 
As light and heat, eſſential to the ſun, | 
| Theſe tothe ſoul. And why, if fouls expire? 
How little lovely Bere? How little known ? 
Small browledge we dig up with endleſs toil; 
And love unfeign'd may purchaſe perfect hate. 
Why ſtarv'd, on earth, our angel appetites; 
While brutal are indulg'd — fulſome ſill? * 
Were then capacities divine Mr 
As a mock-diadem, in ſavage ſport, 265 | 
Rank inſult of our pompous poverty, 
| Nene * rnd ett from Feeming claims f 
In future aye lies no redreſs ? And ſhuts . 
Eternity the door on our complaint ? i 
Il fo, for what ſtrange ends were mortals an 


| 270 
The worſt to wallow, and the beſt to weed ; 

The man who merits moſt, muſt moſt complain 
Can we conceive a diſregard © in heaven, 

What the worſt perpetrate, or beſt endure? 
TDi cannot be. To love, and know, in man 275 
1s boundleſs appetite, and boundleſs power; 
And theſe demonſtrate boundleſs objects too. 
Odjects, powers, appetites, heaven ſuits in All; 


Eternal concord, on her tuneful ſtring. 
Is man the ſole exception from her laws? 
Eternity ſtruck off from human hope, 
l ſpeak with truth, but veneration too) 
Maa isa monſter, the reproach of heaven, 
A ſtain, a dark impenetrable cloud 
On nature's beauteuus aſpect; aud deforms, | 
(Amazing blot!) deforms her with her lord. 
| If ſuch is man's allotment, zbar is heaven? 
Or own the foul — or blaipheme, 

Or own the ſoul immortal, or invert 
All order. Go, mock-majeſty go, man! 
And bow to thy ſuperiors of the ſtall; 
Though every ſcene of ſenſe ſuperior far : | 
They graze the turf untill d; they drink the 


ſtream 


_ Vabrew'd, and ever full, ard un · emhĩtter d 295 


285 


No day, no glimpſe of day, to folve the knot 


Of joy, ev'n bere: admit immortal life, 
And virtue is &night-err 


| 


| Ambition's dame, extravagance, diſguſt, 


I We bluſh, detected in deſigns on praiſe, 
Pp | Though tor beſt deeds, Fane from the bel of 


| At high preſumptions ef thei: own defert, 355 
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Wich doubts, fears, fruitleſs hopes, regrets, de- 


ſpairs ; 
Mankind's peculiar ! reaſon's precious dower ! 
No foreign clime they ranſack for their robes ; 
Nor brothers cite to the litigious bar; 


Their good is good intire, unmixt, unmarr'd; 200 


They find a paradiſe in every ſield, 
On boughs forbidden where no curſes 
Their no more than ſtrikes the ſenſe ; . 
By previous dread, or murmur in the rear: 

When OP comes, it comes uafcar'd; one 


305 
Bepins, and ends, their woe: 


they die but once ; 


| Bleſt, incommunicable privilege ! for which 


Proud man, who rules the glode, aad reads th: 


ſtars, 
Philoſopher, or bero, ſighs in vain. | 
Account for this ve in brutes. 310 


But what beams on i from eternity. 

O ſole, and ſweet ſolution! That untics 

The difficult, and ſoftens the fevere; | 

The cloud on nature's beauteous face difpels; 315 
Reſtores bright order; caſts the brute beneath ; 
And re-inthrones us in ſupremacy 


antry Ro more; 
Each virtue brings in hand a golden dower, 
Far richer iu reverſion: Hape exults: 
And though much bitter in our cup is thrown, 
Predominates, and gives the taſte of heaven. 
O wherefore is the Deity ſokind? 1 
Aſtoniſhing beyond aſtoniſhment! . 32s 
Heaven our reward—for heaven enjoy da . 

Still unſubdued thy ſtubborn Bert? — For there 
he traitor lurks who doubts the truth l ing. 
Reaſon is guiltleſs; will alone rebels 5 
What, in that ſtubborn heart, if 1 ſhould find 330 | 
New, unexpected witneſſes againſt thee: 4 | 
Ambition, pleaſure, and the love of gain | 
Canſt thou ſuſpeR, that zbe/e, . — the ſau! | 
| The fove of carth, ſhould own her Zeir of he- 
Canſt thou pes what makes us A. Aelieue 3 35 
Our immortality, ſhould prove it fere ? | 

Firſt, then, anitiua ſummon to the bar. 


320 


y- inextinTuiſbable nature, ſpeak. 

Each much depo/es ; hear them in W 3 8 
Thy ſoul, how paſſionately fond of fame! ;, 

How anxious, that fond paſſion to couceal! * 


men; 
And why? Becauſe immortel, Art "TR 
Has made the body turot to the foul, 
Heaven kindly gives our blood a erg flow; 
Bids it aſcend the glowing check, and there 
Upbraid that little keart's inglorious aim, 25 
Which ſloope to court a character from man; 33e 
While o'er us in tremendous — ſe | 
Far more than man, with eadly5 praifc, aa 
blame. 

Ambition's boundleſ; appetite out- 

The verdict of its x ag When fouls uo fir: 
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One age is poor applauſe; the mighty ſhout, 
The thunder by the livuig few begun, 

Late time muſt echo; worlds unborn, reſound. 
We with our names eferna/ly to live: 


Were men not proud, what merit ſhould we miſs! 
Pride made the virtues of the pagan world. 


And whets his appetite for moral good. 


Wild dream, which ne'er had haunted human | Thirſt of applauſe is virtue's ſecond yuard ; 
| thought, | * 360 | Reaſon, her firſt ; but reaſon wants an aid; 


Had not our natures heen ternal too. 
Iuliinct points out an intereſt in hereafter ; 
But our blind re:ſon ſees not wch.re it les; 
Or. ſceing, gives the ſubſtance for the ſhade. 


Our private reaſon is a flatterer ; | 
'Chirtt of applaule calls pubiic judgment i m, 435 


To 1 our own, to keep an even ſcale, 
And give endanger'd virtue fairer play. 


Fame is the ſhade of immortality, eo Here a ib proof ariſes, ftronger itill : 


And in itfelf a nadow. Soon as caught, 
Contemn'd ; it ſhr inks to nothing in the graſp. 
Conſult th' ambitious, tis ambitions cure. 

« And is This ali?“ cry'd Cæſar at his height, 


Why this ſo nice conſtru ion of our hears ? 
heſe delicate moralities of: /-»ſe ; 430 
| This conſlituti.nal reſerve ef aid 

To ſuccour virtue, when our reaſon fails; 


Diſpuſicd. his third proof ambition brings 370 KH virtue, kept alive by cate and toil, 


Ot n, Ihe firſt in fame, 
Obſcrve him near, your envy will abate: 
 Sham'd at the diſproportion vaſt, between 
The paſſion and the purchaſe, he will figh 
At fuch zucceſe, and bluſh at hs renuwn. 
And why? Because far richer prize invites 
His heart; far more iliuftricus glory calls; 
It calls in Mhiſpers, yet the deafe ſt hear. | 
And can ambition a fourth proof ſupply ? | 


And, ot, the mark of injuries on cart, 
When labour'd to maturity (its bill 435 


Why freighted-rich, to daſh againtt a rock? 
Were man to periſh when moſt fit to live, 
how miſ-ſpent were all theſe ſtratagems, 


I bOft diſciplines, and pains, unpaid) muſt die? 
375 0 


| Where are heaven's holineſs. and mercy fled ? 
ghs heaven, at once, at virtue, and at man ? - 


It can, and ſtronger than the former three? 380 | If not, why that diſcourag'd, this deftroy'd ? ? 


Vet quite o'cr-look'd by fome reputed wile. 
Though diſappointments in ambition paix, 

And though ſucceſs diſouſts ; yet till, Lorenzo! 
In vain we ſtrive to pluck it from our hearts; 


By nature planted for the nobleſt ends, 38 5 


Abſurd the fam'd advice to Pyrrhus given, 


Thus far ambition. What ays avarice ? 
Dine: 


grant it. 
To ſtore up treaſure, with inceffant toil, 


| More prais'd, than *ponder'd; ſpecious, but un- This is man's province, this his higheſt praiſe, 


ſaund; 
| Sommer that hero's ſword the world had quell'd, - 
"Than reaſex, his ambition. Man muſt four. 


To this great end keen in/lin ſtings him on. 


An obſtinate activity within, 390 Tis thine to tell us where tru treaſure lies : 


An inſuppreſſive ſpring, will toſs him up 
In ſpite of fortune's load. Not kings alone, | 
Each villager has his ambition too; 

No. Salta prouder than his fetter d flave : 


Slaves build their little Babylous of ſtraw, 395 


Echo the proud, Aſſyrian in their hearts, 


But, reaſon failing to diſcharge her truſt, 
| Or to the deaf diſcharging it in vain, 


[i blunder follows; and blind induſtry, 
 GalPd by the ſpur, but . to the courſe | 
455. 

(The courſe where ſtakes of more than — 


And cry. — Bchold the wonders of my might!” | won) 


And why? Becauſe immortal as their lord; 
And ſouls immortal muſt for ever heave 
At ſomething great; tke glitter, or the gold; 


The praiſe of mortals, or the praiſe of heaven, 


Nor aviolutcly vain is human x 
When human is ſupported by divine, 
I Il introduce Lorenzo to Himſelf; 


1 Pleoſure and pride 6 mare our hearts, 


As love of pleaſure is ordain'd to ad 
And feed our bodies, and extend our race; : 
The love of praiſe is planted to protect, 
And propagate the glories of the mind. 


| O'er-loading, with the cares of diſtant ages 
| The jaded ſpirits of the preſent hour, 
Provides for an eternity below. 


| But bounded to the wealth the ſun ſurveys: 


Look farther, the command ſtands Sr re- 


vers'd, 


405 | And avarice is a virtue moſt divine. 


is faith a refuge for our happineſe ? 


Nothing es world unriddles, but the _ 
Whence inextinguiſhable thirſt of gu:;: 


What is it, but the love of praiſe, inſpires, * From inextinguiſhable life in man: 


| Idacures, reimen embcllithes, cxalts, 
Earth's happineſs? From #bat, the delicate, 
The grand, the marveilous, of civil life, 


Man, if not rucant, by worth, to reach the Ates, 


Sour grapes, I Eraut, ambition, avarich 


Want and convenience, under-workers, lay 415 Yet ſtill their root is inmor tulit 


The baſis, on which {ove of glory builds. 
Nor is thy life, O virtue! lets in debt 
Lo uw, Of a ——— n. 


Theſe its wild growths tv — and fo baſe, 
(Pain and reproach I) religion can reclaim, 


Praiſe is the ſalt that ſeaſons igt to man, 420 


| By ſkill divine inwoven in our frame 440 


| Ties. ber chief maxim, which has long been 
The wiſe and wealthy ae de be 


To guide that iuſtinct, reaſon / is thy _— 


E eie command; 
400 


Moſt ſure ; and is it not for reaſon too? 4 


Had wanted wing to fly fo far i in guilt, 47 


| \Refige, exalt, throw down their Poiſoncn- lee. 475 : 


2 3s. - al i a» 
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And make them ſparkle in the bowl of 8/:7.. 


Wich low, terr<trial appetire, to gr15c 835 
See, the third witn:ſs laughs at blifs remote, On trath, oa toys, dechron'd from big defive ? 
And falſely promiſes an Eden here ; Vet fill, though their diigrace fechle ray 
Truth ſhe thall ſpeak for once, though prone to | Of greatneſs thines, and tells usMhence they ſel} : 
lye, | But %%% {like that fall'n monarch when teclaim d,) 
A common chegt, and Pleaſure is her name. 480 When re moderates the rein aright, 340 
o pleaſure never was Lorenzo deal; | Sill re-afcend, remount their former ſphere. 
Then hear her now, now rf thy real friend.  Wher? once they ſoar'd illuſtrious; ere ſeduc d 
Since nature made us not more foud than} By wanton Eve's :iebauch, to ſtroll on earth, 
proud 3 | And ſet the fubiunary world an ſire. 
Of happineſs { whence hypocrues in joy! But graut their phreuſy latts; their phrenſy 
h MLakcrs of micth ! artificers of {mil-s!) 485 | fails 544 
Why ſhould the joy molt poignanr / affords Lo diſappaint ane providentiai end. | 
Burn us with bluſhe>, and rebuke our pride ?— | For which heaven blew up ardour in our heurts: 
Thoſe heaven- born bluthes tell us man 4/c-nds, | Were reuſ n ſilent, boundileſe pr/fon ſpeaks | 
Ev'n in the zenich of his earthly bliſs , A future ſcene of boundlfs chief too, | 
Should reaſon take her iufidel repoſe, 490 And brings glad tidiugs of eternal du v. 559 
This honelt iti: {perks our lincage high; | Eternal day i Tis that enligntens All, | 
This inſtin& calls on darknetfs to conceal | ul All, by that enlighteu d, proves it Ye. 
Our rapturous relation to the ſtalls, | Confivter man as an immort it being, 6 62s 
Our glory covers us with noble ume, | intelligible All; and All is great ; 1 
And he that's unconfounded, is unmana'd. 495 | A cryſtaiiac tranſparency prevails, $55 
The man that bluſhes is not quite a brute. * { Land ſtrikes full luſtre throvigh the human ſphere : 
Thus far with hee, Lorenzo! will | cloſe, | Conſtder man as mortal, All is dark, | 
Pleaſure is go'd, and man for pleaſure made; And veretched; reaſun weeps at the ſurvey. 
But pleaſure full of glory, as of joy; | The learn'd Lorenzo cries, © And let her weep, 
| Pleaſure, which neither %% bes, nor expires. $00 | Wenk modern reaſon ; Anticat times were wiſe. 
| he witneſſes are heard ; the cauſe is o'er; ö 5 560 
Let conſcience file the ſeatence iu her court. « Autharily, that vencrable guide, 
Dearer than deeds chat half a realm convey , * Stands on my part; the tam'd Atheniav porch 
| Thus ſcal'd by truth, th' authentic record runs.“ (And who for wildom ſo renown'd as they ?) 
| © Know, All; know, inſideis, —unapt to know ! | © Deny'd this immorrality to man.” e 
| | E | Fos grant it; but affirm, they pred it too. 5655 
IX ridilie this! —klave patience; l' explain. 
What noble vauitics, what moral flights. 
_ | Glittering through their romantic wüdom's pag:, 


—— 


« "Tis immortality your nature ſolves ; 
is immortality decyphers man, a 
* Aud opcn> all thr myſteries uf his make. 


„Without it, half his »ftin&: are a riddle; Make us, ar once, defpiſc them, and admire? 

* Wichour it, all his virtues are a dream. $19 | Fable is flat to theſe lugh-[cafon'd fires; 470 
His every crimes atteſi his diguity; They teave th' extravagance of ſong below. 

10 


Has lateleſs thirſt of pleaſure, gell and fame, | 
+ Declares lim born {or bleflings firite 


„ Fi:h hall not feel; or, feeling, ſball enjoy | 
what leis than iufume makes w-abſurd 


|* The Gag:zer or the rack; to them, alike 
A bed of rotes, or the burn » bull.“ 


„ Pajrons, which el! on earth but more inflames ? In men exploding all beyond the grave, 7 
vw e | FT5} Strange dectrine, This! As dete, it ws 
Fierce paſſions, ſo miſ-meaſur'd to this ſcene, | ſtrange; „ 85 9 
| * Scretch'd out, like cagles wings, beyond our | But not, as prophecy ; for tuck it prov'd, | — 
. nm. | | 5 Ami, to their own amazement, was fulfill'd | 
| | „ Far, far bey-aad the worth of all below, Tury feign'd a firmeels Chrifions need no: 
| | For earth tov large, preſage a nobler flight, 3 9 | „ 
Aud evidence our title to the ... 320 The Chrifiian truly triumph'd in the flame: £5: 
ke gentle thcologues, of calmer kind! The Slot ſaw, in doubie wonder loſt. 


Whoje conftitution dictates to your pen, Wonder at then, and wonder at Hiniſelf, 


| Who, cold yourſelves, think ardour comes from | To find the bold adventurers of his chought . 

VV IK ct bold, and that he {trove to lye in vain. | 
Think not our paſſions ſrom corruption ſprung, | Whence, then, thoſe thoughts ? Thule row-r- 
Though to corruption now they lead their wings; | . ing thoughes, that few - © © 585 

ETD | Da | | 525 | Such monſtrous heights? From. inſtinct, ants trum 4 
That is their miſireſs, not their mutber. All Pride. | | 1 
(Aud julily) reaſon deem divine: I fee, | The glorious #/fiadt of a deachleſs foul, 

I eel a grandeur, in the paſſions too, : 


+ | Covtus'dly conſcious of her dignity, 

Which ſpeaks their high detcent, and glorious end; | Suꝝgeſted truths they could not underſtazd. 
Which ſpeaks them rays of an eternal fire. 530 lu 4's dominion, and in paſſiun a ſtorm, =o 
In Paradiſe itſelf they burnt as ſtrong, | Truth's [ſyſtem broken, ſcatter d fragments lay. 
Ere Adam fell: though wiſer in their aim, As light in chaos, glimmering throueh the 
Like the proud Eaſtern, ſtruck by Providence, | gloom ; 1 
What though our patent are run mad, and ſtoop Smit with the pomp of lofty ſentiments. 


Why 


And putting all our preſent joys to death? 


Sad preſude of Eternity in 


320 


Plea d „ proclaim'd, what reaſon 


Pride, like we. Delphic prieſtcCſ,, with a ſwell, 597 


4 


Rav'd nonſenſe, d to be future ſenſe, 

When life inn full day, ſhould ſhine; 

And death's dark ſhadows fly the goſpel fun. 

They ſpoke, what nothing but immortal ſouls 

Could ſpeak; and thus the truth they queſtion'd, 
prov'd. 

Can then al/urdities, as well as crimer, 

Speak man immortal? All things ſpeak him fo. 

Much has been urg'd: and doſt thou call for 
more ? 

Call; and with endleſs queſtions be diſtreſs'd, 

All unreſolvable, if earth is all. tas | 

Why life, a moment; infinite, deſire? 

Our wiſh, Eternity? our home, the Grave ? 

Heaven's promiſe dormant lies in human hope; 

„Who wiſbes life immortal, proves it too. 


PF 


610 

2 Man's thirſt of happineſs declares It is, 

« {For Nature never gravitates to nought) ; - 
«© That thirſt unquench'd declares It is not Here. 
, My Lucia, Thy Clariſſa, call to thought; 
i Why cordial friendfbip rivetted ſo deep, | 6r5| 
As hearts to pierce at firſt, at parting rend, 
« If friend, and friendſhip, vaniſh in an hour? | 
ls not This torment in the maſk of joy ? 
by reflection marr'd the joys of ſenſe ? 
« Why peff, and future, preying on our hearts, 620 


* Why labours reaſon? inſtinct were as well; 


* © how infallible the thoughtleſs brute ! . 
„ Twere well his Holineſs were half as ſure. 625 
Neaſon with inclination, why at war? 
Why ag of guilt ? why — up in! 
arms ? 
5 Conſcience of guilt, is prophecy of pain, 
And boſom- council to decline the blow. 
 Reafon with inclina on ne'er had jarr'd, 
If nothing future id forbearance Here: 
Thus on—Theſe, and a thouſand pleas uncall'd, 
All promiſe, — enſure, a ſecond ſcene; 
Which, were it dwbtful, would be dearer far 
Than all things 
What truth on earth ſo precious as the lye ? 
This world it gives us, let what will enſue ; 
This world it gives, in that high cordial, _ 
The future of the preſent is the ſoul : | 
| 640 


How this Ile groans, when ſever'd tow the ave Fl 

Poor mutilated wretch, that diſbelieves! 
Buy dark diſtruſt his being cut in two, 
In beth parts periſhes; Ife void of j joy, | 
paan ! 


Could chow perſuade, me, rn 
fai 


Our ardent wiſhes; how ſhould I pour out 
My bleeding heart in anguiſh, new, as deep! 
On! with what thoughts, thy Boe, and my deſpair, | © 
Abhorr'd annihilation ! blaſts the ſoul, 

And wide extends the bounds of hawnes woe! 650 
Could I believe Lorenzo's ſyſtem true, 


elſe moſt certain; were it falſe 635] 


4 Through nature's ample range, in thought to 
5 « ſtroll. 


645] 
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diſbeFev'd. ] 


The future vid and the preſent pain'd ! 
Strange import of unprecedented ill! 655 
e Fall, how profound! Like Lucifer's, the fall! 


..* Urequal fate! His fall, without his guilt! 


From where fond bop built her pavilion high, 
« The gods among, hurl'd headiong, hurl'd at once 
© To night! To —_ darker ftill than night! 
669 
« Tf 't was a 4 why wake me, my worſt Foc, 
© Lorenzo! boaſtful of the name of Friend! | 
O for deluſion ! O for error ſtili! | 
Could vengeance ſtrike much ſtronger than to 
| plant | 
A thintirg being in a world like This, 66g 
Not over-rich before, ore heggar d quite; 


More curſt than at the ful? The ſun goes out! 
The thorns ſhoot up! band: e | 


thought! 

bs Why ſenſe af better? It imbitters worſe. _ 

Why ſenſe ? why life ? It but to ſigh, then fink 
RS -. 

4 To what 1 was! treice nothing ada? 

«© Woe, from heaven's bounties! woe from what 

*© was wont 
To flatter moſt, high intellectual 


| « ſcheme, 


« All poiſon'd into pains. Firſt, knowledge, es 
„My ſoul's ambition, noe her greateit dread. 
To know myſelf, true wiſdom ?—No, to ſhun 
That ſhocking ſcience, parent of deſpair! 


© Averr thy mirror, if I lee, I die. 
< Infind for bener ; what can clog, cam er: - | 


«© Know my Creator ? Clime His bleſt abode 680 


* By painful ſpeculation, pierce the veil, 


„Dive in His nature, read His attributes, | 
And gaze in admiration—on a foe, 

© Obtrudiog life, with-holding happineſs! | 
From the full rivers that ſurround his throne, 685 


Po Not letting fall one drop of joy on man; | 
| © Man gaſping for one drop, that he might ceaſe 7 


To curſe his birth, nor envy reptiles more 


* ve fable clouds! ye darkeſt ſhades of night! [690 


& Hide Him, for ever hide Him, from my thought, | 
Once all my comfort; ſource, and foul of joy! 
„Now leagu'd with furies, and with Thee, * 

„ againſt me. | 
« Know Hit cYievements ? study His renown? 
« Contemplate this amazing univerſe, 


| * Dropt from His hand, with miracles replete! bogs 4 


« For what? *Mid miracles of nobler name, 
To find one miracle of miſery? , 
To find the Being, which alone can A 1 
« And praiſe His works, a blemiſh on His __ | 


700 

« And ſtart at man, the ſingle mourner There, 

t Breathing high hope! chain'd down to pangs, 
and death? 4 
«* Knowing is ſuffering : and ſhall virtue ſhare 


The ſigh of 4nowledge ?—Virtue ſhares the ſigh. 


By ftraining up the ſteep of excellent, 705 
© By battles fought, and, from temptation, won, 
„What gain ſhe, but the pang of ſceing worth, 

« Angelic worth, ſoon ſhuffled in the dark 


In this black channel would my ravings run. 
1 Gr from * borrow d peace, ere white? 


* With every wee; 2 — to brutal duſt? 


EM Yes; give the pulſe full empire 


« Merit is madneſs; virtue is a crime ; 

* A crime to ces, if it colts us pain 

« Unpaid: what pain, amidſt a thouſand more, 

« To think the moſt ende l after days =» 

« Of triumph o'er their hetters, find in death 
D — 7156 


Fool 2 
® imply reward Rei 
« Duty /—There * Ar. but to repel the ett, 
« Ye cheats! awa 142 ; of my pride 


88 our lelves the favourites of the ſkies ; 


„Le ng hopes, ann 

That toſs and ſtruggle, in my lying breaſt, 

To ſcale the ſkies, and build preſumptions 

> As were heir of an Eternity. 
« Vain, vain ambitions! trouble me no more. 725 

* Why travel fac in queſt of ſure defeat ? 

As bounded as my being, be my wiſh. 

c. All is inverted, ifm B 2 fool. 


* « Senſe ! take the kein; blind poſes dre us | 


— and, 5 wang / befriend us on our way; 730 
« Ye aero, but trug patrons of Our peace! 
| ; live the 8 
« Since, as the brute, 4, 5g The ſvn of man, 
Oft Godlike man! to revel, and t 
But not on equal terms with 
| © Their revels a more poignant reliſh yield, 
And ſafer too; they never poiſons chooſe, 
** — reaſon, makes more —— 
& meals, 
And ſends all-mazrivg murmur ſar away. 
For ſenſual life they beſt philoſophize; 
_ & Teirs, that ference, the ſages ſought in vain: 
fis man alone ex poſtulates with heaven; 
Hie, all the power, and all the canſe, to mourn. 
Shall bumen eyes alone diffolve in tears? 
And bleed, in avguifh, none but Lomanhearts? 745 | 
The 2 realm of intellectual woe, 
 «« Surp affing ſenſual far, is All our Own, 
* tn bf: fo tally diſtinguiſh'd, why. 
.'*® Cy in one lot, confounded, lump'd, in death ? 


Ere yet in being, was mgukind in guiit ? 750 


« Why thunder'd this peculiar c/auſe againſt us, 
* All-mortal, and All-orciched ! —lFiave the ſicies 


15 Reaſons of ſtate, tkcir ſubje ds may not fear, L 


Mor humbly reaſon, when they ſorely figh? _ 
1 | All-rurtal, and Ail-wretched !— Lis too much: 
* Unparallepd! in nature: tis tao much 
In teiug unrequeſicd at Thy —_— 
« Omniporene ! for I ſee nought bur forvers. 


« and cat, 


M Then make our bed in darkneſs, veel, no] 
4 


„thought. 
What ſuperfluities are reaſoning ſouls | 
* O give Eternity} or Thooght deſtroy. 


But without thought or curſe were half unfelt ; 


Its blunted edge would ſpare the throbbing heart; 


i And, therefore,* tis beſtow d, I thank r 
& For aiding life's too ſmall calamitics, 766 

* And giving being to the dread of geath. 

duch are thy bounties Was it then toa much 


For me, to — on the brutal rights? 
| For. VII. 
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710. 


* | 


| 
3 


749] 


|< Once, I beheld the fun; a 


3 That fable cloud, and — it all to gold: 
« And why ſee That? Why eng? To toil, | 
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<« Too much ſor beaven to make one erumet mare? 


22 hk 
22 


| 772 
« Too much for chaos to permit my maſs 

A longer flay with eſſences unwrought, 

« Unfaſhion'd, untormeanted into man ? 

« Wretched preferment to this round of pains! 


E — cane of dar thought ! 775 
* Wretched of dyi FT | 


peace, 
#* Death, > then, has chang'd his nature too: O 


iy „ LS > WIERCPY 
« Beſt friend of man l fince man is man no more. 


| 


There, | Why in this thorny wilderneſs ſo long, 


Since there s no pri d land's ambrafial Lower. 
* To pay me with its honey for my ſtings? 
« If needfol to the ſelfiſh ſchemes of heaven 787 
« To ſting us ſore, why mockt our miſery ? 
« Why this ſo ſumptuous inſuit o'er our heads ? 
« Why this illuſtrious canopy diſplay d? 
„Why ſo magnificently lodg'd deſpair ? N 
At ſtated periods, ſure returning, roll . 790 
«© Theſe glorious orbs, that mortals may compur»+ 
« Their length of labours, and of paias; nor loſe: 
«. Their miſery's full meaſure ? — Smiles with 
4 flowers, 
© And fruits, promiſcuous, ever-teeming d 
« That man may languiſh in lucuriazs ſcenes, s 
And in an Eden mourn his wither d joys? 
« Claim earth and ſkies man's adiniration, due 
e For ſuch delights * Bleſt animals / too wiſe 
|< To wonder ; and too happy to complain [S 
* Our doom decveed demands a mournful ſcene: 
« Why not a dungeon dark, for the conderm'd'2 
« Why not the dragon's ſubtorranean den, 
„ For man to howl in? Why not his abode - 


— — 


\ « Of the fame diſmal colour with his fate? 


« A Thebes, a Babylon, at vaſt expence 80 
0 Of time, toil, treaſure, art, for owls and ang 4 
« As congruous, as, for man, this lofty dome, 

|< Which prompts proud thought, and kindles * 


s defire;; ; 
« If, from her humble chamber in the duſt, 
| While proud thought ſwells, and bigh deſire 


|< The pear wwweallvan thr hes inmates there; 8x. 


„ And, round us, death*s inexorable hand 
* Draws the dark curtain clote; undrawn wo 
735351 


6© more. | 
| © Urdrawn no more /—Bchingd the cloud of da, 
ſun which gilt 855 


% How the grove 's alter'd! Fathomleis, as hell! - 
| A real hell to thoſe who dreamt of heaven, 
«© Annihilation! How it yawus before me! 
Next moment I may drop from thought, "he | 
| « ſenſe, 

6 and of worms, 
« An out-caſt from. exiſtence | and this ſpirit, | 
„This all-pervading, this all-conſcious foul, 
„This particle of energy divine, 

Which travels nature, flies from ſtar to ſtar, 23 | 
p And viliits gods, and emulates their powers, 
« For ever is extinguiſnt. Herror | dcatn! 5 
« Death of that death — once {urvey'd! - 
* * 


| 


| 


338 


And art thou, then a ſhadow ? 


« When horror univer/al ſhall deſcend, 
Aud heaven's dark concave urn all human race, 


On that unrefunding tomb, - 
2 enormous, 
* How juſt this verſe ! this monumental figh!” 
. Beneath the lumber of demelifs'd wor lin, 
1 
| s to the common maſs 835 


N | 
Here lie proud rationals; The ſons of beawen / 
De lords of earth ! the property of worms / 
. Beings of yeſterday / ang not to-morroxe / 
bo liv'd in terror, and in pangs expir 4 840 
All gene to rot in chaos; or ts mate 
_ Their tranſit into blocks or brutes, | 
| W 


Lorenzo! hear, pauſe, ponder, and pronounce. f 


Juſt is this hiſtory ? If fuch is man, 345 
Mankind's tiſtorian, though divine, mipht weep, 
And dares Lorenzo ſmile —I know thee proud; 

n pride looks 


pale 
At fuch a ſcene, and bei for ſomething more. 


" ſhade ? _— 


A Nothing? 2% than Nothing ? To bene been, 


| SS is lower than Unborn. 
I Art thou ambitious? Why then make the worm 


3 Thine equal? Runs thy tate of pegfure bigh? 855 
ww. G 


patronize ſure death of every joy? 
Charm riches ? Why cheoſe begyary in the grave, 


Qt every hope a bankrupt! and for ever? 


Ambition, pleaſure, avarice, perſuade thee 


To make that world of glory; rapture, wealth; | 


T hey“ lately prov'd, the ſoul's ſupreme defire. 861 
| Rather, how Un-} * 


What art thou made of? 
made? 


+ Great nature 's maſter-appetite deſtroy'd ! 


is endleſs life, and happineſs, deſpis'd ? 


COD Or both wiſh'd, bere, where neither can be found ? 


_ Kind is fell Lucifer, c«mrar'd to Thee: 


Such man's 
Dar ſt thou Perdd ? And is there nonght on earth, 


Bubbles of a fantaſtic deity, blown up 
In ſport, and then in cruelty deſtroy'd ? | 
Ohl for what crime, unmerciful Lorenzo! 


And vindicate th! ecenomy'of heaven. 


It never had created, but to bleſs - 


865 
L * with heaven ! 


But a long train of tranſitory forms, 

Riſing, and breaking, millions in an hour? 

870 

Deſtroys thy icheme the whole of human race ? ? 

Ul ſpare this wafe of being half-divine; 
Heaven is all love; all joy in giving joy : 


And ſhall it, then, ftrike off the liſt of life, 


A beirg bleſt, or worthy fo to be? $30 


Is That, all ature ftarts at, thy defire? 


| Heaven ſtarts at an annibilating God, 


Art ſuch a clod to wiſh tbyſclf all clay? 


bat is that dreadful 


1h ?—The dying groom 
1 4 nature, 2 by * blackeſt guilt, 885 
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To nature undebauch'd no ſhock ſo great; 
Nature's firft wiſh is endleſs bappineſs ; 
 Annibilation is an aſter- thought, 
A monſtrous with, unbern till virtue dies. 
And, oh! what depth of horror lies inclog'd ! 
For non-cxiſtence no man ever wiſh'd, | 
But, firſt, be wiſh'd the Deity deſtroyed. 
If ſo; what words are dark enough to draw 
Thy picture true? The darkeſt are too fair. 3g; 
Beneath what baleful planet, in what hour 
Of defperation, by what fury's aid, | 
In what infernal poſture of the ſoul, 
All hell invited, and all hell in joy 
At ſuch a birth, a birth ſo near of kin, 


3go 


= 


Did thy foul fancy whelp ſo black a ſcheme 
Of hopes abortive, faculties half. blown, 
And deities begun, reduc'd to duſt ? 


Im s nought (chou ſay'ſt) but one 23 


Of feeble eſſences, tumultuous driven 905 
Through time's rough biliows into aight s abyſs. 
Say, in this rapid tide of human ruin, 

Is there no rect, on which man's tofling t 

| Fan reſt from terror, dare his fate ſurvey, 
And boldly think it ſomething do be born? 
Amid ſuch hourly wrecks of being fair, 

Is there no central, all-ſaſtaining baſe, 
All-reabfing, all- connecting power, 

Which, as it call 'd forth all things, can | 
And force diſtruction to refund her ſpoil ? 
Command the grave reſtore her taken 
Bid death's dark vale its human r 
And earth, and occan, pay their debt of = 5 


: 


910 


925 


| An ocean of c:mmwnicated bliſs! 


True to the grand depoſit truſted there? 


chere no potentate, whoſe out-ſtretch's arm. 
- © 
When ripening tire calls forth th' appointed 


hour, 
Pluck* d from foul devaſtation” s famiſh'd maw, 
Binds preſent, paſt, and future, to his throne ? ? 
His throne, how glorious, thus divinely grac'd, 
By germinating being Dag round! 927 
A garland worthy the divinity: 
A throne, by heaven's omnipotence ia files. 
Built (like a phares towering in the waves) 
Amidſt immenſe effuſions of his love? | 
a 920 

An all-prolifick, all- preſerving god! | 5 

This were a god indeed. — And ſuch i: _ 


las here preſum'd : he riſes from his fall. 


4 


'Think'& thou Omni ce a naked root, 

Each bloſſom fair of Deity deſtroy'd? 

Nothing is dead; nay, nothing 5 
ſoul, | 


| That ever animated humzn clay, „ 
Now wakcs; is on the wing : and where, „„ 


where, 


i call, 


las ſounding braſs, colleQs us round heaven's 


'throne 
Conglob' d, we baſk in everlaſting day, | 
(Paternal ſpl-ndor!) and adhere tor ever. 
Had net the foul this outlet to the ſkies, 


* 


— * this vaſt veſſel ol the univerſe, 


Win the fwarm - ſettle ? — When the trumpet : 


| So ſoon to periſh, and revive no more? 


Han immoriul, there's a God in beaven.” 


5 Bebald this midnight glory: Ai o ws! [4 
; 995 
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How ſhould we gaſp, as in an void! 
* the pangs of famiſh d bh expire! 


ans 7 my proſpect fhincs ; how gloomy, | 


A 2 Len and a devouring .God ! 
Earth, but th the Shambles of Omnipotence 
| Heaven's face all ftain'd with cauſeleſs maſſacres 


| 950 
Of countleſs millions, born to feel the pang *' 

Of being t. Lorenzo! can it be? 

This bids ns ſhudder at the thoughts of . 

Who would be born to ſuch a phantom world, 
Where nought ſubſtantial but our miſery? 955 
Where joy (if joy) but heighrens our diſtreſs, 


The greater fuch a joy, the more it pains. 
A world, ſo far from great (and yet how great 
It ſhines to thee !) there's nothing reul in it; * 
Being, a ſhadow]; conſeiouſug/+, a dreamy; 
A dream, how dreadful ! Univerſal blank 
Before it, and behind! Poor man, a ſpark 
From non-exiſtence ftruck by wrath divine, | 
Glittering a moment, nor that moment ſure, 905 
_ *Midſt upper, nether, and ſurrounding night, | 
His fad, ſure, ſudden, and eternal tomb 
” Lorenzo! doſt thou feet theſe arguments? 
Dr it there nought but vengeance can be ſclt? 
Ho haſt thou dar'd the deity dethrone? 
How dar'd indi Him of 2 world like this? 
If fuch the world, creatian was a crime; 
For what is crime but cauſe of miſery? 
Retract, blaſphemer ! and unriddle thi:, 
Of endleſs arguments abore, below, LO 
Without us, and within, the ſhort — . 


To 


: But wherefore ſuch redundancy ? ſuch — 
Ok argument ? Une ſets ay foul at reſt ! 


One obviegs, and at haud, and, ohlᷣ—at * 


80 
8o juſt the ſkies, Philander's liſe ſo pain'd 7 
His heart ſo pure; tat. or + ſucceeding wes | 
Have palms to give, or ne'er had be been born. 
bat an old tale is ibis!“ Lorenzo cries, — 
I grant this argument is ald; but truth 
No years impair ; and had not this been truc, 
Thou never ba Il deſpis'd it for its ave, 
Truth is immortal as thy ſoul; and /. “/ 
As fleeting as thy joys; be wiſe, nor n - 
Heaven's higheſt bleſſing, vengeance; O be wite' 
Nor make a curſe of immortality. _ 991 
Say, know'ſt thou what it is, or what e/- art? 


| Know'ſt thou th* importance of a lau anmor- 
| tal? 


985 


Amazing pomp! redouble this amaze; 
Ten thoufand add; add twice ten thouſand more; 
Then weigh the whole; one foul ——_ them 
all; | 
And calls th* aſtoniſhing magvificence 
Of wnintelligent creation poor. 
For this, believe not me; no mcn believe; loco 
Truſt not in words, but deeds; and ders no 
l eſs 


| Than thoſe of the supreme; nor His, a few; 
Conſult them ail ; conſulted, all proclaim 
Thy foul's — tremble at thyſelf: 


945 | 


| The genuine cauſe of every deed divine: 


339 
For whom Omnipetence has wak d ſo long: 1005 
Has wak'd, and work'd, for ages; from the birth 
Of nature to this Wr hour. 


In this ſmall province of His vaſt domain 


(All nature bow, while I pronounce Hrs Name !) 


What has God done, and not for his ſole end 
ICIS 
To reſcue ſouls ſram death! The os b 
Is vit in all the conduct of the 3 * | 
The /oui"s bigh price is the Creation's Key, 
Vniocks its myſteries, and naked Jays . 
1015 
Wat is the chain of ages, which maintains 


| Their obvious correſpondence, and unites 


Moſt diſtant periods in one bleſt defign : 

That is the mighty hinge, on which have turn'd 

All revolutions, whether we regard 1020 
The natural, civil, or religiaus, world; 

The former two but ſer vants to the third: 

Lo that their duty done, they both expire, 


ITheir maſs new-caſt, forgot their de:ds ronown'd+ 


Aud angels atk, ** Wherg once they focne ſo fair? 


102. 
To lift us from this abject, to ſublime ; bs 
This flux, to permanent; this dark, to day; 


This foul, to pure; this rurbid, to ſerene; 
| This mean, to nughty !—for 1517 glorious end 


Thy Almighty, ring, his Jong fabbath broke | 


1050 
The world was made: 


| fell; 


10, 


1 Through dilcant age; faints travel'd; mut. 


bled; 
By wonders ſacred nature ſtood control d; : 

The living were tranflices; dead were rais'd: 
Angel 2ad gere than gels ame from heaven 
And, o! tor %, ieiccnded lower ill : 134 
| Guile was he!t's gloom ; atoa:th'd at his guctt, 
| por ove ſhort month, Lucifer ador's : 

Lorenzo! age wilt thou du lefs — For als. 
That call 'd pave, fois ſcoff at, was infpir'd, 
as ail theie mur. ts thrawe vererabie code! 103 
| Dei. per! $0712 zaur quarantine; and ther: 355 
Fall Prufrate. ere you touch it, left you die. 

Nor lefs zutenſely bent i» fernul pgwers 
To mar, than thoſe of /ig4r, this end to gar 
O what a {cece is here! — Lorenzo! waket 

Nile to the thought; exert, expand thy foul 

to take the vaſt dea i: denics | | 
All e the name ol rei. Two warring Wa | 

Not Europe aga nt At: *I4 warring worlds! 6 

OL More thai mortal! mounted on the wing . | 


10% 


On 1 ings of f encrgy * zeal, 
Hizzh-hovering o'er this little brand of Ariſe | 
This ſublunary bail-—But ſtrife, for what? 

In their own cauſe confliting ' No; in thine, 
In man's. His /ingle intereſt blows the flame; 100 
His the ſole ſtake; his fate the trumpet ſound 
| Which kindles war immortal. How it burns 
Tumulcuous ſwarms of deities in arms! 


Force. force opp<fipg. till the waves rev high 


| was ruin'd; was refor'd; = 
| | Laws from the fkies were publiſb'd; were repeaPd; 
bn eayth kings, kingdonis, role ; Kings, TI 
975 

e Fam'd ſages lighted up che papa worid ; 
Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance 
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Such ſites eternal, » ſtern, 
Such foes implacable, are good, and 7; 
vet man, vain man, would mediate peace between 
| them. 


Think not this fiction, There was war in bea- 


349 
And 


1065 


. n eee e 
Tb . out- ſtretchꝰ d arm took down his 
Ae esa 

— bell, and darted all her fires. 


 ſeenis the ſtake of little moment ſtill? 
12 who ſingly caus d the ſtorm ? 
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To ſtrike tb truth th adamantine man 
If not all adatnant, Lorenzo! hear; 

All is deluſion; nature is wrapt up, 

In tenfold night, from reaſons keeneſt eye; 
There's no conſiſtence, meaning, plan, or end, 
In all beneath the ſun, in all above, 1127 
(As far as man can penetrate), or heaven 
is an immenſe, ineſtimable prize; 

Or all is Nothing, or that prise is all. 

And ſhall each toy be till a match for heaven, 
Aud full equivalent for groans below? 1130 
ho would not give a trifle to prevent | 
at he would give a thouſand worlds to cure? 

Lorenzo! thon haſt ſeen (if thine to ſee) 


All nature, and her God {by nature's courſe, 


? 1220 


| 1075 | And nature's courſe control d) declare for me: 11 3. 
He ſleeps.And art thou ſhock'd at my/eries ? | The fkies above proclaim, © izmortel man - 
The greateſt, Thou. How dreadful jo reflect. | And, - man immortal /” all below reſounds. 
What ardour, and counſel} mortals cauſe The world's a ſyſtem of theology, f 
In breaſts divine! how little in their own! Read by the greateſt ſtrangers to the ſchools; 
Wbere-e er I turn, how new proofs pour upon If boneft, learn'd ; and ſages o'er a plough. 1140 
ee „ hy not, Lorenzo] then, impos d on thee 7» 
How happily this wondrous view ſupports his hard alternative ; or, to revounce 
My former argument! How fironyly frizes Thy reaſon, or thy fenſe ; or, to belicre? 
{mmortal life's full demonſtration, bere / | What then is wnbelief? Tis an exploit; 
Why this exertion? Why this — regard 1 2 — . re: . e man 42143 
, 201 ' induly'd to man? - | Muſt burſt through every bar of common 7 
RE 226 TY 1085 Of common ſhame, magna imouſly wrong; a 
det in man, the glorious dreadful power, ⁶ And what rewards the ſturdy combatant ? 
cena be pain d, or bleſt, for ener. | His prize, repeetence; infomy, his crawn. _ 
de, e ter e r, | Be whe dee re of ad, 


An angel, 


if a creature of a day, 


What would he be? A trifle of no weight; rogo 
Or ftand, or fall; ho matter which; he's gone. 


8 Immortal, therefore is i __— a 
S 1 | 


eyes: 3 | 
- W ſonl's mighty moment in her ſight; Icg5 


= from all age, the cabinet divide 
| — held hign counfel o'er the fate of man. 


(ence, every ſoul has partiſans above, 

And every thought a critic in the ſics: as 5s 

Lence, cla, vile clay! has angels for its guard, 
trco 


Tor have the clouds thoſe gracious counſels hid; 
ar gels andrew the curtain # the throne, 


And Providenet came forth to meet mankind : 
dad var mod es of emphaſis and awe, 


1105 
ie nigcke his will, and trembling aatzre beard; 
+4e {coke it toud, in thunder and in ſtorm. 


* 4;tnef, thou Sinai! whoſe cloud-cover'd hf; ht, | | 
and taken baſis, own'd the preſent Gad; 
Witreſs, ye billows ! whoſe returning tige, 222 


breaking the chain that faſten'd it in air, 

zweet Egypt, and her menaces, to hell: 
wieneſe, ſe name / th Aſſyrian tyrant ble 
Co $:1enfold rage, as impotent, as ftrong : 


And ton, earth / witneſs, whole expanding jaws 


Dee d o'er & preſumption's factilegions fons: 


1115 
© 123 nct each element, in turn, ſubſcrid'd TY 

The ſeul a high prize, and ſworn it to the wiſe ? 
2% vt derne, ocean, æther, cartkquaye, from | 


n n 


Down the ſteep precipice of wrong he flides; 
There 's nothing to ſupport him in the b: 
Faith in the future wanting is at leaſt 
In embryo, every weakneſs, every guilt; _ 
And ſtrong temptation ripens it to birth. 1175 
If ehis life's gain invites him to the deed, © 
Why not his country fold, his father flain ? 
*Tis virtue to purſue our good fupreme; 
And his ſupreme, his c good — = 
Ambition, avarice, by the wiſe diſdain'd, 1160 
is perfect tja, while mankind are fools, *' 
Aud think a turf, or tomh-ſtorie, covers all; 


| 73efe find employment, and provide for ſerſs : 


A richer paſture, and a larger range; = 
Aud ſenſe by right divine aſcends the throne, 1163 
When virtue s prize and proſpect are no morr; 
 Firtue no more we think the will of heaven. 
World heaven quite begyar virtue, if belov'd? 
Has virtue charms?” —I grant her heavenly 


—_— CO 
Put if unportion'd, all will intereff wed; 1170 
'Fhovgh that our admiration, this our choice. 


The virtues grow on im mortality; 


I Thar root deſtroy'd, they wither and expire. 


A deity belie vd, will nought avail; 1 
Rexvards and puniſtments make God ador'd; 1175 
And bepes and fears give conſcience all her power. 
As in the dying parent dies the child, . 
Frtue, with immortality, expires, = 
Who tells me he denies his fout imniortal, 
Whate er his boaſt, has told me, He 's « naue. 1130 
His duty tis, co love himfelf alone; * © _—_ 
Nor care though mankind periſh, if he 


— 


frmiles. 


| te thinks ere Jong the man ſbull 214 die; 


By truths enlighten'd, and fuſtain d, afford 


1 
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1s dead already y nought but brute ſurvives. 
And — there ſuch ? -Such candidates there 


1185 

For ace chan den; for utter ba being, 
Being, the baſis of the Deity ! | 
Aſk you the cauſe ?—The cauſe they will not tell: 
Nor ned they: O the ſorceries uf ſenſe / 

They work this transformation on the faul, 1190 
Diſmount her, like the ſerpent at the fall, 
Diſmount her "from her native wing (which ſear'd 
_ Ere-while ethereal heights), and throw her down, 
To lick the duſt, and cri in ſuch a thought. 

Is it in words to paint you? O ye fall'n! 1195 
Fall'n from the wings of reaſon, and of bope / 


1200 
R and the ſhame ! 
More ſenſeleſs than th irrationals you fcorn ! 

- More fot than theſe you-rule! OY 


| wr Oye molt dae 5 
Of beings, from ſuperior _— | 1205 
ſt in woe from means of boundlefs bliſs? 
Ye curſt by bleſſings infinite — | 
Moſt highly favour*d; molt — loſt ! 
Ye motley maſs of coafradidvion ſtrong ! 
| AS We yon, Wh, WRIRET, your fouls fiy off 


Ss 
' In exhalation ſoft, and die in ar, & 
From the full food of evidence ogainf you? 
In the coarſe drudgeries and finks'of en 
Tour ſouls have quite worn out the make of 


; By vice new-caſt, and creatures of your own 1215 

= But though you can deform, you cant d:ffroy ; 

To curſe, not uncreate, is all your power. 

| Lorenzo? this black brotherhood renounce ; 
Renounce St. Evremont, and read St. Paul. 

Ere, rapt by miracle, by reaſun wing d, 1220 

His mounting mind nude long abode in heaven. 

| This is freetbinking, unconfin'd to parts, 

To ſend the foul, on curious travel bent, 

Through all the provinces of human thought; 


ha ge rhovngh he whole feos. of 


$ nag 
ot 420 vaſt univerſe to make the tour; 
| In each receſs of ſpace, and time, at home; 


| Familiar with their wonders; diving deep; 


And, like a prince of boundleſs intereſts there, 
. Still moſt ambitious of the moſt remote; 1230 


To look on truth unbroken, and intire; 


Truth in the fem, the fall orb; where truths 


An arch-like, ſtrong foundation, to ſupport 

'Th' incumbent weight of abſolute, complete 1235 
 Convidtion ; here, the moſt we preſs, we ſtand 
More firm; who moſt examine, moſt believe. 
Parts, like balf-ſentences, confound ; the whole 
Conveys the ſenſe, and God is underſtood ; 
Who not in fragments writes to human race; 1240 
Read his whole volume, ſceptic! then reply. 


„ 
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Turn up thine eyes, ſurvey this midnight ſcene; 
What _— kingdoms, to yon buundlefy 


Of kuman foul, one day, the deflin'd tange?. © 
And what yon boundleſs orbs, to godlike wan ? 

| Thoſe numerous worids that throng the 

And aſk more ſpace in heaven, 7 1 
ln man's capacious thought, and ſtill leave room 
| 535 
be = 
Can ſucb a ſoul contraQ itſelf, togripe 

A point of no dimention, of =o weght ? 

It can; it does: the world is ſuch a point; 
And. of that point, how ſmall a part enſlaves 1255 


How ſmall a part | nothing, ſhall I fay ? 
Why not ? Fuad, our obief treaſure! how they 
drop! 


Lucia, Narciſſa fair, Philander, gone 
The grave, Uke fabled Cerberus, has op d | 
A triple mouth; and in an awful voice, 1266 
Loud calls my foul, and utters all | fing. ap 
jw the world falls to picces round about =. | 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy! | 
What ſays this tras/portation of my friends? 
it bids me love the place where ow they dwell, 
1265 
| And ſcorn this wretched ſpot, they leave ſo poor. 
 Etcrnity's vaſt ocean lies before thee ; 
| There ; there, Lorenzo! thy Clariſſa ſails. | 
Give thy mind ſea-room ; keep it wide of earth, 
mand cut thy curd; 1270 
Weigh anchor; fpread thy fails; call every wind; 
1 | 
Two kinds of life has double-untur d 5 
And two of death; — = 


Life animul is nurtut d by the ſun ; 1275 
Thrives ou his bounties, triumphs iu his beams. 
| Life rutionel fubſitts on higher food, 


| riumphant in His beams, who made the day. 
When we leave that ſun, and are left by th 

(The fate of all who die in ſtubborn guilt). 123 
Lis utter darkneſs; ſtrictly dauble deatn. 
We ſink by no judicial ſtroke of hewven, 


| But nature's courſe; as ſure as plumbers. . 


Since God, or man, muſt alter, ere they meet, 
(Since — darkneſs biend not in one iphere; 


| 1285 

I'Tis manife®s. Lorenzo! ho muſt c | 
It, then, that double drath ſhould prove thy lot, 
Blame not the bowels of the Deny; 

Man ſnall be bleſt, as far as man ; ermits. 
Not man alone, all rationult, h aven arms 1596 
With an illuſtrious, but tremendons, power 

To counter - act its own moſt graciots ends; 

And this, of ſtrict neceflity, not choice; 
That power deny d, wen, angels, were £0 mor” 
But paſiive engines, void of praiſe or blame. 1255 
A nature rational implies the power | 
Of being bleſt, or wretched, as we pleaſe; 


| Elfe idle regſen would have nought te do; 


And he that would be barr'd capacity  _ 
Of pain, courts incapecity of bliſs. £360 
Heaven ils our happineſs, ellozos our do 


This, this, is thinking free, is Vs Tzvitas us ardently, but not ome! ; F 


n » groin, and ike eee, 


Her ven aut Papfwater, almighey mu: decrees ” 5 


* 
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j'Tis printed in the mind of gods for ever, 
2305 | In nature's ruins not one letter loſt. 1367 


fall he mf, who learns from dab alone, In proud diſdain of what ev'n gods adore, 


The dreadful ſecret—That he lives for Ever. 
Why th to Thee ?—Thee yet, perhaps, in 


doubt 


} Doft ſmile ?—Poor wretch'! ty guardian angel 
WEEPS. 
Angels, and men, aſſent to what | Gng; 


Of ſecond life? But wherefore doubtful till? | Wits ſmile, and thank me for my midnipht dream. 


Eternal life is nature's ardent wiſh : 
What ardently we wiſh, we ſcon believe: 


Thy tardy faith declares that wiſh deſtroy d: 


1310 HD vicious hearts ſume phrenſy to „ 
| Parts Wee cul peas 6 Be 


What has deſtroy'd it ?—Shall I tell thee what? Pert infidelity is wit s cockade, - 
When fear d the future, tis no longer with'd ; le grace the brazen brow that braves the ſkies, 
And, when unwiſh d, we Frive to diſpelie ve. By loſs of being, dreadfully ſecure. 


« Thus infidelity our guilt betrays.” - 


13⁴ Lorenzo! if by doctrine wins the day, 1375 
And drives my dreams, defeated, from s G8; | 


Nor that the /ole detection! Bluſh, Lorenzo! | If This is All, if earth a ſcene, 


Bluſh for hypocriſy, if not for guilt. 


The future fear'd?—An af, and fear? | 


Take heed ; ftand faſt; b 
A kpave in grain * 


Tear what? A = A fable?—How thy| Should'ſt thou be geod—how infinite hy loſs! 1350 
— , 


Drilling evidence. and therefore /frong, 


ne my cauſe an undeſign'd ſupport! 


How diſbelief affirms what it denies ! 
3 aſſerts immortal life.” — 
_ Surprifing ! infidelity turns out 
.. | 
Apaſtates, bur, are orthodox divines. 


Lorenzo! with Lorenzo claſh no more; 


Nor longer a tranſparent vigor wear. 


Think'ſt thou, Religion only has her maſk? 1339 


Our infidels are Satan's hypocrites, 


_ Pretend the worſt, and, at the bottom, fail. 


When viſited by thought (thought will in- Mine, to b s heaven, and crjumph in your praiſe, 0 
| trude), | 


1320 Guilt anly makes annibilation gain. . 
Bleſt ſcheme l which life "geprives of cle, 
death 

Of Bope ; e 
DT I fo, aber, inſidels your bai thrown gut 
I 325 To catch weak converts ? where your lofty boaſt - | 
= | 13 5 
, | Of zepl for virtue, and of love to man ? | 
_ | Annihilation! I confeſs, in thefe. 

What can reclaim you ? Dare H hope profound. 
the converts of a /org ? : | 
Yet know, its titles flatters you, not ae ; | 1399 


Yours be n good; 


6 


But ſince ſo peſtilential your diſl 


Like him they ſerve, they tremble, and b.lirve | Though ſovereign is the medicine 1 peſribe, | 


Is their hypocriſy ſo foul as this; 
So fatal to the welfare of the world ? 
What detefſation, what contew vt, their di e! 


And, if unpaid, be thank'd for theic eicape 


1 13 35 | As yet, II neither triumph, nor deſpair: 1395 | 


But hope, ere long, my midaight drcam will wake 
Your hearts, and teach your wid to be wiſe: 


For why ſhould fouls immortal, made for bliſs, 


Thot Chriſtian candour they rive hard to ſcorn : Fer with wiſh, (and wiſh in vain 1) that foul ould 


If not for that aſylum, they might find 
A hell on earth; nor *ſcape a worſe below. 


1340 . 
. oh! grant to live; and crown 


With inſolence, and impotence of Gonght, I! "Ow | 


| Inſtead of racking fancy, to refute, 


Reform thy manners, and the truth enjoy. — 


But ſhall I dare confeſs the dire reſult ? 


The wiſh, and aim, and labaur of the flies; 
| Inereafe, and enter on the jays of heaven: 
1345 | Thus ſhall my title paſs a ſacred ſeal, 


Dan thy proud reaſon brook ſo black a brand? Receive an imprimatur from Above, 


| From purer manners, to ſublimer faith, 

is nature's unavoidable aſcent ; 

Au bangt deiſt, where the goſpel ſhines, 
Matur d to nohler, iu the Chriftian enc's. 


"This ſong ſuperfluvus ; life immortal Urikes 
_ Conviction, in a flood of light divine. / 
A Chriflian dwells, like Uriel, in the ſun; 
Meridian evidence puts doubt to fight: 
And ardent Lope anticipates the ikies. 


__ | While angels ſhomt—AAn Ia Reclaim 4! 1455 | 
To cloſe, Lorenzo! ſpite of all my pains, 


ls it lefs ſtrange, that thou ſhould'|t live at all 2 
This is a miracle; and That no more. 5 
Who gave beginning, can exclude an end. 1410 5 
| Deny thou art : Then, doubt if — 1 


| 135 5 | A miracle with miracles inclos d, 


is man: and ſtarts his faith at what is ſrange ? , 


Of that bright ſun, Lorenzo! ſcale the ſphere; | What leſs than wonders, from the wonderful ; 


Lis eaſy! it invites thee; it deſcends 


What leſs than miracles, from God, can flow ? 1415 


From heaven to woeoe, and walt thee whence 1 it | Admit a Cod that myſtery ſupreme ! 


[ came : 
Read and revere the ſacred page; a page 
V Where triumphs immortality ; a page 


"3hich not the whole creation cou.d produce; 


. * Rich not the conflagration wall tfiroy, 


> N. Hen, 


That cauſe uncaus d! all other wonders ceaſe; 


| x360 Nothing is marvellous for Him to do: 


| Deny Him—all is myſtery belides; | 
Milliogs of myſteries! Each darker far, 1422 
BY Thaw that thy wiſdom would, unwilelv, ſhut. 


* Tie DEA Kecliti 8 22. 


| Still ſeems it range, that thou ſhould'it live fir = | 
3 1350 cer! 5 
When that bleſt change arrives, een cuſt aſide 
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if -v2ab thy faith, why chooſe the harder fide ? 
We nothing iow, but what is marvellous ; 
Yet what is marvellous, we can't believe. 


| So weak our reaſon, and ſo great our God, 1425 | 
What moſt ſurprizes in the ſacred page, 
Or full as ſtrange, or firanger, muſt be true. 
Faith is not reafon's labour, but 
To faith, and virtue, why fo backward, man? | 
From hence: The prefent ſtrongly ſtrikes us all; 
EF 1430 
The futare, faintly ; can we, then, be wen? | 
If men, Lorenzo! the reverſe is right. | 
Reaſon is man's : Senſe, the brute's. 
The preſent is the ſcanty realm of he, 
The future, reaſon's empire unconſin d: 1435 


On tbat expending all her godlike power, 


aife ; 
| e i 
And what is reaſon? Be ſhe, thus, defin'd; 1440 
Reaſon-is upright ſature in the ſoul. 
Oh! be a man; and ſtrive to be a god. 
for _ (thou fay'lt) To damp the * of 
No; to give heart and ſubſlance to thy joys. 
That tyrant, bope ; mack how fhe Grentnores; 1445 
She bids us quit realities, for dreams; 
Safety and peace for hazard, and alarm; 
"That tyrant o'er the tyrants of the foul, 
She'bids ambition quit its taken prize. 
1 — luxuriant branch on which it fits, 1450 
Though bearing crowns, to at 
And 8 _ 
It bope precarious, and of things, when gain d, 
Of little moment, and ag little ſtay, | 
Can ſweeten teils, and dangers into joys; 2 
What then, that hope, which nothing can defeat, 
Our leave unaſk'd? Rich hope of boundleſs bliſs! 
_ Bliſs, paſt men's power to paint it; time's to cloſe ! 
' » This hope i is earth's moſt eſtimable prize : 
This is man's portion, while no more than man : 
| 1460 
N., of all paſſions, moſt befriends us here:: 
Pulſions of prouder name befriend us leſs. 
has her ears; and tranſport has her mw 
5 Hope, like a cordial, innocent, though ſtron 
Man's heart, at once, inſp:rits, and ſerenes ; 


Vor makes him pay his wiſdom for his joys; 


_ 'Tis all our preſent ſtate can ſafely bear 
| Health to the frame! and vigour to the mind ! 
A joy attemper'd: a cbaſtis'd delight | 

| Like the fair ſummer evening, mild, and fweet ! 

Tis man's full cup; his paradiſe below 1 1471 
A bleſt hereafter, th. 1, or hop'd, or gain'd, 
Is All; our zw0bole of happineſs: full proof, 
T choſe no trivial or inglorious theme. [21475 
And know, ye foes to ſong! (well-m men, 
Though quite forgotten * half your Bible's praiſe ') t) 
| important truths, in ſpite of verſe, may pleaſe : 
Grave minds you praiſe; nor can b nd 4. too 

much: 

K there is weight i in an Eternity, 

Let the grave liſten and be graver ſtill, 


- 22 of it, =_ 


A purer ſpirit, and a nobler name. 


OA \ 


| 


Ihe bleſt behold;) and, in one = 
Their blended blaze on man's aſtoniſh'd fight; 
| A blaze—the leaſt illuſtrious object there, 


343 

_ NIGHT THE EIGHTH. 
VIRTUE's APOLOGY ; 

Mr a: 

THE MAN OF THE WORLD ANSWERED. 


IN WHICH AR CONSIDERED, 


The Love of this Life ; the Ambition and Plea» 


| fure, with the Wit and Wiſdom of the World. 


ND has all nature, then, eſpous'd:my part ? 
Have Lies heaven and eat th — 
thee ? 

And is thy ſoul immortal What remains? 
All, All, Lorenzo! Make immortal, bleſt. 
Unbeſt immortals What can ſhock us more ? 5 
And yet Lorenzo ſtill affects the world; 
There, ſtows his treaſure; thence, his title draws, 


And art thou proud of that inglorious ſtyle ? 
Proud of reproach ? for a reproach it was, 


10 
In antient days; and Canis TIA — in an | 


Sprinkled with dews from the Caſtalian tont, 
Fain would I re-baptize thee, and confer 15 
Thy fond attachments fatal, and inflam'd, 


Point out my path, and dictate to my ſong : 
To Thee, the world bow fair How ſtrongly ftrikes | 
20 


Ambition ! and gay pleaſure icro:;,ger ſtill ! 
Thy triple bane! the triple boit that lays 
No- virtue dead! Be the/e my triple theme; 
or ſhall thy it, or 20i/dcm, be forgot. 
Common the theme; not ſo the ſong ; if ſhe 
My ſeng invokes, Urania, deigns to ſmile. 


Unnumber d ſuns (for all things, as my are, 30 


| Lorenzo! ſince eternal is at hand. 
To ſwallow time's ambitions; as the vaſt 


I Leviathan, the bubbles vain, that ride 
High on-the foaming billow ; what avail 


H — titles, high deſcent, attainments high, 

if unattain'd our Eigheft O Lorenzo! 

What lofty thoughts, theſe elements above, 40 
What towering hopes, what ſallies from the ſun, 
What grand ſurveys ot deſtiny divine, | 
And pompous preſage of unfathom'd fate, 

Should roll in boſoms, where a ſpirit burns, 


Bound ſor eternity! In buſoms read 
| By Hin who foibles ia archangels fees! 


4, 


Man of the world (for ſuch wouldſt thou be ealrd) 


When men were men, and not aſham'd of Reaven— 
| Fir'd their ambition, as it crown'd their joy. | 


| The charm that chains us to the world, her foe, 
Ik ſhe diſſolves, the man of earth, at once, 
|] Starts from his trance, and aghs for other ſcenes ; 


Scenes, where theſe ſparks of night, thele 2 
ſhall ſhine 


* * 


i 


| That glorious promiſe angels were eſteem'd 


— What wes 


ball; | 
Till, with the giddy circle fick, and tir'd, 
It pants for peace, and drops into deſpair. 
Such is the world Lorenzo fets above 


00 meax to bring; a promiſe, their Ador'd 
Defcended to communicate, and preſs, 
By counſel, miracle, life, death, on man. 
Such is the world Lorenzo's wikdom wooes, 65 
And on its thorny pillow ſecks repoſe ; 
A pillow, which, like opiates 3 
Incoxicates, but not compoſes; fills 
The viſionary mind with gay chimeras, 
| All the wild traſh of fleep, — ae of; 
'd travel, and what dreams of juy! 


How frail, men, things ! how niomentary, both 


' Fantaſtic chace of ſhadows hunting — 


| Berrays ſome ſecret, that throws new repre 
On life, and makes him — ms. . 80 
The ſcenes of bug tell us What are men; 
The ſcenes of pleaſure What is ali bufide;” 
| There, others we deſpiſe; and Here, eucfcives. 1 
Amid diſguſt eternal, dwells delight? 
*Tis apprebati.n ſtrikes the fring of joy. — 
What wondrous prize has kindled this career, 
Stuns with the din, and choaks us with the duil, 


On life's gay ſtage, one inch above the grave? 


| The proud run up and dowa ia queſt of cyan; | 
The ſenſual, in gurſait of ſomething worſe; 90 
The grave, of gold; the folitic, of power, 
And all, of other 81 as Vain! 
As eddies draw things ſrivolous and light, 
How is man's heart by venity drawn in; 
On the ſwift circle of returning toys, 0 


Wbirl'd, ftraw-like, round and round, and then in- 


gulph'd; 
Where gay deluſion darkens to deſpair | 
Dis i beaten track.” —ls this a 0 
Should not be beaten ? never beat enough, 

ill erough Jearn'd the truths it wouid inſpire. 100 
Shall Truth be ſilent, becaute Folly frowns ? 
Turn the world's hiſtory ; what find we 3 
Burt fertune's ſports, or nulure's cruel claims, 

Or woman's artifice, or man's revenge, 
And endleſs inhumanities on man? 3 
Feme's trumpet telcom ſounds, * like the 


nell, 
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| Or virtze's helm, to ſhape the courſe deſign d: 
_ | 44, more or leſs, capricious fate lament, ' 

| Now lifted by the tide, and now reſorb d, 

And farther from their wiſhes than before: 
All, more or leſs, againſt each ather daſh, 165 


turn, ſome tragic ſtory tells, 

Wich, now-and-then, a wretched farce between, 
And fills his chronicle wich human woes. ; 
Time's daughters, true as thoſe of men, * 


ceĩve us; 


5 R or rhe 130 


At ſtill 
Confiding, 


though conſounded; hoping on, 
Untaught by trial, unconvinc d by prof, 


fe to the laſt, like harden'd felons, lyes; 


Nor owns itſelf a cheat, till it expires. 
les little joy goes out by One and One, 
And leave poor ae, ut e in purſe nights | 


Night darker, than what, ae, involves the 
* O Thou, who doſt permit theſe ills to fall, 


mourn! 


know ! 
bat; is this ſublprary world? A vapour; 
A vapour ail it hob's; itſelf, a 


| Exhal d, ordain'd to ſwim its deftin'd hour 
In ambient air, chen melt, and diſappear. 


As morcal, though lefs tranſient, than her ſons; 


Were hoth eternal, ſolid; Thou, a dream. 
"They doat ! on what? Imo: tal views apart, 


| { A region of outſides! à land of ſhadows! 


A fryitful field of Sawery promiſes! 


Frown ſoon it al. Of various rates they ſail 

| 44 reſtleſs, anxious; toſt with hopes, and fears, 
In calmeſt tkies; obnoxious All to ſtorm; 
And ſtormy the moſt general blaſt of life; 
All bound for happineſs; yet few provide 


| The chart of &nowledge, pointing where it 


_———— 
— 


t 


To mutual hurt, by guſts of paſion driven, 


Off, in 2 Women, ſnaps life's ſtrongeſt thread, 11.5 
$5 | Each, in her 


Who tres to tal hem; 25 JR 


year, 


fill:copſornded, man, ns | 


And ever-looking for the never-leen. 2 
oft _ 


5 | For gracious ends, and irn that man then | 


E 3 13 
Who l 


— 1 2 <E> SS SSQO Þ 


vapour; 1 
From the damp bed of chaos, by „ 149 = 


| Zarth's days are number d, nor remote her dom; : = -- 
Yet they doat on her, as the world and they 145 1 


IA wilderneſs of joy! perplex d with doubts, re 
And ſharp with thorns! à troubled ccean, ſpread 
Wich bold adventurers, their ali on board! 
No ſecond hope, if here their fortune «way 22 | 


Of enſigns various; All alike in This, 193 . 1 


it lies; 
160 | 
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And ſuffering more from folly, thas * fate. 
Ccean ! Thou dreadful and tumultuous home 
Of dangers, at eternal war with man ! | 
Deaths capital, where molt he dominecrs, 170 
With all his choſen err / frowning round, 
(Though lately feafied high at * Albion's coſt) 
Wide-opening, and Iovd-roaring ſtill for more! 
Too faithful mirror! how daſt thou reflect 
The melancholy face of human life ! 175 | 
The ſtrong reſemblace tempts me farther ftill ; 
And, baply, Britaia may be deeper {truck 
By ncral truth, infuch a mirror ſeen, 


Their treacherous bleſſings, + at the day of =" 
Like other faithleſs friends, unmaſk, and fting : 
Der, what provoking indigence iu wealth! 225 
W hat aggravated impotence in er! 

High titles, er, what inſult of their pain! 

If that ſale anchor, equal to the waves, 

Hi mertul hope ! defies not the rude ſter m, 

Tate comfort from their foaming billow-? rage, 


Is This a teten of what thy ſoul admires ? 


| « But here (thou ſay*it) the miſeries of life 


Are huddl-& in a group. A more diſtinct 


Which nature holds for ever at her _. 1 « Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better news. 


Selt-flatter'd, unexperiene d, high in hope, 180 
When young, with ſanguize chear, and ſtreamers | 


, 
We — our cahle, launch into the world, 
And fondly dream each wind and flar our 
friend; 

All, in ſome darling enterprize embark'd ; 
But where is he can fathom its extent? 185 
Amid a multitude of artleſs hands, | 
Nui ſure perquiſite l her lawſul prize! 
Seme ſteer aright; but the black vlaſt blows hard, 


And — them wide of hope with hearts of 


Full 2gaint wind and tide, ſome win their way; 

And when ſtrong effort has deſerv'd the port, 190 | 

And tugg'd it into view, *tis won ! tis loſt ! 

Though ſtrong their oar, ſtill ſtronger is their 
tate : 


They ſtrike: and while they triumph, they ex- 


ire. 

In ive: of weather, N ſome ſink outright; 195 
Ox them, aud oer their — the billows 

cloſe ; | 
To-morrow kaows not they were ever born. 
Others a ſhort memorial leave behind, 
Like a flag floating, when the bark 's ingulph'd; 
It floats a moment, and is ſeen no more: 200 
One Cſar lives; a thouſand are forgot, 
How few, beneath aſpicious plancts born, 
1 Darlings of Providence ! fond fate's eiect I) 
Wich ſwelling ſails make good the promis'd KEY 


With all their withes treighted! yet e'en Theſe, 
ſoon complain; 


Freighted with all their wiſhes, 
Free from misfortune, not Goa nature tree, 
They ſtill are men ; and when is man ſecure ? 
As fatal ine, as vorm the ruſh of years | 
| Beats down their — their numberleſs 
= eſcapes 210 
In ruin end: and, now, their ond dauert | 
But plants nec terrors in the victor's hro-: 
What pain to quit the world, juſt made their o]n. 
The ir neſt ſo deeply drownu'd, and built fo high! 
Too low they build, who build beneath the ſt rs. 


Woe then apart (if woe apart cin he 216 
| (Which glitter'd long, at diftance, in his ſiglit) 
And in their h:*pitable arms, incloſe : 20 


From metal ae), and fortune at our nod, 
The gay ! rich ! great! triumphant! and auguſt ! 
C What are they? The n eſt happy (ſtrange to ſay !) 
' Convince we moſt of human miſery 3 220 
What are they? Smiling wretches of !9-merrow / 
More wretched er, then cer their fave cn he; 


— Balches, Fc, 
Vos, Vs. 


Look on life's ſtages : they ſpeak plainer ſtill; 
The plaiaer they, the deeper wilt thou fi gi, 

| Look on thy lovely boy; in him behold 

The beſt that can befal the beſt on earth; 


Yes, ou Florello look : a father's heart 
Is tender, thou the man's is made of ſtone; 
The truth, through ſuch a medium ſeen, may 


78 make 


mpreſſion deep, and fondneſs prove thy friend. 
A helpleſs infart; now a heedleſs child; 


To poor Clarify throes, thy care — 5 


Care full of love, and y-t ſevere as hate ! = 
Oer thy ſouPs joy how oft thy fondneſs frowns! 


As thorns fence-in the tender plant from har n. 
As yet, his reuſe: cannot go alone | 
But aſks a ſterner nurſe to lead it on. 

His little heart is often terrify'd ; 

The bluſh of morcrniug, in his cheek, turns pile; 
Its prarly dew-drop trembles in his eye; _ 
Kis har mleſs exe! and drowns an aagel there, 
Ah! what avails his innocence ? The taſk 


- | Injoin'd muſt diſcipline bis early powers ; 
He learns to ſigh, ere he is known to fin; 260 | 


' Guiltteſs, and fad! a wretch beſore the fall! 
How ag this ! more cruel to forbear, 
| Our nature ſuch, with neceſſur y pains, ; 


Suppoſe him diſciplin'd aright (if not, 
Twill Gnk our poor account to poorer itil); 
Ripe from the tutor, proud of liberty, 


He leaps incloſure, bounds into the world! | 75 
| The world is taken, after ten years _ 270 


Like ancient Troy; and all its joys his own. 
Alas! the world's a tutor more ſevere ; 1 


| | Its leſſons hard, and ill deſerve his pains; 
{ Uateaching All his virtuous nature taught, 
Or books (fair virtue's advocates I) infpir'd, 273 


For who receives him into public life ? 
Men 7 the world, the terræ- filial breed, | 
Welcome the modeR ſtranger to their ſphere, 


Mes, who thiak nought ſo ſtrong of * ro- 
mate, 

So rank kr.ight-errant, as a real friend: 

Men, that act up to reaſem golden rule, 

All weakneſs of aſſectien quite jubdued: 


that would bluſh at being tough: cuce re, 
Y y 


And wakes a welcome harbour of the tomb. 231 


The boy has virtue by his mother fide: 240 


1 Florello lately caft on this rude coaſt 245 


| Needful aufterities his will reſtrain ; 250 


| We purchaſe proſpocts of precari "RI | 
Though not a futher, This might ſteal 2 feb. 26 s T 


- 
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5 


And feign, for glory, the few faults they want ; 


That — E be, where truth would pay as | With all the »ecromanttcs of their art, 


well; 


As if, to Them, vice, ſhone her own wo 


Lorenzo! canſt thou bear a ſhocking fight? 
Such, for Florello's ſake, twill now appear: 290 
See, the fteePd files of ſeaſon'd veterans, 


bright ; 
Deep in the fatal ſtratagems of peace; 
All foft ſenſation, in the throng, dd 'd off; 


All their keen purpoſe, in politeneſs, ſheatlyd ; 
His friends eternal—durizg intereſt ; 

His foes implacable—when worth their while; 

At war with every welfare, but their own 

As wiſe as Lucifer; and half as good | 
And by whom none, but Lucifer, can 8 300 


faked, through Theſe (fo common fate ordains), 


Naked of heart, his cruel courſe he runs, 
Stung out of All, moſt amiable in lite, 


feign'd; 


Affection, as his ſpecies, wide diqusꝰd; 30 5 


Will coſt him many a 
From the flow miſtreſs of this ſchool, Experience, 
And her affiſtant, pauſing, pale, Di, ruſt, 
Purchaſe a dear-bought clue to lead his youth _ 
Through ſerpentine obliquities of life, 
And the dark labyrinth of human-hearts. | 
And happy! if the clue ſtall come fo cheap; 315 


4 


| Belg calfd wiſdom ; ſuiks him into facety ; 


If lefs than heavenly virtue is our guard. 
Thus, a ſtrange kind of curf neceſſity 
Brings down the er ee of his ſoul, 320 


Noble preſumptions to mankind's renown ; 


Ingenuous truft, and confidence of love. 
Theſe claims to joy (if mortals joy might 
claim) 
Ggh ; ; till time, and pains? | 


311 


For, while we learn to ſence with public guilt, 
Full oft we feel its foul contagion too, 


current ſtamp, 


By baſe alloy, to bear 
And brands him into credit with the t 


VW here ſpecious titles dignify difgrace, 


Forgot, that genius need not go to ſchool 3 


And nature's injuries are arts of life: 325 
Where brighter reaſon prompts to bolder crimes; 
And heavenly talents make interual hearts ; 
That vnſurmountal:le extreme of guilt ! 

Poor Machiavel ! who labour'd hard his n 


330 


Forgot, that man, without a tutor wiſe, 


The world 's all H le-page; 
The world 's all Fice; the man who ſhews his 


| 1 whooted * his a and ſcorn'd. 
A man I knew, who liv*d upon a ſmile ; 


His plan bad practis'd, long before 't was 


Vrit. 
there 's no content 3 


heart, | 

3335 

And well it fed him; he look'd plu mp and 
5 

While rankeſt venom foam'd 8 every vein. 
Lorenzo! what I tell thee, take not ill! 

Living, he fawn'd on every fes“ alive ; 


340 
And, dying, curs'd the en on whom he liv'd. 
o ſuch proficients thou art half a ſaint. 


In foreign realms (for thou hait travePd far) 


How curious to — two ſtate-rooks, 
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| Train'd to the word, in burniſh'l falſchood | | 


Prompt truth, and open thought, aad files un- 


| 
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Studious their neſts to feather in a trice, 


345 


Playing the game of faces on cach other, 

Making court ſweet-meats of their latent gall, 

In fooliſh hope, to ſteal each other's truſt; 

Both cheating, both cxuiting, both dece "IP 1350 


done ! | 

Their parts we douEt not; but be That their 
ſhame : 

Shall men of talents, fit to rule mankicd, 

Stoop to mean wiles, that world diſgrace a fool: 


ſer ve? 355 


| For who can thank the man, he cannot ſee ? 


Why ſo much cover? It deſcats itfelf.  - 
Ye, that know all things ! know ye not, mens 
hearts 
Are therefore known, becauſe they are conceabd? 
For why conccaPd ? — The cauſe they need not 
1 — 66 
| I give him joy, that 's aukward at a lie; - 
Whoſe feeble nature r#/4 keeps ſtill in awe 3 


His incapacity is his renqun. 


Ab great, *tis mauly, to diſdain diſguiſe; | 
It ſhews our ſpirit, or it proves our ſtrength. 365 


Howe'er, I grant it ſome ſmall ſign of grace, 
= ſtrain at an excuſe : and * thou then 
cape that cruel ve? Thou may*ft, with eaſe; 


7 11525 no poft needfu! that demands a knave. 370 ll 
_ | When late our civil helm was ſhifting hands, _ 


80 Pulteney thought: think better if you can. 
But this, how rare ! the public path of lite 

Is dirty ;—yet, allow that dirt is due, 

It makes the noble mind more noble ſtill: 


iT he world, well-known, will givę our hearts to 
Or make us demon, long before we die. [heaven, 


Io ſhew how fair the world, A mittreſs, ſhines, 


Take either part, ſure ills attend the choice; 
Sure, though pot equal, detriment enſues. 
Not vir tue%s-f[elf is deify*d on earth. | 


| Yirtue has her relapſes, conflicts, foes ; 335 
Foes, that ne'er fail to make her feel their hate, 


| Firtue has her peculiar ſet of pains, 

True friends to virtue, I, and læaſt, complain; 
But if hey figh, can o: hers hape to ſmile? 
If cviſdm has her miſerics to maurn, 290 
How can poor felly lead a happy life? 

Aud if beth ſuffer, what has earth to boaſt, | 
Where he moff happy, who the /zaft lament: ! 


| Where much, much patience, the moſt envy'd ate, 2 1 


And /ome forgiveneſs, needs the beſt of friends? 
For friend, or happy life, who looks not higher, 
Of neither ſhall he find the ſhadow here. 
The world's ſworn advocate, without a ce 
Lorenzo ſmartly, with a ſmile replies; 


| « Thus far thy ſong is right; and All moſt own © | 


« Virtue has her peculiar ſet of fain..— 
„And joys peculiar who to vice denies ? 

cc If vice it is, with nature to comply : 

| « If pride, and ſen e, are ſo predominant, 


«© Te check, not overcome, them, makes a faint, 405 


And, ſometimcs, both (It earth * un- 


And loſe the thanks of thoſe tew friends — 


Thou ſay'ſt, Tis reellſul: is it thereſore right? 


E . 


| 37 . 
I The world *s no neuter; it will wound, or fave 3 ; 
| Cr virtue quench, or indignation fire. | 


Leu fay,The world, well-known, will make a man: _ 


4 tt * * ri 


— graip at greatneſs? Firſt, know what it is: 


5 | Why greater what can fall, than what can riſe ? £ 


Which wriggle into wealth, or climb renown. 
A s crooked Satan the forbidden tree, 


YOUNG'S POEMS. 


proclaim 

« Pleaſure, and glory, the chief good of man?“ 
Can pr ule, and ſenſu, ity, rejoice ? ? 

From purity ot thought, all ple7ſure ſprings ; 

And, from an humble ſpirit, all our peace. 

Ambition, pleaſure ] let us talk of Theſe: 

Of Theſe, the Porch, and Academy, ad; 
Of Theſe, each following age had much to fay : : 
Yet, une xhauſted, ſtill, the needful theme. 
Who talks of ee, to mankind all at once 415 
He talks; for were the faint from either free? 
Are theſe thy refuge? No: theſe ruſh upon thee; 
Thy vitals ſeize, and vnlture- like, devour : 

I lk try, if I can pluck thee from thy rock, L 
Prometheus ! from this barren ball of earth; 420 
If re ſen can unchain thee, thou art free. 

And, tirſt, thy Ciuc iſs, ambition, calls; 

Mountain of tor am ! eminence of woes! 

Of courted woes | and courted through miſtake ! 

_ [is rot ambition charms.thee ; tis a cheat 425 
Will make thee ſtart, as H—— at his Meer. | 


Can nature in a plainer voice 
[ 


410 


Think ſt thou thy greatneſs j in di/irn&ren lies? 
Not in the ſcather, wave it eer ſo high, 


1 


| | 
Nought Greater, than an honeſt, Humble Heart; 


| | Whoſe worth unriv Pd, and unwitneſsd, ves 
Lite's facred ſhades, where gods converſe with 


- Þ aw 8 beyond the world's Ins 
As thou (now dar"), 


347 


And death puts cut ! Doft thou demand a teſt, 
A teft, at once, infallible, and ſhort, 
Of re Greatneſs? That man Greatly lives, 470 
Whate'er his late, or fame, who Greatly dies; | 
High-fuh'd with hope, where heroes ſtall 
deſpair. 
If h a true criterion, many courts, 
Il · iſtrious, might a#ord but few 
Thy Almighty, from his throne, on earth 


ſurveys 


An Humble Heart, Hrs reſidence! pronounc'd 
Hi fecond ſeat ; and rival to the ſt ies. 
The private path, the ſecret acts of men, 
If noble, far the nobleſt of our lives ! 
How far above Lorenzo's glory fits 

_ TW illuſtrious maſter of a name wnkncxon ; 


miles! 
before we part, ſhalt ſee. 
But thy Great Soul this hg glory ſcorns. 


By fer tune ſinek, to mark us from the throng, 
zs glory lodg'd : Ptis lodg'd in the reverſe; 43 
In what which j joias, in that which equals, All, 

. The monarch and his ſlave “ A deathleſs ſoul, 
t Unbounded proſpect, and immortal kin, 


A Father God, and brothers in the ſkies 0 45 5 


5 = 2 indeed, in time; but leſs remote 


In excellence, perhaps, than thought by man; 


I Gill delirious, now, Lorenzo! go: _ 
And with thy full blown brothers of the n 
Throw ſcorn around thee ; caſt it on thy ſlaves; 
_ "Thy flaves, and equals : how ſcorn caſt on Them 
Rebounds on Thee ! if man is mean, as man, 
Art thou a god? If fortune makes bim ſo, 
Beware the conſequence: a maxim Thu, 445 
Which draws a monſtrous picture of mankind, 
Where, in the drapery, the man is loft ; 
Extcrnals fluttering, and the ſoul forgot. 
Thy greateft glory, when diſpos*d to boaſt, 
„ Boat tat aloud, in which thy ſervants i} are. 450 
We wiſely ſtrip the ſteed we mean to buy: 
Judge we, in their capariſons, of men? 1 
It nought avails thee, where, but what, thou art; 
All the ditin&ions of this little life | 
Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man, 4-5 
When, through deaths ſtreights, earth's 2 
| ſerpents ereep, 


They leave their party-colour'd robe e, 

All that now glitters, while they rear aloft 

Their br2zen creſts, and hits at us below. | 

Of fortune?s frcus ſtrip them, yet alive: 
_ Sripthem of body, too; uay, cloſer Rill, 
Away with all, but moral, in their minds ; | 
And let, what then remains, impoſe their name, 
Pronounce them Weak, or Worthy ; Great, or 

Mean. 


4%, 


| | Lorenzo's fick, but when Lorenzo 's ſeen ; 
431 | And, when he ſhrugs at public buſineſs, lyes. 
| Deny'd the public eye, the public voice, 


| And mix as much detraction as they can 
nous he, that faithleſs fame ber = has, 


| Or, from an itch more ſordid, when he mines 
72 ing his country by five hundred ears, 


| With modeſt laughter lining loud applauſe, 
| Which 
| | His fene, which (lize the mighty. Czfar), 5 


By ten irg friends, that honour, and deſtroy. 
Ie cite in glory, as we ſink in pride: 


And dreams himfeli aicending in his fall. 


N | An vice wants zellebore; hut of all vice, 


Who court applauſe, oblige the world in 20. 


| Superior honour, when aſſam'd, is 4a 


7 
Fain would he make the world his pedeſtal; 
Mankind the gazers, the ſole figure, Hs, 


have” "wp that maukind praiſe — their 85 
495 | 
As well as trumpet? That his vanity 


Is ſo much tickled from not hearing 4/1? f 
Knows this all-knower, that from itch af "=" | 


5 
| Senates at once admire him, and deſpiſe, DE” 


makes the in. ile more mortal to his 


ſame ? 


erown'd 
With laurels, i in full ſerate, greatly falls, 


Where boaſting ends, there dignity begins: 
And yet, miſtaken beyond all miftake, $10 : 
The blind Lorenzo 's proud—of being proud; 


/ 


1 | 
though fancy“ d, turns the 5 


An em 


P, 7:2: loude ſt calls, and for the Largeſt l 8 2 5 
| Becauſe, unlike all other vice, it ſſies, 2 


In „i, the point, in fancy moſt purſued. 


They gratify man's paſſion to refuſe: 

Eva good men turn bnitti, and rejoice, 

Like Kouli-Kan, in plunder of the provd, 
Though ſomewhat diſconcerted, ſteady till 


| How mean that ſnuT of glory * 


| To the world's cauſe, with half » face of j joys 


- "4 N -_ d 


— =" > 
* „% „„ — „ 
* £ b - * — , — 


2 


= _—— 
- — — 


«'d.- 


„** 


gs 


Lorenzo cries—-* Be, then, ambition caſt 1 525 

« Ambition's dearer far ſtands unimpeach'd, 

6 Gay pleaſur e proud ambition is her ſla ve: 

« For Her, he foars at great, and hazards ://; 

„ For Her, he fights, a id bleeds, or overcomes ; 

« — to reach Her 
mile: £30 

« Who ein reſiſt her charms ?”—Or, aulit 

Lorenzo! 

What mortal ſt᷑ all refiſt, where angels yield? 

Fleaſures the miſtreſs of ethereal powers; 

For her contend the rival gods above; 

Pleaſures the miſtreſs of the world below; 8 8385 

And well ät was for wan, that pleaſure cnarms ; 


How would All ftagnate, but for p/eaſure: ray! 


How would the frozen ſtream of action ceaſe! 


What is the pulſe of this ſo buſy world ? 


The love of pleaſure: that, through every vein, 
Throws motion, warmth; and ſhuts out death 


from liſe. 
Though various are the tempers of mankind, 
Fle ſures gay family hold All in chains : | 
Some moſt affect the black; and ſome, the fair; 
Some boneſt plenſure court ;, ard ſome, obſcene. 
Pk. ures ob ſcent are various, as the throng 


Of paiſſious, that can err in human hearts; 


: But when our reaſen licenſes deli ght | 


Miſtake their objects, or tranſgreſs their bounds. 
Think you there's but one whoredom? Whore- 
dom, All, 

570 


Daoſt doubt, Lorenzo? H hou ſhalt doubt no more. 


| Thy father chides thy | angry ; yet bugs x 
An, ugly copumon bar 


Andi that hag, verge ce, in a corner, charms, | 
Hatred her brothel has, as well as love, 
Where horrid ep1cur es debauch in bloogl. 
| Whatc'er the motive, p/erſure is the mark: 

Tor Her, the black aſſaſſi n draws his ſword : 

| For 2 dark ſtateſ men trim their midnight 


Ant find, or hope, a luxury in tears; 


ot, in the dark; 
A rank adulterer with others“ gt, 


50 
To K no Vg le ſacrifice may fill; 


For Her, the ſaint ahſtains; the miſer ſtarves; 
The Stoic proud, ſor ple — e, pleaſure ſcorn'd 


For Her, a/j{ieticv*s daughters grief indulge, 
565 


For Her, guilt, Naive, toil, danger, we 8 4 
And with an aim vc ft, ruſh on death. 


Jam thy rival; pleaſure I profeſs; 
Pleaſure the purpoſe of my gloomy ſong. 


I bus univerſal ber deſpotic power! 


And as her empire wide, her praiſe is jud. 
Patron of pleaſure ! doater on delight! 


Plecjure is nought but virtue's gayer name; 


I wrong her fill, I rate her worth toc low; 
Virtue the root, and plkaſure is the flower; 


And honeſt Epicurus“ foes were fools. 
But this ſounds harſh, and gives the wie 
offence; 
Ie werſtrain'd wiſdom ftill retains the name. 
F'ow knits aw/ieri:y her eloudy brow, 
And blames, as bold, and hazardous, the praiſe 


cf pleaſure, to mankind, zpraifa, too dear! 


Ye m dern Stnics! hear my ſoft reply; 


| Their ſenſes men wrl/ truſt: we can't impoſe; 


Cr, if we : could, is impolition right? 


546 


99 
8 | Great Legiſiator! 


1 


57s 
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Own herey ſ=rect ʒ but, owning, acd this Ag; 595 
4% When mixt with poiſor, it is deadly too,” 


Truth never was indebted to a lye. 


Is nought but virtue to be prais'd, as owe 
W hy then is beaith pre ferr'd before diſcaſe? 
What nature loves 1, good, without cur leave. 590 


And where no future draw back cries, * Eewarey”? 


Nea ſur e, though not from virtue, Aloud prevail, 


Tis bal: to lite, and gratitude to heaven; 


| How cold vur thanks tor bounties uncnjoy'd ! 


The feve of pleaſure is man's eldeft-born, 555 
Born in his cradle, living to his tomb; | 
Wiſtom, her heut er titer, though more grave, 
Was meant io 17:4 er, and not to mar, 


Imperial /e ure, qucen of human hearts. 


Lorenzo! Thou, her majetty's renown'd, (ce 


| Though uncei!'t counſel, learned in 7% wvorld / 
Who thinltt thy!clf a Murray, with diſdain 


May*ſt look on me. Let, ny Demolth-ncs ! 
Cai:tt thou plead pleaſure?s cauſe as well as I? 
Know'lt thou her rature, furpeſe, parentage? 603 
Attend my ſong, aud thou ſhalt know them all; 
And know Thyſelf; and know thyſelf to be 
(Strange truth!) the molt abitemious man alive. 
Tell not Caliſta 3 ſhe will laugh thee dead; | 


 Abſwrd preſumption ! Thou who never — 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| Pleaſure firſt, ſuccours virtwe; in return, 


A ſerious thought ! Galt thou dare dream of j 


No man eder found a h y life by chauce z 


Or yawn'd it into being, witna with z 
Or, with the fl. out of groveling ap, cite, 615 
Per ſmelt it aut, and grubb'd it from the dirt. 


| An art it is, and muſt be Karnt ; and learnt 
I * ith unremitting eftort, or be lolt; 3 5 | *% | 
Aud leaves us perfect blockb-:ad>, in our bliſs. 


556 


The claude way drop down titlus and eſtates ; 
Arlt may ſeck Us; but wij{cm muſt be ſoy 
Sought before all; but (how unlike all elſe 


We ſeek on earth!) tis never fought i in vain, 


riſe, ftreugthy and 


| Brought forth by <wi/tm, narſt b 
By paticnee taught, by je Sa crown'd, 


Firſt, p/e-ſur?s birth, 
grandeur, ſee. 


She rears her head majeſtie ; round her — 
 Ereted ' in the boſom of the juſt, 
h virtue, liſted, forms her nianly guard. 


mands, | 

At once to » rity and to 3 their bliſs 2 
ſcarce ſo great, as kind! 
If men are rational, and love delight, 
Thy gracious law but flatter human choice; 
In the tranſgreſſion lies the penalty; 
And they the moſt indulge, who moſt odor. - 

Of pleaſure, next, the final cauſe explore; 
Its mighty fr peſe, its important end. 
Not to turn kumar brutal, but to build 
Drivive on human, pleaſure came from heaven. 
In aid to reuſen was the goddeſs ſent ; 
To call up all its firergth by ſuch a charm, | 
645 


Firtue gives ; leuſure an eternal reign. 


What, but the pleaſure of food, friendſhip, 


* 


3 3 * 4 * * 


Or ſerd thee to her hermitage with L—=. 610 


5 dſciplin, 625 | 


| For what are v lee (Formidable name l) 620 2 | 
| What, but the tourtain, or deſerce, of joy? 
Why, then, am. ? Need mankind com- 


Supports lice natuxal, ci 
Tis from the pleaſure of 2884 
*1'is from the pleaſure of aPplauſe, we pleaſe ; 6 50 
Tis from the pleaſure of belief, we pray 

(All prayer would ceaſe, if undeliew the 


It ſerves 2 our ſpecies, and our God; 
And to ſerve more, is paſt the ſphere of man. 
Glide, then, for ever, pleaſure's tacred ftream ! 
Through Eden, as Euphrates ran, it runs, 
And toſters every growth of happy life; 8 uſd 


5 2 n-w Eden where it flows 5 —buc 

As muſt be loſt, Lorenzo! by thy 

« hit mean 1 by thy full — — 
ſee, 


| While pleaſure's nature is at _ diſplay d; 
Already ſung her orig ing and ends, 


Thoſe glorious ends, by kind, or by tions | 

Whea pleaſure violates, *tis then a vica, 5 

And vengeance too; it haſtens iuto pain, 665 
From due reireſhment, life, health, reaſon, 

| oy; 

| * wid exceſs, pain, grief, diſtract ion, death; 

Heaven's juſtice :/4/s proclaims, and ht her 

love. | 


What greatcr evil can I wiſh my foe, 


Than his full draught of pleaſure, from a caſk 67 | 


Unbroach'd by juft authority, urgangd 
By temterance, by reaſen unre ſin dl? 
A thouſand dæmons lurk within the lee. 
Heaven, others, and ourſelves! uninqur'd eſe. 
Drink deep; the deeper, then, the more divine: 
0 Angels are angels, from indulgence theres 676 
Tis unrepenting pleaſure makes a god. 
Doſt think thyſelf a god from other joys? 
A victim rather: ft.ortly ſure to bleed. 
The wrong un mourn: can heaven's appoint- 
ments fail? | 
Can man outwit e strike ovt 8 
A ſelf-wrought happineſs un meant by Hin 
Who made us, aud the world we would enjoy ? 
Who forms an inſtrument, ordains from whence 
Ita diſſonauce, or harmony, ſtall riſe. 685. 


* — 


Heaven bade the ſoul this mortal frame iuſpire: 1 
Bade virtue's ray divine inſpire the ſoul = | 


With unprecarious flows of vital joy; 
And, without breathing, man as well might 
„ hope 

For life, as without piety, for peace, 690 


No; piety is more; *tis virtue's ſource z 

= Mother of every worth, as that of joy. 

Men of t'e world this doctrine ill . N 
They ſmile at piety 3 yet boaſt aloud 69 
Good-will te men; nor know they ftrive to part 
What mature joias 3 and thus confute 2 
* * = de 

ith picty be on earth; 
Tis cke 22 — of — | 
Conſcience, her firſt law broken wounded, lies; 700 
Euafecblecl, lifeleſs, impotent to good; 
A feign'd affection bougds her utmoſt power. 
Seme we can't love, but for the Almighty's ſake; 
A foe to God was neꝰer true friend to man; 
Some fuiſter intent taints all ke does; 03 
And, in his kindeſt actions, bes unkind, — 


* 


ö 


— 


— - 


And, on bumanity 


A man triumph, int is a moaſtrous fight; ” 
A man Y%ejedled is a fight as mean, 

| What cauie for triumph, where ſuch ills abound? » 
What for deechion, where prefides a Power, a 


is built; 

„ much happineſs 5 
And yet ſtill more on piety itſelf. 

A ſoul in commerce with her God, is heaven 3 | 
Feels not the tumults and the ſhocks of life ; Lins 
The whirls of paſſions, and the ſtrokes of heart. 


On piety, 3 


A Deity believ'd, is joy begun: 7 5 

A Deity ador'd, is Joy ad van d; | 

A Deity belov'& is — 715 
| Fach branch of fie delight inſpires ; 


Fit builds a bridge from this world. to the 


dark gulph, and all its horror | 


660 | Praiſe, the ſweet exhalation of our joy, 


That joy exalts, and makes it ſweeter Kill ; 


| hn ardent opens bee, lets casten 


Of glory on the conſecrated hour 


Of man, in audience with the Deity. 5 


Who worſhips the Great Cad, that inftant joi 
The firſt in heaven, and ſets his foot on 725 
Lorenzo! when waſt Thou at church fer- 

Thou think'{ the ſervice long ; but is it jutt? 
* 3 unwelcome ; thou hadit rather 


Unballowd ground ; the Muſe, to win thine 
ears 

Muſt take an air leſs ſolemn. She complies. 730 

Gcod cerjeience! at the ſound he world retires; 


| Verſe diſaffects it, and Lorenzo ſmiles; 
Vet has ſhe her /er-:g/io full bf charms; 


And ſuch as age ſhall heighten, hot impair, 


Art thou de . Is thy mind vercait? 735 


Amid her fair-ones thou the faireti chooſe, 


IF To ehaſe thy gloom, —« Go, tix ſome weighty 


truth; 
% Chain down ſome e. do ſome gener, 
| geody, _ : 
Teach ignirance to Tee, or grief to ſmiles 
Correct thy friend; G0 thy greateſt foe ; * 


Er with warm hearty and confidence divine, 


“ Spring up, and lay Rrong bold on Aim who | 
made thee.” 
Tay 


gloom is ſcatter'd, ſprightly ſpirits flow ; 


Though wither'd is thy vine, and harp unſtrung. 


Doſt call the bowl, the viol, and the dance, 748 


Loud mirth, mad laughter? Wretcaedcomforters! 


Phyſicians ! more than half of thy diſeaſe, 


o | Lawghter, though never cenſur'd yet as fin, 
. « Ig virtue, then, and piety the ame! e 
Is half- immortal: is it much indulg d? 

By venting ſpleen, or diſſipating thought, 
It ſlews a ſcerner, or it makes a feo/; 
5 | And fins, as hurting others, or ourſelves. 
"Tis pride, or cmptireſs, applies the firaw, | 
That tickles little minds to mirth effuſe 3 


(Pardon a thought that only ſcems ſevere) 


15s 
Of grief approaching, the portentous in! 
The houſe of laughter makes a houſe of woe. 


| Who calPd us into being to be bleſi ? 
So grieve, as conſcious, grief may riſe to joy; 
So Jer, as conſcious, joy to grief may fall. 


1 | 
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Moſt true, a wif: man never will be fad ; »65 
But neither will ſonorous, bubbling mirth, 
A ſhallow ſtream of happineſs betray . 
Too happy to be ſportive, he's ſerene. 

Vet wouldſt thou laugh (but at thy own 

expence) 

This couaſel ſtrange ſyould T preſume to F 
« Retire, and read thy Zzole, to be gay.” 
There teuths abonnd of ſovereign aid to peace; 
Ah! do not prize them leſs, becauſe intpir'd, 
As thou, and thine, arc apt and proud to do. 
II r ii. ſpir'd, that pregnant page had ftood, 775 
' Time's treuſure? and the wonder of the wiſe! 
Thou think'it, perhaps, thy ſeul alone at ftake 3 
Alas Should men miſtake thee for a feet, — 
What man cf taſte for genius, wiſdom, truth, 
Though tender of thy fame, could interpoſe? 780 
Believe me, ſenſe, here, as a double part, 


And the true cr:7:c is a Chrijitun too. 


But 7/eje, thou think'ſt, are gloomy da to 


— 


Fi Joy 
True joy in ſunſhine ne'er was fonnd at frſt; 


They, firſt, themſelves oflend, who greatly | 


n 785 
Ard travel only gives us ſound repoſe, | 
Haven /e//s all pleaſure; effort is the price; 
The joys of conqueſt are the joys of man; 
And gicry the victorious Iaurel ſpreads | 
O'er I leuſure's pure, perpetual, placid ſtream. 790 
There is a time, when toil muſt be preterr'd, 
Wo Jy» by wiſ<tim'd fondneſs, is undone, 
A mau of pleaſure is a man of pains. 
Thou wilt not take the trouble to be bleſt. 


Fauiſe joys, indeed, are born * want : af 
| thought: 795 


' From thou ;glits full bent, and energy, the tre; 
Aud that demands a wind in equal poize, 
Remote itrom gloony grief, ard glaring joy. 
Much joy not ouly ſpeaks ſmall happineſs, | 
F. v1 hppineſs that ſhortly muſt expire. 800 
Can jy, unbotiom'd in reflection, ſtand? 
And,; in a tempeſt, can regection live ? 
Can joy, like thine, fecure itſelf an hour? 
Can joy, like thine, meet accident unſhock'd ? 2 
r ape the door to honeſt poverty ? 90 5 
Er tall. with threatening death, and not turn 
| vale ? 
In fuck à worll, and ſuch  noture, 0. 
Are reedful fundamentals of delight: 
Ibeſe fundamentals give de light indeed; 


Deligit, pure, delicate, and durable; 3810 


P-le! nd, uaſtaken, waceuhce, divine; | 
A contiant, anda found, but Joins Joy. 
1s joy the daughter of ſeverity ? 

It is Axet far my doctrine from ſevere. | 
& Þ«jcice for ever;” It becomes a man; 815 
Exalts, and ets him vearer to the gods, 

« PF: joice ſor ever!“ Nature cries, © Rejoice 3? 
And drinks to man, in her ned areous cup, 
Mixt up of delicates for every ſenſe; 


To the great Founder of the bounteous fealt, 3 20 


Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal praiſe 3 
Ar: he that will not #/edge her, is a churl. 
Tt 6rmly to ſupport, good fully taſte, 

15 the whole — of folicity: 


S POEMS. 


Yet ſparing pledge: her bowl is not the beft $25 
Mankind can boaſt.— A rational repaſt ; 
« Excriion, vigilance, a mind in arne, 

« A military diſcipline of thought, 
& To foil temptation in the doubtful field; 
And ever-waking ardor for te right.” 230 
Tis 94 frit give, then guard, a cheartul 

eart | 

Nought that is igt, think little; well aware, 
What reaſon bids, God bids; by His command 
How aggrandiz'd, the ſmalleſt thing we do! 


| To thee, infpid all, but what is mad; M 
| Joys icafon'd high, and tafting ftrong of guilt, 


„ 
« Of ... proud to tread the fteps, + 
Rut look it be thine own: Is conſcience, then, | 
No part of nature? Is ſhe not ſupreme? 
Thou regicide ! O raiſe her from the dead! 
Then, follow nature; and reſemble God. | 

When, ſpite of conſcience, pleaſure is * 

Mars nature is wnnaturally pleag'd ; 
| And what's unnatural is painful too 
At intervals, and muſt diſguſt ev'n Thee ! 
| l nn 3 but not, perhaps, the 
c. . 


 Firtu@s foundations with the world's were laid; 


Her ſacred intereſts with the ſtrings of lite. 


| | Who breaks her awful mandate, ſhocks himſelf, £ 
His better ſelf; and is it greater pain, | 
Our ſoz ſhould murmur, or our duſf re pine? 855 5 


And one, in their eternal war, uu bleed, 
ſpar'd? 2 


| The pains of mind ſurpaſs the pains of ſenſe; 


Alk, then, the gout, what torment is in guilt. 

The joys of ſenſe to mental j 

. on the preſent only feeds ; the ſoul 
n paſt, and future, foragers fer jay. 


E 'Tis hers, by retroſpect, —_— time to range; 


And forward time's great ſequel to ſurvey. 


Axes might ruſt, and racks and gibbets fall: 


* then, thy mind, and Love the reſt 15 | 


fate. 
Lorenzo! wilt thon never be a man? 


| The man is dead, who for the body lives, 
Lur'd, by the beating of his pulſe, to lit 870 

Wich every luſt, that wars againſt his peace: 

1 * ſets him quite at variance with himſelf, | 
hyſelf, firſt, know 3 then love: a /elf chere i is 


Of virtue fond, that kindles at her charms, 


While every virtue wounds it to the heart: 
Humility degrades it, Juſtice robs, | 
| Bleft beurty beggars it, fair truth betrays, 
And god-like magranimity deitroys. 


Defend it, feed it :—But when virtue bids, 


nm | Tofs it, or to the fowls, er to the flames. 
| And — ? 'Ti is love of pleaſure bids thee bleed > 


Thus, nothing is inf pid to the wiſe; 333 


av (thou reply 't, with indignation | 


2 rn > <> 


| © I follow rature.,”—Follow nature ſtill, 840 


a a ed. be. 


Heaven mixt her with our make, and twiſted cloſe. | b 


8 _ 2 is. GS .3® 


If one miſt ſuffer, which ſhould leaſt be - 


s are mean: $860 


Could human courts take vengeance on the min, 


A ſe/f there is, as fond of every vice, 85 | 


' This ſelf, when rival to the former, ſcorn; $30 
| When not in competition, kiadly treat, f 


Wen being, curſt ; extinction, loud umplor'd ; 


It mitigates thy pain, it econ it too. 


BY And what ſure mark di:tioguithes the wiſe ? 


— Slippery the f/ſe, and toſſing, as the wave. 
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Comply, or own ſelf-love extind?, or Bind. $85 
For what is vice? Self-love in a miſtake :; 


A poor bliud merchant buying joys too dear, 
And v:rtue, what? »Tis ſelf-love in her wits, 
Quite it: ilful in the market of delight. 7 


Self-love's good ſenſe is love of that dread Power, 

From whom herſelf, and all ſhe can enjoy. 891 

Other ſcHf-love is but diſguis'd ſelf-hate; 

More mortal than the malice of our foes z; 

A ſelf-hate, vm, fcarce felt ; then felt full-ſore, 

| Ard every thing preferr'd to what we are. 891 
Yet this ſelf-love Lorenzo makes his choice: 

And, in this choice triumphant, boaſts of joy. 

How is his want of happineſs betray'd, 

By diĩſaffection to the preſent hour 

Imagination wanders far afield : 5 

The future pleaſes ; why? The preſent pai 

« But that % a ſecrec.” Yes, which all | 


goo 


know; 
Ard know from Thee, diſcover'd 
Thy ceaſeleſs agitation, reſtleſs roll 
Froin cheat to c 


| _ Jos 
t, impatient of a pauſez _ 


Whats it Tis the cradle of the ſoul, 


From iind ſent, to rock her in diſtaſe, 
Which ber phyſ.cian, Næaſen, will not cure. 
A poor expedient! yet thy beſt; and while 910 
Such are Lorenzo's wretched remedies ! 
The weak have remedics; the wiſe have joys. 
Superior wiſdom is ſuperior bliſs. > 
915 
Conſiſtent wiſdom ever wills the ſame ; Les 
Thy fickle wiſh is ever on the wing, 
Sick of herſelf, is folly's character; 
As wiſion?s is, a modeſt ſelf-applauſe. | 
A change of evils is % good ſupreme ; 929 
Nor, but in motion, canſt thou find thy reſt. 
ſtreugth is ſhewn in ſtanding 
The firſt ſure ſymptom of a mind in health, :; * 
Is reft of heart, and pleaſure felt at home, 
Fulſe pleaſure from abroad her joys imports 3 925 
Rich from within, and ſclf-ſuſtaiu'd, the rue. 
The true is fix*d, and ſolid as a rock; 


Nis, a wild wanderer on earth, like Cain; - 


Hlome-contemplation her ſupreme delight; 

She dreads an interruption from without, 

Smit with her own condition; and the more 
Intenſe the gazes, ftill it charms the more. 
No man is happy, till he thinks, on earth g35 


3 There breathes not a more happy than himſelf; 


Then envy dies, ard love overflows on All; 
And love oferflowing makes an angel Here, 
Such angels, All, intitled to repoſe 
On Him who governs fate: though tempeſt frowns, 
Though nature ſhakes, how ſoft to lean on hea- 
| ven? N 1 5 
Jo lean on Him, on whom archangels lean ! 
With inward eyes, and ſilent as the grave, 
They ſtand colle f ing every beam of thought, 
Till their hearts kindle with divine deli 
er — their tacught:, like angelé, 


A 


; Andother Joys aſk lea 


5 | | | Much pain | 
That, like the fabled, ſelf-enamour'd boy, 930 


| 


Where feeble happineſs, like Vulcan, 
| Bids foul es, in their dark receſs, 


351 
In Iſra:Ps dream, come from, and go to, hea- 
| ven : 
Hence, are they fudious of ſequeſter'd ſcenes; 
While noiſe, and diiſfipation, comfort :4ec, 

Were all men happy, revelings would ceaſe, 
That opiate for inquietude within. 151 
Lorenzo! never mau was truly bleſt, | 
But it compos'd, and gave him ſuch a caft, 
As folly might mi ſlake for want of jy. 

A caſt, unlike the triumph of the proud; 
| A modeft aſpect, and a ſmile at heart. 
O for a joy from thy Philaader's ſpring! 
A ſpriag perennial, riſing in the breatt, 
ne permanent, — pure! we turbid #ream 
f rapturous exultation, ſwelling higu; os 
Which, like land-floods, . — a N | 
Then fink at once, aud leave us in the mirc, 
What does the man, who tranſient joy pre:ers? 
What, but prefer the bubbles to the rem? 
Vain are all ſudden allies of delight; 
| Convuliions of a weak, diſtemper'd joy. 
Joy 's a fixt ſtate ; a tenure, not a ſtart. 
Bliſs there is none, but unprecarisus bliſs: 


8 


7 


9895 | 


| That is the gem: fell All, and purchaſe That. 
Why goa-begging to contingencies, | 


Not gain'd with eaſe, nor ſafely lov'd, if gain - 
At good fortuitous, draw back, and pauſe ” 
Suſpect it; what thou canſt enſure, enjoy; 


5 5 And nought but what thou givꝰſt thyſelf, is ſure. A, 
| Kenſen perpetuates joy that reaſon gives, 


And makes it as immortal as herſelf: :? _ 
To mortals, nought immortal, but their worth, 
t ſhould ab/ol/u;ely 
reign 3 5 F 
ve for their approach; 
Nor, une: amin'd, ever leave obtain. e 
Thou art all anarchy; a mob of joys 1 8 
Wage war, and periſh in inteſtine broils ; 
Not the leaſt promiſe of internal peace ! 
No boſom-comfort ! or unborrow'sd bliſs ! 
Thy thoughts are vagabonds ; All outw 
bound, | ZNO 
»Mid fands, and rocks, 
plweaſure; 


ard. 
. 285 


tor 


ir gain'd, dear-beuglit; and better miſ-/d than 


gain'd, TAY 
) oo PE, 
Fancy, and ſenſe, from an infeQed ſſ ore, 
Thy cargo bring; and peſtilence the prize. 999 
Then, ſueh thy thirſt (inſatiable thirft! ow” 


} 


| By fond indulgence but inflan'd the more + 


Fury ſlill cruites, when poor ſexſe is tir'd. 
Imagination is the Paphian ſhop, _ 3 
lame, 995 


And hot as hell (which kindled the black fires), 
With wanton art, thoſe iatal arrows form, = 
Which murder all thy time, heakh, wealth, and 


fame. 


| Wouldft thou receive them, other thoughts there 


are, ' 
On avgel-wing, deſcending ſrom above, | 
vw 945 Which theſe, with art divine, would couuter- 
cen of | 


| And form celeſſis 


1000 


work, 


! armour for thy peace. 


352 
In fin is feen imaginations gu 
But 'who can count omg! var She betrays 
thee, 1005 


To think in grandeur there is ſomething great, 
For works of curious art, and antient fame, 

Thy genius hungers, elegantly pain'd: 

And foreign climes muſt cater for thy taſte. 

| Hence, what — cnay price was 


1010 
That pe prieſt, the Turk of Rome, 


Whol? foot (ye gods!) though cloven, muſt be | 
kiſs%d, Who lives as fuch; whoſe heart, full-bent on 


Detain'd thy dinner on the Latian ſhore ; 
(Such is the fats of honeſt Proteitants!) 
And poor magnificence is ſtarv'd to death. 
Hence juft reſentment, indighation, ire — 
Be pacify*d, if extwvard things are great, 
Tis magnanimity great things to ſcorn; 
Pompous expences, and parades auguſt, | 
And courts, that inſalubrious ſoil to peace. 1020 | 
True happineſs ne%er enter'd at an eye; 
True happineſs reſides in things unſeen. 
No ſmiles of fortune ever bleſt the bad, 
2 her frowns rob innecence of joys; 
t jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor: 1025 
$0 tel his H:/ineſs, and be reveng'd. 

N we both agree, is man's chief good; 
Or only conteſt, what deſerves the name. 
; Give 6h name to bs but what has 


% and + —— way 
— « of time ; HR 2 — 
Dearer on trial, lovelier for Its age, | 
And doubly to be prizd, as it promotes | 
Dur future, while it forms our preſent, joy. 1036 
Same joys hs future overcaſt x a ſome | 
r 
Some joys endear eternity; ſome give 
Abhor'd annihilation dreadful charms. 
Are rival joys contending for thy choice? 
Conſult thy ele ei ence, and be ſafe; 
That oracle will put all doubt to flight. 
Short is the le ſſon, though my lecture long, 
Ee good and let heaven anſwer for the reſt. 
Vet, with a ſigh oer all mankind, I grant 1045 
In this our day of proof, our land of hope, | 
The geed man has his clouds that intervene ; 
Clouds, that"ed/cure his ſublunary day, 
But never conguer : ev'n the be muſt own, | 
P. tience, and reſgnatii , are the -pillars * 
Of human peace on earth. The pillars, Theſe: 
But thoſe of Seth not more remote from Thee, | 
Till 74:5 heroic le ſſon thou ha't learnt ; 
To frown at p/exſure, and to ſmile in Pa. 
Fir'd at the proſped of unclouded blits, 
Heaven in reverſion, like the ſun, as yet 
Beneath th? horizon, chears us in this world; 
It ſheds, on ſouls ſuſceptible of light, 
The glorious dawn of our eternal day. 
« This (ſays Lorenzo) is a fair harangue : 1060 
« But can harangues blow back ſtrong natures 
ſtream; 
Er ſtem the tide heaven puſhes through our 


veins, 


1015 


1040 


1055 
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e Which ſweeps away man's impotent. reſul 
c And lays his labour level with the 2 
| RRR 6 


| And think nought is, but what they find at home: 


Thus, weaknets to chimzra turns the truth. 
Nothing romantic has Muſe the preſcrib'd, 

* Above, Lorenzo ſaw the man of earth, 
The mortal nan; and wretched was the fight. 1050 
To balance that, to comfort, and ex:lt, 


Now fee the man immortal: him, I mean, 


heaven, 


Leans all that way, his bias to the lars, 


raiſe 


, luſtre inn 4 though bright, without a foil: 


| | Obſerve his awful portrait, and admire; 


Nor ſtop at wonder; imitate, and live. 


E Some angel guide my pencil, while I draw, - 
1030 2 


What nothing leſs than angel can exceed! 
A man on carth devoted to the fries; 
ike ſhips in ſeas, while i, above the world, 
With aſpet mild, and elevated eye, 
| Behold him feated on a mount ſerene, 
Above the of ſenſe, and þ ers ſtorm ; 1 
All the 28 — of how; hs 
| Like harmleſs thunders, breaking at his feet, 
Excite his pity, not impair his peace. | 
Ears genuine ſons, the ſreptred, and the ſave, 
A mingled mol! a wandering herd! he ſees, 
Bewilder'd in the vale in all unlike ! 
His full reverſe in all! what bigher 


| | What _—— demonſtration of the che 7 


The preſent all their Care; the future, Ar 


Dey give to fame; his bounty ke conceals. 
| Tier virtues varniſh nature ; ii elt 
| Mankind's eſteem they court 3 and he, his own, 


Nele, the wild chaſe of falſe ſelicities ; 


His, the compos'd poſſeſſion of the true. | 
Alike throughout is , confiſtent peace, 


All of one colour, and an even thread; 

| While party-colour'd ſhreds of happineſs, . 

I With hideous gaps between, patch up for den 
A wadman's robe; each puff of fer ture blows 


The tatters by, and ſhews their nakedneſs. 1106 
3 they . 
Behold a ſur, he ſpies a Deity; 5 


An em ire, in Fi. balance, weighs a grain. 

es things terreſtrial worſt ip, as clivine: 

His hopes immortal blow them by, as duſt, 
That dims his ſ ght, and ſhortens his ſurvey, 
Which longs, in Infinite, to loſe all bound. 1115 
ö Titles and honours (if they prove his kate) «AH 
He Jays af de to and his dignity ; = 


| No dignity ce find in aught bei des. 


ey triumph in extcrnals (1 which conceal 
Man's real glory), proud of an eclipſe. 
Himſclf too much he prizes to be proud, 
And nothing thinks ſo great | in man, as man. 


— 


1120 


* Ina former Nig/t. 


The world's dark ſhades, in contratt fet, — 


1100 


W Go hy 
20% 4x 4 3 


3 


When public welfare calls, or private want, 1095 1 


He fees with other pes | — Manes: where * 


| What wakes them only ſmile, STRADA . 
Where they ſee mourtains, he but atoms ſees ; 11 10 4 . 


— ets ne Eat, 


< Wit i hu ns horns 6 nn ad r 


Eee AED At is o m7-7 meer; ans hs 
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F. Too dear he * Id. ht: intereſt, to neglect 4 Thus, in 4 double ſenſe, the geo are wiſe 3 
4 Another's welfare, ur hi» 11ght ivvade; | I On its ewndnghill, witer than the world. 
E Their intereſt, like a lion, lives an prey. What, then, the world? ſtu; be doubly weak ; 
U Tuq kindle at the ſhadow of a wrang, Strange truth! as ſoun would they believe their 
Wrong ke luſt ins with temper, louks vn heaven, Creed. | 
Near ſtoops to think his inturer his toe ; Vet thus it i ; ner otherwiſe can be; 
Nuaght, but what wounds his virtue, wounds ing S tar from/aught rumantic, what | ſing. 
* peace. | g , | Bliſe has 10 being, virtue has nov ſtiength, 
A cover'd heart f/eir character defends ; 1130 | But from the pro pet of immortal lite. | | 
ö A cover'd heart dentes him halt his pralle. — | Who think earth, all, or (what weighs juſt the 
With nakeducs his innocence ag tee; FM tame) | Y 
While thcrr þ: cad foliage te:iifics their fall. Who care no tarther, mu/? prize what ityields ; 
T*eir no j ys end where Ars ſull icaſt begius: Fund of its fancies, proud ot its parades. 
His joys create, Tiers murder, future bil. s. | Who thinks earth nothing, can't its charms ad- 
To tri mph in exiſtence, Aus alone, RR = 
A And „i alone triumphantly to think | He can't a ſoe, though moſt malignant, hate, 
4h — true exiſtence is not yet begun. ns | Becaule that hate would prove his greater fue. 1195 
* glorious cource was yeſterday complete *Tis hard tor em (yet who fs loudly boaſt 5 


Death, then, vas welcome; yet lite ſt · Il is wert. 1 140 Good-will to men ?) to love their dearett friend; 
But nothing charms Lorenzo, like the firm For may not he invade their good ſupreme, OD 
Undaunted breaii--- And whole is that high praiſe | Where the ſeaſt jealoufy turns love to gall ! | 
They yield tu pleaſure, tnuuꝝ h they danger brave, | Ail ſhines to tem, that for a ſeaſon ſhines. 1205 
And ſhew notortitu..*, but in the field ; I Each act, each thought, he queſtions, * What its 


It there they ſhew ir, tis for glory ſhewn; keit, | : 
Nor will that cordial always mar: /4err heaith * It; colour what, a thouſand ages hence? 
A cordial Ai ſuſtaius, that cannot fail; And what it ere appears, he deems it now. 
| By — uniubdued, unbioke by pain, Hence, pure are the receſſes of his ſoul. 
F ares iu that Oinnĩpoteuce he truits. 5 } The god-like min has nothing toconceal. 


All-bearing, all-attzmpting, till he falls ; I150 | His victues conſtitutionally deep, 

And when he fax, writes V. CI on his ſhield. __ ] Has Art firmneſs, and aſect᷑ ien flame; 

From magnanimicy, all fear abuve ; I Angels, ally'd, deicend to feed the fire; | | 

Prom noblet recompence, above applauſe; | Andueath, which others flays, makes him a god. 
Which owes to man's ert vut-look ail its} And now, Lorenzo! bigot of this world! 1210 


— 


7 . 125 Wont to diſdain poor vigots caught by heaven! 
Back vad to creilit what he never felt, 1155 | Stand by thy ſcor:;, and be redue d to nought : 
Lorenzo cries,--++ Where ſhines this miracle? For what art thou ?---Thou boaſter ! while thy P 
From what reot riles this im. mm =_ —_—_ * | : | „ es 
A root that growe not in Lorenzo's ground, Thy gaudy grandeur, and mere worldly worth, 
The root diſſect, not wouder at the flecuer. | Like a broad miſt, at diſtance, ſtrikes us moſt ; 
He follows nature (not like d thee) and ſhews | And like a miſt, is nothing when at hand; 
6 ol Wn 1100 | His merit, like a mountain, on approach, 
An uninverted \iyftem of = man, Iseli more, and nies nearer to the ſkies, 
lis appetite wears r62fe::*: golden chain, Y By promite n, and by poſſeſſion ſoon, 
And finds, in due retlraint, its luxury. | (Tov ſcorn, too much, it cannot be) his own. 1220 
1 His uten, like an eagle well reclaim d, Prom this thy juſt anni ſilation riſe, 
bs I; raught to fly at neught, but Infinite. I Lorenzo! riſe tu ſemet ling, by reply. 
| | Patient hi lope, un-anxious is his care, | The world, thy client, liſtens, and expects; 
His caution feariels, and his grief, (it grief | And longs to crown thee with immortal praiſe. 5 5 
Ie gods ordain) a ſtranger to deſpair. Can'it chou be ſilent? No; for wit is thine; 1225 U N =o 
And why ?---Becaute, atte&ion, more than meet, | And wit talks m, when /eaft ſhe has to lay, | . 
| His wildom leaves not diiengag'd from heaven. And reaſen interrupts mot her career. EE 1 
5 „ 2i70|.Shbe 'Il fay--- That miſts above the mountains riſe ; = | 
9 Thoſe ſecondary goods that ſmile on earth, | And, with a thouſaud pleaſantries, amuſe ; : 4 
I He, loving in proporecen, loves in peace. _ { | She'll ſparkle, puzzle, flutter, raiie a duſt, 1239 _ 
"= The moſt the world enoy, ho leaſt admire. And fly convidtion, in the duſ the rais'd. , 
His anderſtarding 'Icapes the commvncloaud |, Wir, how delicious to man's dainty taſte? t: 
Ot tumes, ariſing from a boiling breaſt, — 1175 | Tis precious, as the vehicle of ſerſe;, = 
Ulis head is clear, becauſe his heart is col, © ['But, as its ſubſtitute, a dire difeale. OD xp 
By worldly competitions uninflam'd. © | Pernicious talent: flatter'd by the world, 1233 a | 
- > F The moderate movements of his ſoul admit | By the blind world, which thiaks the talent rare. k 
8 Diſtinct ideas, and matur d debate, 1180 Wiſdom is rare, Lorenzo! wit abounds; | = 
>... i Atieye impartial, and an even icale, Paſſion can give it; ſometime cine — | | = 
Whence judgment found aud unrepenting choice. | The lucky flaſh; and madreſs onde | 5 i 
| 8 0 | W hateyer eauſe the ſpirit ſtrongly ftirs, 1240 4 
n * See page 350. ver. 9838. Center. the bays, and rivals thy zenuwn. 
9 1 Var. VII l. | ea Z z 
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Chance oſten hits it; and, to pique the more, 
See dul lneſe, blundering en vivacities, 
Shakes her lage head at the calamity, 


1245 
Which has e pn d, and let her down to thee. 


But wiſc.om, aweful wiſdom! which inſpectz, 


While a lewd proititute tu multitudes, 
' Frequent, as fatal, wit: in civil life, 
Til makes an enterpriſer ; ſerſe a man. 


 Eevſe is our he/met, vit is but the 


' | Seals ba the diamond, weighty, ſolid, found ; 


Diſcerns, compares, weighs, ſeparate, infers, 
Seizes the right, aod holds it w the laſt; 

How rate! in ſemtes, ſynods, ſonyht in vain ; 1250 
Or, if there found, tis ſacred to the few; TY 


Mit hates authority; commotion loves, 1255 
And thinks herſelf the lightning of the ſtorm. 

In fates, tis dangerous; in religion, death: 
Shall wit turn Chriſt:an, when the dull believe ? 


The t/lume expoles, tis our helmet ſaves. 


| cut by wit, it caſts a brighter beam ; 
Yer, it apart, it is a diamond ſtill. | 


Hit, widow'd of ſenſe, is worie than nought ; 
It hoiſts more of aan againſt a rock. 


1265 
Thus, a / Cheſter field is quite a fool; 
Whom dal fools ſcorn, and bleis their want of 
wit. ” . 


nend 3 ware thee e 


—, Where Sirens fit, to fog thee to thy fate! 


| She gives bat litile, nor that little, lung. 


B 


An animal ovation ! fuch as holds 


— 


„Ton: of theſe; but prize nat all alike; 


A nice machine! ſearee ever tan d aright; 


Accept a buckler. take it to che field; 


| Nay the ſun ſhiues pot, but to ſhew us this, 


A jo in which our reaſen bears no part, 1270 
Is but a ſorrows tickling, ere it ftings. EY 
Let not the cooings of the world ailure thee; 


Which of her lovers ever ſound her true? 


Hapty! of this b:d world wi VFitte know !? 
ad yet, we much muiſt know her, to be ic. 1275 
To 4::w the word, nut let ber, is thy puint; 


ere is, I grant, a triumph of the pulie; 

A dance of :yirits, a mere froth of joy, _ 
Our thoughtieſs agitation's idle child, 1280 

Thar mantles high, that ſpat4les and expires, 
Loving the ſou! more vapid than beture. 


No commerce with cur reaſc , but ſabBiſts 
On juices, erp the well-ton'd tubes, well 
£ ftrair'd ; | hp 


Ard when it iar:—-thy Sirens ſang no more, 
Thy danee is done; the demi- gad is thrown | 
(kart aporher fis !) beneath the mor, 
coward gloom immers'd, or fell deſpair. 1290 
Axt thou yet dll exough delpair to dread, 
And itarile at deſtruction? If thou art, | 


A eld of battle is this mortal lite!) 


A ſingle ſentence proof againſt the wer] 
3 Sex), body, for;ure! Every good pertain 


« The goods of fortune to the budy's health, 
« Body tu ſoul, and foul ſubmit to God.” 1300 
Wouldft thou build laſting happine% ? Do this, 
Th” inverted fyrami:/ can never ſtand, — 

Is this truth doubtful? It out ſnines the ſun; 


YOUNG'S POEMS. 


For thy renown, were well, was this the work ; | 


And gy what? No news! mar ind d 
Such mighty nurpbers VR agai::ft che right, 


chieve 
They talk themſelves to ſomething like belief, 
That all earth's joys are- theirs: As Athens foo! 


1260 
| They ſcarce can ſwallow their ebullĩent ſpleen, 1320 


| 1319 
Grinn'd from the port, on every fail his own. , 
bad | wut and how long the 
cn 


| Half ignorance, their mirth : and half, a lye: 
To cheat the world, and cheat themſelves, they 


. Imile. 

Hard either taſk ! The meſt abandon'd own, 13 
I hat others, if abandon'd, are undone : "Ng 
Then for themſelves, the moment reaſer wakes, 

(And Providence denies it lorg repute) — 
O how laborious is their gaiety ö 
Scarce muſter pati to ſupport the farce, 
And purop ſad laughter till the curtain falls. 
Searce, did I ſay? Some cannot fit it out; 
Oſt their own daring hand; dle curtain draw, 


|} From raging ni«t (flower ſuicides ) 


Ard promi es; that weaves, with art dicine, 1345 


| „ 8 | 
Its impi-ous fury ſtill alive in death! | 
Shut, ſhut the ſhocking tcene.---But heaven de- 

nies | 

A cover to ſueh guilt ; and fo ff ld man. 
Th' invenorn d phial, and the fatal bai] ; 
| The ftrang ling cord ard ſuffocating ſtream ; 
The loathſcme rottenneis, and foul decays 


And fride in theſe, more execrable till! ) 1:25 
How borrid all to thouebt !---But horrors, thele, 


That vouch the truth; and aid my feeble ſong. 


|| From vice, ſenſe, fancy, ro man can be bleit: 
Bliis is to great, to lodge within an hour: 
| When an immortal being aims at bli , 


Duration is eſſential to the name. 


O for a joy from reaſer ! Joy from that, 
| Which makes man nun, and, exercis'd arip1.*, 
Will make Lim ere: A bawntecus jay! tluit gives, 


The richeſt profpec into preſent peace: 


A ioy ambiticur / Joy in common held 


With thrones ethereal, and their p1cater far; 
A joy high-privilep'd frem chance, time, death! 
A Joy. which death ſhall double, jag ment crown: 


11 % 
| Crown's higher, and ſtill higher, at each ſtage,Þ | 
3 | ; Throut h bleſt eternity s lung day . yet tin, 3 
When danger thꝛertem, lay it on thy heart; 1295 


Not more remote from ſerrew, than trum Him, 


| W 5 

fo mach if n 5 I. 

| There, O my Lucia! may I meet thee there, 

| Where net thy preſence can improve my bliis ; 
Affects not this the ſuges of the <rerld? 13 

Can nought affect them, but what feels them too? 

Lternity, depending on an hour, 


The f$:::318 leſſon of mankind on earth. 1595 


Makes eric t/.cught man's wiſdom, joy, and 
— praif. 585 {A 


(And what can't numbers, when bewitch'd, xt. - 


And ſhew us what their jov, by their deſpair. 1325 
The clotred hair! gor'd breaft ! blaſpkeming 


Look round, Lorenzo! ſee the reel ing blade, 1230 


1240 


Whoſe laviſh hand, whole love ſtupel. du, 


| And 


Pian 


Si far 


Is the ſole difference between wiſe and fol.” | 


1 IF Lucifer, ax traitor to his throne ; 


5 And volunteers around his bauner ſwarm ; 


1 ” The mother ot true wiſdom is the wi; 
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Nat need you bloſh (thou, ch ſometimes your de- 


ſigns 
May ſhun the e light) at yu deſigns on he en: 
Sale print! where ce 4 ul is your blame. 365 
Are you net wie *—You know you ate: Yet} 
hear 


Oue truth, amid voor marnerous bees, miſtaid, 


Or overl: ok d, or throwp aſide, if teen, | 
« Our ichemes to plan by tu world, or the 


net, 


All evor thy men will weigh you in Hit ſeale; 1370 


What wonder then, if key prenounce you igt? f 


I: heir eſteem alone net worth your care? 
Accept my ſimple ſcheme of common ſenſe : 


nd wh 9 2 8 
| 


| The world. replies not ; bout the world ter 


Hit; 


And puts the cauſe off to the langeſt day, 1375 | 


Plan ig ev afions for the day of doom. 

Su far, at that re- Hearing, from redreſs, 
They then turn witreſſes againſt themſelves : 
Hear that, Lorenzo! nor be wile to-morrow. 1380 


Hafte, Haſte ! A man, by nature, is in haſte ; 2 | 


For who ſhall anſwer for another hour? 
Ti highly prudert, to make ove ſure friend ; 
And that thou canſt not do, this fide the ſkies. — 
Ve fon: of earth ! (nor willing to be more!) 1 385 
n think from prieſtcraſt ſomewhat 
Thus, in an age lo gay, the Muſe plain truths |} 
(Truths, which, at church, you mig4t have heard 
in proſe 
Has * — light: well-plew'd the verſe 
Suould be forgot, if you the truths retain; 1390 
Aad crown ker with your welfare, not "ou | 
praiſe. | 
But praiſe he need not fear I ſeemy fate ; | | 
And headlong leap, like Curtius, down the gulph. | 
Since many an ample vclume, mighty tome, 
Muſt die; and die unwept; O chou minute, 1395 | 
Devwed page ! go forth among thy foes ; | 
| Ganobly praud een for rnb, „ | 
I Anddie a double dewth : mankind, incens'd, 
I Denies thee long to live: nor ſhalt thou reſt | 
I When thou art dend; in Stygian' ſhades 2 
| 1400 | 


| And bold blaſphemer of his friend---the world; | 
The world, hee legions caſt him ſlender pay, 


Prudent, as Pruſſia, in her zeal ſor Gaul! 1405 
* Are an, chen, tools Lorenzo 3 


1 all, 
| Bit fuch as hold thie doctrine (new to thee) ; 


Tue nobleſt znreied, a fool without it. 

| Ferld-wiſdem much has done, and more may do | 

m em and ſciences, in wars and peace ; 

But art and ſciences, like thy wealth, will leave 
thee, 


Tu is the nat indulgence Can afford ;--- 


Nor think this ce:'ure is ſevete on thee ; 
Satan why maſter, I dare call a dunce. 


| 


NIGHT THE NINTH AND LAST. 
THE CONSOLATION. 
CONTAINING, AMONG OTHER THINGS, 


I. A Y7:ral Survey of the Nan Turm- Heavens, 
11. A Night-Adureſs to the DEI TY. 


on NUMBLY. INSCRIBED TO 
HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF NEWCASTLE,” 
One of 1 His Mujeſly's Principal Secretaries 4 | 
State. 


— contraria fata 3 Vine. 


As when a traveller, a long day paſt | 
In painful ſearch of what he cannot find, * 
At night”: approach, content with the next cot, 
There ruminates, awhiie, his labuur loſt ; | 
T::-a cheats his heart with what his fate affords, 
Ana chaunts his onnet to deceive the time, , 
Dill the dur ſeaſon calls him to repole: „ | 
Thies l, long-travel'd iu the ways ef —_ 
And dancing, with the reſt, the giddy maze, 
M here ar/.epftointment ſin: les at hote's career; 10 
Warn'd by the languor of life's evening ray, 
At length have houe'd me in an humble ſhed; 
here, _— wandering baniſh'd from my 
theug it, 5 
And waitino betient, the lwezt hour of reſt, 


II hace the woments with a le rious ſong. 


Song o the ur pins; and age has pains to . | 
When age, care, crime, and friends embrac'd 

At heart, LS De 
Torn ogg breeding breaſt and death's, dark 
ſhade, 


| Which hover o'er me, quench th? ethereal th . 


Canſt thou, O Ng 7 i dulge one labuur more? 20 
One labour more indulge! then ſleep. my train! 
Till, haplu, weak'd by Rapl.asl's — lyre, 

wv here night, death, age, care, crime, and | ſorrow, 
cCeaſe; 

To bear a part in everlaſting lay: 

b ugh far, far higher ſet, in aim, I truſt, a | 
'S;mpt.orious to this humble prehide here, 
Has not the Mule aſſerted plealures ture, 

Like tho'e above; exploding other j joys? 2 

Weigh what was urg'd, Lorenzo! fairly weigh ; 


AnZ make thee twice a beggar at thy death. = 


And tell me, haſt thou cauſe to triumph ſill r 30 
222 


VJ aui ſihm all eum to, hut mae thee 'woiſe, 1413 


* 


a 


oh 
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. 
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I thirk, thou wilt furbear a boaſt ſo bold. 

But if, beneath the favour of miliake, 

Thy ſm:le*% Gneere; not more fincere can be 

Lorenzo's ſmile, than my compaſſion for him. 
The fick in b call for aid ; the fick 35 

In mind are covetous uf more diſeate; 

W » they dream themſelves quite 


T. he ounielves diſeas d, is half our cure. 
When nature's bluſh by cu am is wip'd off, 
And con'cience, deaden'd by repeated ſtrokes, 40 
Has into manners naturaliz'd our crimes ; 
The curſe of curſes is, aur cur:e to love; 
To triumph in the blackneſs of our guilt 
(As Indiars glory in the deepeſt jet), 
And throw aſide our /enſes with our feace, 4s 
Zut grant no grilt, no ſhame, no leaſt alloy; 
+ Grant oy and glory quite unſully'd ſhone; 
Yet, ſtill, it ill de'erves Lorenzo's heart. 
No ey, no giery, glitters in thy fight, 
But, through the thin partition of an hour, 50 
I lee its ſables wove by ceſiiny; | 1 
And that in ſortow bury'd; hi, in ſhame; 
While howling ferries ring the doleful knell; 
And cor ſcierce, now ſo ſoft thou ſearce canft 


| . 
Her whiſper, echoes her eternal _ 55 
Where, the prime actors of the laſt yeur': 
Their port fo proud, their buſkin, ard their 
plate? | 


How many /eep, who kept the world awake 
Wich luſtre, and with nci.e! has death pro- 
| claim'd „ n 
A truce, and hung his ſated lance on hich? 60 
Ti brandiſn d ſtill ; nor ſhall the freſent year 
Be more tenacious of her human leef, 
Or (ſpread of feeble life a thinner fall. 5 
But needleſs nan f, to wake the thought; 
Lie gayeft ſcenes {peak man's mortality; 65 
Though in a ſtyle more florid, full as plain, 
As muvſo/eums, / yramrds, and tombs pt 
What are our nobleſt ornaments, but deaths 
Turn'd flatterers of life, in paint or mare, 
The well-ftain'd canvas, or the featur'd ſtone ? 70 
Our fathers grace, or rather haunt, the ſcene. 
Joy peoples her pavilion from the dead. - 
«© Frofeſt diverſions cannot theſe eſcape?” 
Far from it: theſe preſent us with a ſkrued; 
And talk of death, like gatfand: o'er a grave. 75 
As ſome bold plunderers, for bury d wf, 
We ranſack tombs for paſtime ; from the duſt. 
Call up the ſleeping hero ; bid him tread | 
he ſcene for our amuſement; how like gods 
We fit; and, wrapt in immortality, 8 
Shed generous tears on wretches born to die; 
| Their fate deploring, to forget ow own! 
What, all the pomps and triumphs of our 
e lives, 5 c 
But legacies in bloſſom? Our lem ſoil, | 
Luxuriant grown, and rank in vanities, 33 
From friends interr'd beneath: a rich manure! 
_ Like other worms, we banquet on the dead; 
Like other worms, ſhall we crawl on, nor 


Our preſent frailties, or approaching fate? 


M hat is the world itlelt? I/y world---a grwe. 
Where is the duft that has not been alive? 
The ipade, the pb · ug h, difturb our anceſtors ; 
From human mould we reap our daily bread. 


| The lebe around earth's bell ſurface ſhakes, 95 
And is the cieling of her fOeepin 


4 tons, 
 O'er devaſtation we blind revels — ; | 
Whole bury'd towns ſupport the dancer's heel. 
The meot/t of human frame the tun exhalcs ; 


Earth repoſſeſſes part of what ſhe gave, 
And the freed tpirit mounts on wings of fire; 


Each element partakes our ſeatter d ipoils * 


Not man alone; his breathing buſt expires, 
His tomb is mortal; er pi res die: where now, 
The Roman? Greck ? They ſtalk, an empty narne! 
Vet few regard them in this uſeful licht; 


I Though halt our learning is er epitaph.. ito 
: | When down thy vale, unlock'd by midnith: 


„ thought, 

That loves to war der in thy ſunleſs realms, 
O death! | ſtretch my view: what vi ions riſe! 
What triamphs! toils imperial! arts divine! 
In wither'd laurels glide before my fight! 115 


In unlubſtamicl images of air | 
The melancholy ghoſt» of dead renown 


With penitential afpect, as they pas, — 
All point at — hits at hunan pride, 


The wiſdom of the whe, and Prancings of the 


great. 


ö Bat, O Lorenzo! far the reſt above, ö 


Of ghaſtly nature, and enormous he, 125 5 
One form aſſaults my ſight, ard chills my blocd, 
| And ſnakes my frame. Of ene departed world 


I fee the mighty ſhadow : o0zy wreath 


Axot/ er's diſſolution, ſoon, in flames. 
Bur, like Caſſandra, propheſics ip vain: 
In vaia, to many; net, I truſt, to thee. 
For, —_— thou not, or art thou 4h te 
nw, IM 
The great decree, the counſel of the fkies? 
Deluge and conflagrution, dreadful powers! 


And vleated ſons; and, weeping, prophefies . 


| Prime miniſters of vengeance! chain'din caves 


Diſtinct, apaxt the giant furies roar ; 


goſ Apart; or, tuch their horrid rage for ruin, 140 | 


In mutual conflict would they rue, and wage 
Eternal war, till one was quite devour'd. 


But not for 7, oxdain'd their boundleſi rage; 


When heaven's inferior inſtruments of wrath, 
War, famine, peſi ilence, are found too weak 145 
To ſcourge a world for her enormous crimes, 

i are let looſe, alternate: down they ruſh, 
Swift and tempeſtuous, from th? eternal throne, 
Wich irrefiſtible commiſſion arm'd, - 


The world, in vain corrected, to deftroy, 162 


| [And caſe creation of the ſhocking ſcene. 


Lorenzo! ſuch the glei-: af the world! os 


Winds icatter tkreugh the migkty void the cy, 
36S ---- --1 


As nature, wide, eur ruins ſpread . man's death : 
Inhabits all rhings, but the thought of man. 105 


With human az itation, roll akeng — e 


CS Ee eee wad 


 Whi'pericg iaint echoes df. the world's ap= 
| auſe, | ö 8 8 120 


Reel in' d, ſhe weeps her deſolated realrna, 130 


133 


n 


| While (dreadful contraſt ) far, how far 3 


vovxc 's 
Seeſt thou, Lorenzo what depends e man? 


The fue of nature; as for man, her 61774. 
Eurti's acters change earth's tranfitury cnes, 
And make creation groun with human gvile. 155 
How muſt it »ToaN, in 2 new deluge helm d, 

But not of water ;! at the deſtin'd hour, 

By the loud tyu · pet f:mmon'd to the charge, | 
See, all the formidable ſons of fire, 

Eruptions, earthquskes, Comets, li. chtuinge, 56 


Their various engines ; all at once dſgorge 

Their blazing — , and take, by ſtorm, 

This p- or terreſt;ial citadel of man. 

Amazing period! when each mauntain-height 

Out- burns Veſevius ; rocks eternal pour 165 
Their melted mals, 2s rivers once they pour'd; 

Stars ruſh ; and final rw fiercely drives | 

Her plowſhare o'er creation '---while aloft, 

More than aftoniſhment ! if more can be! 

Far other firmament thay e er was ſeen, 170 

Than e er was thought by man ! far other lars / 

Stars animate, that govern theſe of fire; 

Far other ſun A fun, O how unlike 

The Babe at Beihlem ! how unlike the Man, : 

That gruan'd on Calvary !---Yet He it is; 175 

That man of lurrows © ! O how chang'd ! 4 what 


In grandeur — all heaven deſcends! 

And gods, ambitious, triumph in his train. 

A fiſt archangel, with bis golden wing, 

As blots and clouds, that darken and dilgrace 180 

The ſcene divine, ſweeps ſtars and tuns — 

And droſs remov d, heaven's own "wu 
ay, 

Full on the confines of our ether, flames. 


Hell, burſting, belches forth her blazing eas, 185 
And ſtorms ſalphureous : her voracions jaws 
 Expandiug wide, and roaring for her prey. 
Lorenzo ! ! welcome to this ſcene; the laſt 
In nature's courſe; the firſt in wiſdom. thought. 
Tus ſtrikes, if she Can ſtrike ther; this awakes 


| 190 
| The moſt ſupine ; this ſnatches man from death. 
Route, route, Lorenzo, then, and follow me, 


Where truth, the moſt momentone man can hear, 


Loud calls my foul, and ardour wings her flight. 

I find my inſpiration i in my theme; _ 195 
The grandeur of my ſubfect is my Mie, | | 
At midnight, when mankind is vir: pt in He * | 

And worldly farcy feeds on golden dreams. 
To give more dread to man's moit dread:vi hour, 
At midnight, s prefum'd, this porap will t on 


Frum tenfold darkneſs; ſudden as the ſpark. 
From ſmitten ſteel; from nitrous grain, the blaze. 
| an, ſtarting from his couch, ſhall fleep no 


| | more! 4 thin of nothing ele. I tee! TI frel it! * 5 
"Phe day i is broke. which never more ſh ill cloſz All nature, like an earthq nake, trernbliog 3 round? 
Above, around, beneath, amagement all! 295 263 

Terror and glory zo d in their extreme! | All Dertres, like ſimmer” 5 65 var. ns, ou in 

Our God in grandeur, and cur <vor/7 on fire!? | All baſkiag in the fall meridian b':ze: 

All nature*{truggling in tie parys of death! -I ſee the Judge eithron'd! the amin gor | 
Doft thou not hear her? D. chow rot deplure The volume open d! open d every ke 22 rn! e 

Her — convulſions, and her final groan? 210 | A ſun- eam pointius out each ecrHt thuugur 270 


(Art thou a coward ? N 
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In which we foul : Lorenzo! while thou may t, 
Provide more firm ſupport, or fink for ever! 

Where? How! From whence? Vain hope! it io . 
| tco late 

Where, where, fat ſhelter, ſhall the guilry 1 
hen eonſternation turn: the mar pale ? 
1 Great day! for which " cther days were 
From which — roſe from chaer, man from earth; 
gon neces. 66 date of Gods, 

r earth- ereated man! 

Great day — read, decifion, and deſpair! 
At thought of thee, each fi ſublunary wiſh 
Lets go its eager graſp, and drops the. world; 
And catches at each reed of hape in heaven. 


Ar theught of thee and art thou abſent then? 228 


Lorenz»! no; 'tis here; „ 
Already is begun the grand aſſiae, 
In thee, in all: conſcience ſcales, 


| The dread tribunal, and foreſtalls our . 


 Foreftalls; and, by foreſtalling, proves it fore. 230 


| Why on hinaſelf ſhould man 6 judgment ar 


ls idle nature laughing at her ſons 


Who conſcience ſent, her ſentence will ſupport, 
And God above affert that God in man.” 
| 2222 they! that enter no the eourt 45 


1 $ in their boſoms: dut, hom rare 
Ame har 5 


m agnanimity, how rare ! 

What hero, likes the man who ſtands bimmſelf; 
Who dares to cours his I * * 
Who hears intrepid, the full charge it rings 240 
Reſolvꝰd ti filence future murmurs there? * 
The coward flies; and, flying, is undone. 
6 ) The coward flies, 
Thinks, but thinks Alightly ; afs,. but fears to 

__ inow; 
| Alles, " What is trut), 9” with Pilate ; and . 


tires; 


| Diſſ-lves the court, and mingles with the throng 


Ah lum fad ! frum reaſon, hope, and heaven! 
| 21] all, but man, lo. cut with ardent eye. 
For that great day, which was otdhip'd for man ? 


0 day of con uv: nation | mark ſupre = 


men are wile) of human thou 1:* 1 go leuſi, 

Or i in the ſight of ingels, or their K. ng ! 

| Angels, whole radiant circles, height o er Height 2 

Order oer order, riſing, dlaze e- blaze, 

As in 2 theatre, ſurround this fene, 225 
Intent on wan, a l anxious for bis fate. | 

Agel lack our for thee ; for thee, their Lord, 

To viidiene his slary: and fr thee, 

e Crration univerial calls eluud, 5 
T. dii-iovilve the aral wor id, a give 262 


{ 


Tt To nature's renovyetion orig ht: r chur v. 


Shell. man alone, Whoſe fate, whote foru! fate, 
 H:ngs3 on that hour, exclude it from his thought? 


| | 357 
| Where are cure row? Ah me! the ground is gone, 


* — „„ - 
4 32 „ a - 2 — RIrAn ond 


_— Jo darkneſs. But the proceſs, and the pece 
| Say, thou great cloſe of human hopes and fears ! 


From their long flumber ; from earth's heaving 


| Yer bore repulſe, excluded as a cheat 


Pant forth their myriads, petentates, and powers, 
Of light, of darkneſs; in a middle field, 
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No patron ! intereeſſor none now paſt A neutral there to mark th* event 
Theſweet, the clement, mediatorial hour! Of chat great drama, whoſe preceding ſcenes 330 
For guilt no plea ! to pain, no pauſe ! no bound ! | Detain'd them clole ſpectaton, through a length 
Inexorable, all! and all, extreme | Of ages, ripening to this grand reſu't ; 

Nor man alone; the foe of God and man, 275 Ages, as yet unnumber'd, but by God; 


From bis dark den, * drage hischain, 
And rears his brazen front, with thunder ſcarr d: 
Receives his ſentence, and begin- his hell. 


Like meteors in a ſtormy ſky, how roll 
His baleful eyes; he curſes whom he dreads ; 
And deems it the firſt moment of his fall. 


All vengeance aff, now, ſeems abundant grace: | 


"Tis preſert to my thought and yet where | 
18 3 


| . 


Hngel: can't tell me; angels cannot 
The period; from created beings lock d 


man ire. 


Are leſs obſcure ; for may 


Great key of hearts ! great finiſher of fates! 
— and great beginning ! ſay, Where art 


4 
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Whe oo — ing 11 * d indicates | 
rig virtue, his own renown. 

(jean the various ſentence paſt, _ 

Aſſigns the ſever'd throng diſti | | 

Sulp ureous, or ambroſial: What enlues ? 


The deed predominant ! the deed of deeds ! 
Which 


2 hell of hell, a heaven of heaven. 


Deep driving every bolt, on both their fates. 
Then, from the cryſtal battlements of heaven, 345 
Down, down, ſhe burls it through the dark pro- 
Ten thouſand thouſand fathom; there to raſt, 


| And ne'er ualock her reſolution more. 
Art thou in time, or in eternity? | The deep reſounds; and hell, through all her 
Nor in eternity, nor time, | find thee. | glooms, 


| —— 4 prom on their * meet, 
s of all elaps d, or unarriv'd !) | 
As in debate, RA their powers a/ly'd, 295 
| ſwell the grandeur, or diſcharge the wrath, = 
Of Him, whom both their monarchies obey. 
Time, this faſt fabric for him built (and doom'd 
With him to fall) now burſting o'er his head : 
His lamp, the ſun, extinguifh'd ; from beneath Jeo 
The frown of hideous darkneſs, calls his ſons 


5 To fecond birth ! | throng! 
Rens'd at One call, upftarted from One bed, 
Prefi in One croud, I'd with One amaze, 30 


He turm them o'er, Eternity / to ier. | 
Then (as a king depos d diſdains to live) + | 


He falls on his own ſcythe ; nor falls alone; KL 


' His greateſt foe falls with him , Time, and he 
Who murder'd all Time's offipring, Death, ex- 
"0 re. 5 | 310 
yy . | 
Aweſul Eternity! offeuded queen "NE 
And her reſentment to mankind, how jaſt ! | 
With kind intent, ſoliciting acceſs, Es 
| How often has ſhe knock d at human bearts! 315 


| Returns in groans, the melancholy roar 250 


O how unlike thoſe ſhouts of joy, that ſhake 
The whole ethereal! How the concave rings” 


Nor ftrange ! when deities their voice exalt ; 


And louder far, than when creation roſs, 355 | 


| To ſee creation's 
| So well 
To fee the mighty dramatiſi i laſt aft 
(As meet) in glory riſing o'er the reft. 


like aim, and end, 


accompliſh'd! fo divinely cl-s'q ! 


No faney d God, a God faded, deſcends, 366 

To ſolve all Aer; to ſtrike the moral home; 
To throw full day on darkeſt ſcenes of hπẽůẽ ; 

* clear, commend, exalt, and crown the 


whole. 


And the vaſt void beyond, applauſe refounds. 


Which jars on the 


Nich to repay their hoſpitality 5 
How oben cal J and zac the voice of God! 


Adem! while fouleſt foes found welcome 
3 things, but ker file. 
For, ike twice ten thouſand NES... 
2 —— — — —_— 


And elarions, louder than the deep in ſtorms, 
Sono runs as immortal breath can blow, 325 


Wide, as creation / populous, as vide: 


| | Pain is ro fave from 


}, all is right ; by God ordain'd or done; 


| who, but God, refum's the friends He | 
375 


gave? . 
| And have I been complaining, then, ſo long? 
Compluining of his fuvcurs, pain, and death ? 


Who, withovt fain's advice, would e'er be grand? 
Who, without death, but would be gocd in vain? 
fuin; all puniſhment, 380 


To make for peace; and death to ſave from death ; 
And ſecond death, to guard immortal life ; 

To rouſe the car*lefs, the preſumptuous awe, 

And turn the tide of ſoul another way; 

By the ſame tenderneſs divine ordain'd, 385 


That planted Eden, and high-bloom d for man, 


A fairer Eden, endleſs, in the Ries. 


„ 


beser Frargrrrrerepgzerr 


= Amidſt applauding worlds, 

And worlds celeftial, is their ſound on earth, 

A 22 diſſomant, rebellious ſtring, 376 
chorus, and crm lain? 


Cenſure on thee, Lorenzo! I ſuſpend, 
And turn it on my/e/f; how greatly due! 
| 
| 


= zaExXOSEOE> 


__ Unfathomably 
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Heaven gives ws friends u bleſs the green 


Reſurnes them, to prepare us for the next. 
All evi's natural are moral 
All diicipline, inmulgence, on the whole. 
Nene are unhappy : a/l have cauſe to ſmile, 
ut ſuch as to t themleives that cauſe deny. | 
Our faz!ts are at the bottom of our pains 
- Error, in acts, or .. is the ſource 
Of endleſs fighs: or we miſlale; 
1 nature tax, when falſe of inies ſti | 

ious be baniſh'd, joy indulg'd ; 
= chiefly when grief puts in her claim, 
855 from the j pour, frequently betrays, 40⁰ 


lives in vanity, and dies in woe. 
oy, amidſt ile, corroborates, exalts ; 


is joy and conqueſt ; joy, and virtue too. 
A noble fortitude in ilts, delight; 


4ffiiTion in the good man's ſhining ſcene; 
Freſperitu conceals his brighteſt ray; \ 
As night to ſtars, woe luſtre gives to man. 
Heroes in battle, pilots in the ſtorin, 
And virtue in ealamities, admire 
The crown of manh 0d in a winter-joy ; 
An evergreen, that ſtands the Northern blaſt, 

And blofloms in the rigour of cur fate. 
Tis a prime part of happineis, to know [| 
How much unhappineſs / prove our lot; 415 
A part which few poſſeſs! | * life's tax, | 
Without one rebel murmur, frum this hour, 
Nur think it mitery to be a man; 


410 


'B Who thinks if is, ſhall never be a Gad. 


- _ ilis we with _ when we wiſh to live. 420 | 


What ſpoke proud Pac. + With my de- 
| ing loſt ?** 
; | Pref 2s! blaſ s! abſurd ! and falle! 


The —— of my foul is--- That | am; wy 

And thereſure that I may be---what ? Loans? 

| Look inward, and look deep; and ages ſill ; 
| 445 

deep our treaſure runs 

In golden veins, through all eternity! 55 

Ages, and ages, and ſucceeding ſtill 

New ages, where the phantom of an hour, 

Which courts, each night, dull flumber, for re- 

430 


Shall FE —— wonder, and exu· t. and praiſe 


And fly through infinite, and all unlock; 
And Gif deſerv'd) by heaven's redundant love, - 
Made halt-adorable itſelf, adore; | i 
And find, in adoration; endleſs joy! 435 
Where thou, not maſter of a moment here, 
Frail as the flower, and fleeting as the "_ 
May'ſt boaſt a whole eternity, enrich'd | 
With all a lind Omnipecence can pour, | 
— Adam fell, no mortal, uninipir d., 440 
et eonceiv d, or ever ſhall, | 
Hom | kind is God, how (if good) is Man. 
No man too 12 heaven's love can 


hope 
| If what is hop he labowrs to ſecure, * 
* K. Teig ta 7 de Fart 1 


1 


| 
1 


1 


| 


359 
N e arri none froca 
thee 
l numerous is the race 


51“ Do this; fly that” or always tells the cauſe; 


| 


| Ins imother'd flames might n= the world. | 


| 


| Comets 


Of blackeftills, and thoſe immortal too, 


| Begot by madneſs on fair Aber; 


* hell-debauch'd! ker bend 


l 450 
Firſt barr'd by Aline: bigh-wall'd with ada- 


mant, 
Guarded with terrors to this 
And cover'd with — of thy _ | 

Whole threats are mercies, whole injunftions, 


—_ 
Aſſiſti choice; 85 
Doo 
From nature's courie, iudulgently reveal enn: 


II unteveal'd, more dangerous, nor [es ſure. 
"Heaven, earth, ourſelves ; "tis duty, glory, | Th — 


us, an indulgent father warns his ſons, 


0 | 
A * 
A condu& needful to their own | 
Great God of wonders! (if, thy — 


Aught el'e the name of ha retains) 


What recs are theſe, in which to build our n 5 


Thy ways admit no blemiſh; none | find; 
Or thi« alone That none ir to be found.” 
— one, to ſoften cenſure” 4 — crime; 
vt one, lliate 1 5 Complaint, | 
Who like a * — — Gay uſt, 475 
Dares into ju call her Judge. Supreme: 
For all | bleis thee ; moſt, tor the ſevere ; | 


* Her d-ath---my ewn at band---the fiery gulph, 7 3 


That flaming bound of wrath emaipotent ! 

It rhunders ;---b..t it thunders to prelerve;. 45 

It*.rengrthens what it ſtrikes ; its wholeſome dread | 

| Averts the dreaded its hideous — | 

| Join heaven's ſweet te jabs in thy prail 

Great Souree of ane f — in, all! 

in VENgeance kind! pain, death, una, Save. 480 
Thus, in thy —— Mi 

Not that alone which ſo/aces, and fernes, 

The 7:ug% and gloomy, challenges our praiſe. 

The cvinter is as needful as the ſpring ; 

The thunder, as the ſun; 2 ſtagnate 

Of vapours breeds a peſtilential air: 

Nur more propitious the Favonian breeze _ 

To nature's health, than —_—Y ſtorms ; 4 

| The dread Volcano miniſters to 


Lond Xtnas fulminate in love to man; 

emens are, when duly ns 8 

And, in — uſe, eclit ſes learn to ſhine. 
Man is reſpunſible for ://s received; 


Thoſe we call e:retched are a cholen band, 8 


 Compell'd tu refuge in the right, for peace. 
Amid my lift of bleſlings infinite, 

Stand this the foremoſt. © That my heart has bled.” 
'Tis heaven's laſt effort of good-will ta man; 


| Waen fais can't bleſs, heaven w— us in de'pair. 
_ gs 


be. 


3 


Mi, 


— m 


— 


—— — 24 *-IW-= 


Gor ů int we oro —ů 
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Who fails to prieve, when juſt occaſion calls, And” like a fable corta'n ſtart d with cold, 4 

Or grieves too much, deſerves not to be bleſt; | Drawn o'er my labvur: paſt, ſhail clic tie NN ne. 
, or effeminate, his heart; And what, O man! «0 cer t.) be lung: 1 0 

| Reaſms abſolves the grief, which reaſor end. | What more prepares usfor ti © ns wt heave) | 
May heaven ne ertruſt my friend with happineſs, 505 Creation, of archangels is the theme! \ 
Il it has taught him how do bear it well, What, to be ſung, to nee. W hat ſo well! 3 
ieus pain; and made it Jafe to hr, I Celeſtial j-ys prepare w/weuſian? | 9 0 
Sac (miles are mine, and ſuck may they remain ; | The ſoul of mau, His face dit; nd to fee 576. ? 
Nor hazard their extinctions, from exceſs. | Vs gave theſe. wonder: to be ſeen by man, } 
My change of heart a change of fy/e demande; 510 | Has here a previbus ſcene of nbiects great, 
2 Contolation cancels the Complaint, 1 88 dwell ; {trerch 3 that ex ou 
And makes a ert of my guilt te 4 ght, to riſe to that exalted height _. - 
rr 
| __ + | Andygivether whole capacities that ſtrength, 1 
he turns bit | Which beſt may qual iy for final joy. 

313 The more our ipirits are enlarg d on earth, | 
vales, | | The deeper drauyht ſhall they. receive of heaven, | | 
e h paſt ;| Heaven's King ! whole face unveil'd confur- - | | 


mates bli's; | | | 620 
Redundant bliſs ; which fills thatmighty void. 
The whole creation leaves in humap hearts! 1 

Thou, who didft touch the lip of ſeſſe's ton, 

| Raprt in ſweet contemplation of theſe fires, 


And, conſcious of her prudence in 1 1 And ſet his harp in concert with che iphætes; 535 
Pauſe; and with pleaſure meditate an end, While of thy works material the Supreme 
Though ſtill remote; ſo fruitful is my theme, 525 | dare arreropt, aſſiſt my daring ſong, | ” 
"Through many a field of moral, and divine, Looſe me from cru cloſure, from the ſun's 
"The Mule has firsy*d; and much of ſorrow ſeen . | Centraci ed Circle let my heart at large ; 5 
In buran ways: end much of falſe and ai; Eliminate my ſpirit, give it range <90 
Which none who travel this bad Toad, ean mii. Through provinces of thought yet unexplor dj; 


Oer friends daccar d full heartily ſhe wept; 530| Teach me, by this ſtupendous ſcaffolding, 


Of love divine the wonders the di'play'd; Creation's golden fteps, to climb to Thee. 
Prov'd man immortal: ſhew'd the fre, of ey; Teach me with art gteat nam io control, 
The grand tribuvial rais d; affign'd the bounds And ipread 2 U. ſtre * ſhacles of night. 
Ot due grief. in few, to elo e the whole, | Feel I thy kind aſſent? and ſhull the ſun 


The moral Mule has ſhadow d cut a ſketch, ' x35 | Be ſeen at t, rifing in my long? | . : 
Though net in form, nor with a Raphael- ſtro. 2, | Lorenzo : came, and warm thee; thou wire 


Ot l our weaknels needs believe, or as, ” ZOO Os 
In this our land of trayel and of hope, | Whoſe little heart, is moor'd within a nook | 
For peace on earth, or profpett of the fires. Of this obicure terreſtrial, anchor weigh, (o 


What then remains? Much! much! a mighty | Another ocean calls, a nob/er port; - 
debt | 3 Ian thy pilot, I thy proſperous gale. 3 
To be diſctiang'd ; theſe thought, O Night ! are] Gainful thy voyage through you azure ma 
— __—_ 4 | Main, without. tempeſt, pirate, ruck, or ſhore ; 
From thee they came, like lovers ſecret ſighs, d whence thou may” import eternul wealth ; | 
While others ſlept. So Cynthia (poets feign) 1 | VVV 
In ſhadows veil'd, ſoft fliding from her ſphere, And leave to beggar'd minds the pearl andgold, |} 
Her ſhepherd chear'd ; of her enamour'd leſs, 545 | Thy travels dots thou boait o'er fareign realms ? 1 
Than I of chee.— And art thou ſtill unſung, N ä to the <porld thy ur beg 3 
Beneath whoſe brow, and by whoſe aid, I fing? | Thy tuur through xu/zre's unive rial b. | 
Immortal ſilence! where ſhall 1 begin? Mitre delineates het whole chart at large, 618 | 
Where end ? Or kow ſteal muſic from the ſpheres, | On ſoaring ſouls, that fail among tae ſpberes; 
To ſooth their goddeſs? I And man how purblind, ifynknowa the Whole! 
| | O majeftic Night ! W ho citcles ſpacious c th, den — | | 
. Wature's great anceſtor ! duy's elder-borg ! Shall own, he never was from home before? 1 
And fated to ſurvive the trunſient ſun! | | Come, my * Prometheus, from thy pointed reck 
By mortals, and immoitals, ſeen with awe ! i. T 1 3+ 0 
X ſtarry erown thy raven brow adorns, 555 Of falſe ambition if unchain'd, we ll mount; 
An azure zone thy waiſt; clouds, in heaven's Joom | We'll, inrecentſy, ſteal celeſtial fire, 
| Wrought through varieties of ſhape and . Ard kindle our devtion at the /t«rs; . 
in ample folds of drapery divine, — 14 theft, that ſhall not chain, but ſer thee free. Rs 
Thy ing mantle ; and heaven througk-| Above our atmolphere'sjnteliine wars, 62 
+ out, Sip I rants Le Gates of het; N 
Volumirouſly pour thy pompous train. 560 88 | 28 
Thy gloumy grandeurs / nuture's meſt auguſt, | 
ntpiring ape!) claim a grateſul verſe; | 


* Night the Eighth = 


Ma un-adept in myſteries of Night ; 
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Above the noxiherr netts of feathet'd five, | 
he brew of thunders, ard the Eu fc, e 
1 kat forins the cron lightning; ws Ne the | 
Caves E25 

Where infant tempeſts wait their rowing wiPg:, 


ro EA 361 


Twixt ſhave ard age, oi wet, and cabal; 


And lin hinge eye, ut ud an eye to litt, 


Ir bold to m, the face of in u' beuven) 
To yorder tuts: tor other ends they ſhine, 
"Than tv iis. at reveliers from ſhame tv» ſhane, 680 


Antl tune their tender voices to that rar, Ad, thus, be made aecum plices in guiic. 


Which ſoon, perhaps, ſhall Eike a Hut world - | 


Above rijcorttrrgt gens «ft the cv, 
Far-tra '> comere' calculated blize:; 

Elance thy tnou_lt, a:d thick of ncre than 
Wet, Was | Ba -7 
Thy foul, til now, contraſted, withz.*d, rank, 
Blighrei by blatt: of ers unwh's wme air, 
Will ol ſhem ere; tpricad all her faculties 

To theſe bil- ht 11dvurs ; every power unf Id, 

And liſe into ſublimities of thonght. 6335 

Star teach, as weil as fine, Atruinres birth, 

Tize their cormniſſion ran-- “ Be kind to un,” 

Where art thou, poor benig hted traveller!“ 

1 he Start will li, ht thee; though the Aran 

_ ſh uld fail. a es | i 
Where are thou, more benighted ! mote al- 
a „„ 640 
In ways immortal ? I he Stur cnll thee back; 
And, if obey'd their coun'el, ſet thee rizht 
This proſpect val!, what is it?---Weigh'd 
| __ arighe | * 
Jie nature's ſyſtem of divirity, 


And every ſtudent of the Night infires. (45 


Vhs trum van reh, that infinite of pace, 
With indwmte cf 1: cid orbs feplete, 
M hich ter the iiving firmment en fire, 
| At the fir glance, in ſceh an overwhelm 685 
Or wonderſul, on man*: a{lonifh'd fig ht, 
uche, vmaiputence?--To e irb out fride; | 
Our ein to le, and lead it t that power, | 


6 — 200 lets dowa thele filver chains of 
| int, | | 
10 draw up man** arbition to Aimſelf. £90 


And bind our chat affections tu his throne. 

Thus the three virtues, leaſt alive on earth, © 
And welcom'd on heaven's cuaſt with muſt ap- 
plane, | | 

An humble, pure, and heaveriy-minded heart, 


long? 


3 695 
ene 

Or un- upbraided by this radiant choir. 
z he planets of each ſyſtem repreſent 

Kind neighbuurs ; mutual amity prevails ; | 
Iweet interchange of rays, receiv'd, return'd; 700 


lis cluer Scripture, writ by Gud's own hand: | Ealightening, and enli hten'd! All, at once, 


Seripture authentic f uncurrupt by man. 
Loteszo t with my Ravizer (the lich gift 
Ot theugbiten &arnal h) 1] point out to thee 
Its various leſſons; ſome may furpr.ze 650 


Little, perhaps, expected in her liehe, 
| Nun tives l. t ft gTW UN planet, or on ſtar. 
Bulle, lions, cbipions, monſters here we ſeign; 
Ourtelves more monſtrous, not to fee what 


here | 655 | 


Exiſts enced ;---a lecture to mankind... " 
| What rewd we here f----Th' exiſtence of a 
2 God? 78; | 
| Yes, and of other beings, man above; 
Natives of ther l Sons of higher ciimes | 
And, what may move Lorenzos wonder more, 
Eternity is written in the ſkies. Re 
And whole eternity ?---Lorenzo l Thine ; 
 Mankind's eternity. Net Faith alone, 3 
Vinue grows here; here tpiiags the ſovereign 
| | cure | | ' 
Ot al noſt every vice; but chiefly Thine; 665 
| Wrath, Pride, Ambitiou, and impure Deſire. 
Lorenzo l Thou canſt wake at midnight too, 
Though not on Morals bent: Ambition, Fieofure !' 
Ih. te tyrants I for Thee 10 & lately fought, _ 
Afford their harraſs'd flaves but ſlender reit. 670 | 
Thau to whom midnight is in,’ nocn, 


And the ſun's novn-tide blaze, prime dawn of 
W day ; _ 

_ Net by thy climate, but capricious crime, 
Cornmencing one of cur Anti fades 


In thy nocturnal rove, one moment halt, 675 | 


| Was e'er created tolely for iuelf ; 


Attractiag, and attracted! Patriot-like, 
None fans avainit the welfare of the whole; 
But their reciprocal, un elfiſn aid, 


| Nothing in nature, much leſs conſerour being, 


Thu man his ſaverergn duty is 
Material picture uf benevolence. 


And knowx, uf all our { upercilious race, | 710 


Man's angry heart, irſte ved, would be found 
As rigbtly 'er, as are the ſtarry ſpheres; 
Tis nature's ſtructure, broke by ſtubborn wi, 


| Breed- all that un- celeſtial diicord tiere. 715 


Wilt thou not feel the bias nature gave? 


clad, 


| gloum, 8 8 Ex, 
And (kinder ſtill ) our i:telleftual night. 
And ſee, diy r a niable fiſter iends 


Her invitation, in the ſofteſt rays 


Of mitigated luſtre; courts thy ſight, 


- 


Nor rudely reprimands thy liſted eye; | 
With gain and joy, ſhe brives thee to he wiſe. 
Mit pes the nobleſt ſcenes, and ſheds an awe, 


| weight, | | 730 
Anil deep reception, in ch' interder'd heart; 


* N ts 24 fo 


| Wulle !ight 


3 3 


Are ere inſpir'd ;---And canſt thou gaze ro0 | 
Nor ſtands thy «wrath, deyriv'd of its re- 


 Aﬀords an emblem of menu love. 70 
Thou m | infizmmable! Thou wap of men! 


Canſt thou deſcend from converſe with the ſkies D | - 
660 | And leize thy brather's throat 2----For what -a 


An inch of earth? The planets cry ** Forbear,” | 
They chace our double darkneſs; nuture's 


Which fuffers from her tyrant-brther's 7 


r ”ORRoUN + To, 7» 
a th a os. w — 


| blaze. | | | 73. 
 Nig/t grants thee the full freedom of the lies, 


Which gives thote venerable ſcenes full 


peep» through the Jac nz? the 2 ſpy; 


——————ů ů ů 0 


— 


* ©. 2-4 — &# =p 27 
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Wo ſees it, and can ſtop at what is ſeen ? 
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And darkneſs fhews its grandeur by the light. 
Nor is the fro? greater than the zey, | 
If human hearts at glorious ob efts glow, 755 
Am admiration can inſpi re delight. 
What 1 I more, than I, This moment, 
fre | 


With pleafing ſtupor firſt the ſoul is ſtruck 
Stupor ordained to make her truly wite ! 
ken into tran-port ſtarting from her trance, 740 
With love, and admirati u, how ſhe glows U 
This gorge” us apparatus! This ditplay ? 
This oftentation of creative power 
This theatre what eye can take it in? 
By what divine enchantment was it rais'd, 745 
For mind: cf the firſt magnitude to launch 
In endle'; tpecriation, and ad-rc ? . 
One Gn by day, by night Ten tleuſund ſhine: 
And light us deep into the Deity, | 
How boundleſs in magnificence and might! 750 
O what 2 contiuvence of ethereal fires, 
Form urns unnumbered, down the ſteep of hea- 
—_— . 
Streams to a point, and centres in my fight ! 
Nor tarries Mere; I feel it at my heart. 
My heart, at once, it humbles, and exalts; 455 
Lays it in duſt, and calls it to the ſkies. 
Who fees it unexalted? or unaw'd ? 


Material offipring of Omnipotence | 


nanimete, all-animating birth! | FEO 
— worthy Ho who made it! Worthy 
pPraiſe 8 | | : 
All praiſe ! praife more than human! nor deny d. | 
Thy praiſe Divine But though man, drown'd 


With-holde his homage, not alane I wakbe; 
"Bright legions ſwarm unteen, and hing, un- 
heard | 2 765 
By mortal ear, the glorious Architect, = 
In This His uni verſal temple hung | 
With luſtres, with innnmerable lights, 
That ſhed religion on the ſou] ; at once, 
The Temple, and the Preacher!“ O how lond 77 
It calls devotion ! genuine grovth of night / | 
Devotion! danghter of ail ronom; ! | 
An wn:levout 1ftronomer is mad. ER Ok 
True; All things ſpeak a God: but in the ſma!l, 
Men trace out Him; in great, He feizes man; 775 
Seizes, and elevates, and wraps, and fills 
With new inquiries, mid aſſociates new. 
Tell me, ye ſtirs! ye planets ! tell me, al! 
Ve ſtarr'd, and planeted, inhabitants! What is 
IR it? 1 TON 1780 
What are theſe ſons of wonder? Say, proud 
| arch, ED 55 
Within whoſe azute palaces they dwell) 
uit with cine amb ti. n in diſd iin 
limit built! buelt in the taſtgof heaven! 
„ Ernicave ample deme ! vat thuu deſig i'd 
tant apartment for the Deity ?---- 785 
Loet lo; That thouzbt viene thy Rare impairs, | 
hg /efty Une, and ſhilows thy frojountd, = | 
Aga fool akters thy d. nee: darfs the whole, | 
And tmkes at, ut! eite an Orery. 5 


| 
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Bur when 1 drop mine eye, and look on 
man, 296 
Thy right regain'd, thy grandeur is reſtor d, 
O Nature! wide flies off the expanding round. 
As hen whole magazines, at once, are fir d, 
The ſmiiten air is hollow d by the blow; 
The vaſt diſploſion diſſipates the clouds; 795 
Shr.ck'd zther*: billows diſh the diftant ſkies : 


oft, 
And leaves a mighty void, a fpecious womb, 
| Might teem with new creation ; re-inflara'd * 
Thy lorainaries triumph, and affame goo 


Divinity themielves.' Nor was it ſtrange, 
Natter high-wrought to ſuch ſurpriſing pomp, 
Such godlike glory, ſtole the ſtyle of ge de, 

| From ages dark, obtuſe, and ſteep'd in ſerſe; 


And half-ab olv % idolatry from guilt , 

Nay, turn'd it into virtue. Such it was 

In thoſe, who put forth all they had of m:» 
Unloft, to lift their thought, nor mounted higher; 


| weak of wings, on planets perch'd; and 


—_ _ thought ==... 
What was their higheſt, muſt be their adct'd. 
{| But They how web, who could no hi.ker 
mount? 5 


And are there then, Lorenzo! thoſe, to whom 


Unſeen, and Unexiſtent are the ſame? 

And if incomprehenſible is join'd, 

Who dire pronounce ic madize(*. to believe ? 
| Why has the mighty Builder thrown afide 

All meaſure in Hf 

So far, and ſpread amazement o'er the whole ? 
Then (as He took delight in wide extreme) $20 
Deep in the boom of His univerſe, „ 
Propt down that reaſoning mite, that in'eft, mu-, 
To crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the ſcene *--- 
That man might ne er preſume to plead amaze- 
ment | | | 

For diſbelief of wonder in Finſel f. 58 
Shall God be leſs miraculous, than what | 

Hi. hand bas f rm'd? Shall my/feries deſcend 
From wn-my''crios Things more elevate, 

Ee more familiar? Unereated lie 


Or human thought? The more of wonderful 

Is heard in Him, the mere we ſhould aſſent. 
Could we conceive Him. Gad He could not be; 
Or He not God, or we could net be nen. 
A God alone can comprehend a Ged; 
Man's di ſtance how immente ! On ſuch a theme, 
Knew this, Lorenzo! ( eem it ne'er ſo ſtrange) 
Nothing can ſati , but what corſeurcs ; | 
Nothing, but what o/'onifÞes, is true. 


The ſcene thou ſeeſt, atteſts the trutk I ſing, 


| Ar every {tar ſheds dight upon thy ereed, 


Theſe ftars, this furniture, this colt of heuven, 

It but re / orted, thou hadft ne'er believ'd; 
But thine eye tells thee, the romarce is true. | 
The grand of nature is th? Almighty's oath, 845 
In reaufon's; Court, to Hence unbelief. 5 

Hi my mind, opening at this ſcene, imbibes 


* * 


RE 


The maurat emuanatiuns of the ficies, 


Thus (but far move) the expandiug round flies 


For ſure, tc ſenſe, they truly are divine; 805 


is work; ſtretch'd ent His line 


M-re obvious than Created, tothe grap 830 


___ Leffon how various! Not the Gud alone, 
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While nought, perhaps, Lorenzo les admire3 : | Seas, rivers, mountains, foreſts, deſarts, rocks, E 


Has the Great Scvereien lent ten thouand 
worlds | | : $30 

To tell us, He reſides above them All, 

In glory's urapproachab'e teceis? 

Aud dare car: hold inhabitants deny 

The fumptuous, the magnific eminfly © 

A moment's audience? Lern we, nur . ill hear 355 

From whom they come, or what they would un- 

re | | 

For 2 emolument; ſole cauſe that foops | 

Their grandeur to man's eye? Lorenzo ! rouſe; 

Let thought, awaken'd, take the tightaing's wing, 

And glance frzm eaſt to weſt, irom pole to 

le. | 

Who lees, but is confounded, or convinc'd? 

Renounces &eaſer, or a Godadore> ? 

Mankind was tent into the world to /ce : 

Sig ht gives the cience needfu] to their peace; 

That obs us ſeienet aſſes ſmall learning's aid. $65 

Wouldit th u on metaphy ie pintons ſoar? 

Or wound thy patience amid logie thorus? 

Or travel hiſtury's ene rrnuus round? | 5 

Neture no loci hard taik in vins : She gave 

A make to man directive of his thought; 870 

A make et upright, painting to the itars, 

As who ſhall tay, ** Read thy Chiet leſſon there. 

To late to read this manuicript of heaven, 

Wien like a parchment-icrell, ſhrunk up by 


flimes, 3 | 
It felds Lorenzo's leſſun from his fi lit. 875 


I ice His Mini/i er:; | les, diflu d 
In radia orders, eſſences lublime, 
Ot various offices, of various plume, = 
In heavenly liveries, dutinctly clad, 880 
Azure, green, purple, prarl, or dow ny gold, fe, 
Or all Commix'd; they ſtand, with wings out- 
. | | 
Liftenin.; to catch the Maſter's leaſt command, 
and fly through 1Vture, ere the moment ende; 
Numbers ianumerable Well conceiv'd 885 
By Pug, aid by Chrijtian ! O'er each phere 
Prekides an angel, tu di rect its courie, 
And ferd, or tan, its flames; or t> ditcharge 
Other hi zh truſts unknown. For he can lee. 
Such pomp ef matter, and imagine, Mind, 890 
For v4.ich alane Inanimate was rnade, =» 
More !paringly difpens'd ? That irbler on, 
Far liker the great Sire Tie thus the ſkies. 
Inform us of ſuperiors numberle!s, 3 
As much, in 3 above mankind, 
As above Eorth, in M.gui fate, the 5; herere 
Tre [e. as a cloud of witneſſes, hany der us; 
In a chrong id theatre ate all our deeds ; | 
Perhaps, 2 thon:and demig”d- deicend 
On every bem we tee, to walk with men. 900 
Aueful reflection: Strong reſtrai: t from 111 2 
Vet, lere, aur virtue finds fil ſtrunger aid 
From the e ethereal glories Sc., furvers. = 
Something, like nis, ie, itrikes from this blue 
vaalt; | | | 


— ä A 


With jult attem'on is it view'd 2 We feel 905 


A \udden tzecour, urimplor'd, unthought; 
«ture herlelf does hal! the work of 37%, 


What awe trom This the Deity has built? 


The promontorz's hei. ht, the depth profound * 
Or iubterrancar;, excavated gruts, gro 


Buck aruw'e, and vaulted High, and yawning wide 


Prom Nuture®; \rvfture, or the coop ef Time 
it apple of dimenhon, vait of fize, . 

zun Theſe an aggranuizing impulte give; 

Or olemu thought enthuſiaitic heights 915 
'n Theſe infu e.---B: t what of vaſt in Theſe ? 
[dive f or we mnit own the ſkies forgot. 


| Miuch leſs in Art /----Vain Art] Thau pigmy 


k power ! | 

ow doſt thou ſwell aud ſtrut, with human pride, 

To ſhew thy littlene's | What childiſh toys, 920 
Thy watery columns ſq::irted t > the clouds | 


| Thy baſon'd rivers, and impriſan'd teas ! 


Thy mountains moulded into forms of men! 
Thy hundred-gated Capital!“ or Thule 


| Where three days travel left us much to ride; 925 


Gazing *n miracles by mortals wrought, 


| Arches triumphal, theatres immenie, 


Or nodding Gardens pendent in mid-air! 

Vet Theſe afiect us in no common kind. 

V hat then the force of cl ſuperior icenes ? 
Enter a temple, it will ſtrike an awe: 


A G:uu Ain fren, though fileat, cownicl gives: 

The tvuch'd ſpectator wiſhes to be Wie: 935 
In a bright mirror. His own hands have made, 

| Here we fee lornething like the face of God. 


| To man abandon'd, Hiſt r/ou ſcen the flies 7? 
And yet, fo thwarted nature's kind defign 940 


By d:.ring man, he make: her tacred awe 

(That guard from ill) his ſhelter, his temptation 
| To more than common guilt, and quite inverts 
Celeſtial art's i ntent. The trembling ſtars 

See crimes giga ntie, ſtalking through the gloom 


Aud making night ſtill dartey by their deeds, 
Slumbering in covert, till the ſhades de cend, 


Watchüng the ole, half-2eggars him ere mourn, 


| Now Pete, and toul Confpiracies, awake; 


And, ravfinz up their borrors from the moon, 
Havock and devaſtation they prepare, | 


I And kingdom: tuttering ia che field of blood. 945 
Now tens of riot in mid-revel rage. | * 
| What ſhall 1 do ?---Supprets it: or preciaim ? 5 
Why ſeeta the thunder? New, Lorenzo! now, 


His beſt tricad's conch the rank adulterer 
Prepoſ exous madmen, void .: fear or ſhame, 
heaven; © | 


Were moon, and ſtars, for villains &:/y made? 


To gade, yet fereen them, with renebtigus light TEN 
4 | reg 


gis 


No; they were made to faſhion the lublime 

Ot human hearts, an <2/er make the iſe 

Thole ends were anfwwer'd once; when mo 
liv'd 


l Of Atenger wing, of aquitine a. cent 
* 
| A3 


3A 


Or Ten ler proud tu meet their Gods half-way n 5 


Wi ch frontereR, that hide their head by day, 945 


Raf ine and Muruer, link'd, now prowl tor prey. 
The mi ex earth. his treaſure; and the thief, 950 


Aſeends ſecure; and laugh at od, and men. 960 
Lay their crimes bare to thele chaſte eyes of 


Yet ſhrink, and ſhudder, at a mzorral's fight, == 


©} 


Aa needfu”, but optrobrieus prayer! a much 


There, freely can reſpire, dilate. extend, 
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In theory ſublime. O how unlike 970 


Thoſe vermin of the night, this moment ung, 
Who crawl} on Earth, and on her venom fecd ! 
Thoſe wwricnt ages, Human ftars | they met 
heir brothers of the S4tes, at midnight hour; 
Their countel aſk'd; and, what they aſk d, 
| obey'd. 278 
The Staęirite, and Plato, He who drank 
The pound bowl, and He of 'Tu'culvm, 
With him of Corduba (immontal names!) 
In theſe unbounfed, and Elvfian, walks, | 
An'area fit tor Gods, and Godlike mer. © 
They took — nightly round, through radial. 
Achs | | 
By . inſt ructed, cl.iefly, tl. us, | 
Tv tread in Their bright fuortteps h-r. below; 
To walk in worth ſtill brighter than the pr es. 
| Tere they contracted their contemprof Hart, 985 
Of hopes etern il kindled, There, the fire ; 
| There, as in near approach, they glow d, and grew 
(Great vifitants ) more intimate vith Ge d, 
Note worth to Men, mo; re joyc us to Themſelves, 
Through wvuriews Firtuet, they, with ardour, 


_ ran . 990 
The Zinc of their learn'd illuſtrious lives. 
In Chriſtian hearts, O for a Logon zenl! 


— 


Our Auer Lets, a Greater is or Light. | 
How menftrous This in Meral: Scarce more 


'— france. 995 | 


Would this Phoanmeres in nature ſtrike 

A Sun, that froze her, or à Stur, that warm d. 
M hat taught thele heroes of the moral wwid ? 
To theſe thou iv ſt thy Praiſe, give Creuit to, 
Theie d--Qtors ne er were penſion'd to dzceive 

22335 —_ CE | ICC.O 

And Pagan tors are thy taſte.---They taught, 
Nat, nn views bettar to mi-ery : 

Tat, wile it is to comprrhend the v hole: 
That, Virtue, vole from AX. ure, runder d well, 


The fngle baſe of Virtue b. ilt to laden: 1co5 


Tut Cod, and Nature, aur attention claim: Lo 
Tat, N.ture is the elals reflecting God, | 
A,, dy the Sea, reflected is the Sar, 
TL glorious to be gaz'd on in his ſyhere: 
Tat, Mind immortal loves iumertal aims: 1010 
| Tat, beandleſe Mind affect: a b:undleſs Space: 
That vaſt ſurvevs, and the ſublime of things, 
The foul affimilate, and make her great: 
T* at, therefore, heaven her glories, as a fund 
Of inſpiration, thus ſpreads ont to man. 1015 
Such are their d Ctrines: ſuch the Night inſpir'd. 


And what wore true? What truth of greater 


5 weight? 5 7 
The ſoul of man was made to walk the Ik ies; 
Delightful outlet of her priſon Here / : 
Here, difirenmber'd from her chains, the ties 1020 
| Of toys terreſtrial, ſhe can ve at large, | 


In full proportion let 106:e ail her powers; | | 
And, andeluded, pratp at ſumething great. | 
Nor as a ſtrancer, does ſhe wander there; 1025 
Put, worderful herſel;, throvgh wonder ſtrays; 

__ Contemnpliting ein gratideur, finds /er even; | 
Diver deep in their axccromy divine, 


Sits high in judement on tlicir various laws, | 
And, like a maſter, jud;es nut amil>. 1635 


Hence greatly pl. asd, and uſtly proud, the aul 


Grows comcibous of her birth celeſtiul; breathes 

| Mere lite, more vigour, in her native air; 

And ſcel- herielf ut home amonctt the ſtars; 

And, feeling, emulates our courtty's praiſe. 17 35 
W hat call we, then, the firmairent, Lorez 6 


[en the body, fince, the $hier ſuſtain 


The !oul with find, that gives immoral fe, 
Call it, The noble paſture of the Min; 


80 | Which there expattates, ftrenvthens, and exults, 


And riot through the laxuries of thought. 
Cu it, The Garden of the Deity, | 


Bir ff m'd with fare, redundant in the gro w 


Ol fruit ambrofca! ; eri fruit to man. 


Ardent with gems oracular, that give, 

In poirty of higheſt moment, right reſponſe ; 

And ill neglected, if we prize our peace. 
Thus, have we found a fue aftrology ; 


in which alore ſtars ęcwern human fates. 
O that the Star- (as fore have feign'd) let fall 
Bloouſked, and havock, on embattled realms, 


And re eued Menurche from io black a guilt! 
Bourbon! this wiſh how generous in a foe! 105 


Wouldft theu be great, wovldſt thou become 4 


| vd, 
And ſtick thy deathleſ: name among the fiars, 
Fer r{tghey eongueſt+ en a needle's point? 
Inſte⸗d of firing chains for fereigvere, | 
Bite thy Tutar: Grandeur all thy aim? 1066 
As yer than kno ' ſt not what it is: how great, 
How gt rious. en, appears the Aid of man, 
When is it all the ſtars, ard pliner, roll! 


And whit it cena, it 5s; Great ob ect» make | 
Greet mir», enlarꝑine as their views enlarge: 1063 | 


T' fe ſtill mare Godlike, x T eſe more divine. 


Dazzled, o'er-power'd, with the delicious diaught 


[Ot miteilarecus 2 how I reel 
rot thought to ti 
| | 


wught, i2cbriate, without end ! 


An Eden, this! a Paradiſe 2-15 ! 
meet the Deity in every view, 5 
And tremble at my nakedne' hefor- bir! 


No Flaming Su erd denies cur entrance Here 
Would man but gather, he might live for ever, 
Lorenzo! much of Merl haſt thou ſeen. 


| Of curi us arts art thou more fond? Then mark 
The Mathematic glovies of the fkies, 1080 


In number, wei bt, and meaſuxe, all ordain'd. 
Lorenzo's boaſted builder, Chance, and Fate, 


Are left to finiſh his ze rial towers; 


| Fiſdem and Choice, their well-known characters 


Here deep impreſs; and claim it for their own. 1085 
Though ſplendid all, no iplendor void of uſe; 
Uſe rivals Beauty ; Art contends with Power ; 
Na wanton waſte, amid effuſe expence ; 

The great Oeconomiſt adjuſting all | 
| To prudent pomp, magnificently wite.- 1090 


; 


+ 


* 


Call it, The breaſt-plate of the true Migh- 
| prieſt, | 1045 


„ earn eee res 


Thus kave we found a new, and noble ſenſe, 1050 


And wre divine than Theſe, thou canſt not ee. 


1070 


O chat I could but reach the Free of Life! ' 
Far Here it grows, unguai ded from our taſte; 1073 


222 
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Hew tich the profped : and for ever new ! 

And reeve/t to the man thas views it ut; 

For newer ſtill in infinite ſucceed-. 

Then, thele at tial racers, O how ſwift! 
How the ſhaft loiters from the ſtrungeſt ſtring ! 
$*irit alone can diſtance the career. | 9 
Orb above orb aſcending without end 
Circle in circle, withuut end, incl sd! | 
Wheel, within Wheel; Ezekiel! like to thine ! 
Like thine, it ſeems a viſion or a dream ; 

Thanh ſeen, we labour to believe it true ! 

What involution ! what extent! what twarms 

Ot worlds, that Jaugh at Earth! immenſely 


great ! 
'  Immenſely diſtant from each otker's ſpheres 
What, then, the wondruus Spuce through which 
jg they roll? Ds 1103 
At onee it quite ingulphs all human thought; 
*Tis compiehenfion's abſolute defeat. 
Nor think thou ſeeſt a wild diſorder kere ; 
Through this iluſtrions chaos to the fight. 
Arrangement neat, and chafteſt order, reign. 1110 
The path preſerib'd, inviolably kept, 
Upbraid: the hawieſs allies of mark ind. 
Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere: | 
What 1 are ty'd! How ſoon are they diſ- 
| „v'd, | | 8 
And ſet the ſeeming marry d planets free! 
They rove for ever, without error rove; 
Conſuſion unconfu>'d ! nor les admire 
This tumult untumultuwus; all on wing! 
In motion, all! yet what profound repoſe! 
What tervid action, yet na noiſe ! as aw'd 
To ſilence, by the preſence of their Lord; 
Or huſh'd by His command, in love to man, 
And bid let fall ioft beams an human reſt, 
 Relitles themielves. On yon corelen plain, 
In exultati -n to Their God, and Thine, 1125 
| They dance, they ſing eternal jubilee, N 
 Fiernal celebration of His prat'e. 
But, Gace their Song arrives not at our ear, 
Their Dance perplex'd exhibits to the fight 
Fair Hreroz/yphic of His peerleſs power. 1130 
Mark, how the Lalyrinthiam turns they take, 
The circles igtricate, and myſtie maze, 
Weave the grand cypher of Omnijotence, 
To Gade, how great! how legible to Man! 
Leaves fo much wonder greater wonder till? 
15 „% i. 5 1135 
Where are the pillars that ſapport the ſkies? 
What more than A clantean ſhoulder props 
Th' incumbent lad > what magic, what ſtrange 


In fluid air theſe ponderous orbs ſuſtains? 
Who would not think them hung in golden 

5 chhains?— 5 1 
And ſo they are; in the high will of heaven, 


Which fixes all; makes adamant of air, 


Or air of adamant; makes all of nought, 

Or nonght of all; if ſuck the dread decree, 
Imagine from their deep foundations tora 1145 

The moſt gigantic ſens of earth, the broad 

Aud towering Alps, all toſt into the lea ; 


1120 


| In a far thinner element ſuſtain'd, 
| More rapid movement, and fos nobleſt ends? 


And, light as down, or volatile as air, 

Their bulks enormous, dancing on the waves, | 
In time, and meaſure, exquiſite; while all 2190 
The winds, in emulation of the fk 

Tune their ſonorous inſtruments aloft ; 
The concert ſwell, and animate the ball. 


— 


| 


9am 


lor tele his deftin'd midnight counſellors, 1 
The Stars, had never whiſper'd it to man. 
Nature ferme, but ne'er inſults, her ſons. 


{| That calls the wretched Gay to dark delights. | 


Would this appear amazing? What, then, 
worlds, Bs | 
11535 


More obvious ends to paſs, are not theſe ſtars 
The ſeats maieſtic, proud imperial thrones, TY 
1160 


On which angelie delegates of heaven, 
At certain periods, as the Sovereign nods, 
Diſcharge high truſts of Yerngeance, or of Love ; 
To clothe, in outward grandeur, grand defign, 
And acts moſt ſolemn ſtill more ſolemnize ? 6s . 
1165 


Ye Citizens of air ! what ardent thanks, 

What full effuſion of the gratetul heart, 

Is due from man indulg'd in fuch a fight ! 
A fight ſo noble ! and a fight ſo kind! 
It drops new truths at every new ſurvey! | 
Feels net Lorenzo ſomething ſtir within, 1270 
That ſweeps away all period? As theſe ſpheres 


| Meaſure duration, they no leſs inſpire 


The Godlike hope of ages without end, 
The boundleſs Space, thro.gh which theſe 


take | 2 
Their reſtleſi roam, ſuggeſts the ſiſtet thought 
1175 


W Time. Thus, by kind 
| „ 5 
unlabour d, that important gueſt, 
Eternity, finds entrance at the Sight: 
And an Eternity, for man ordain'd, 


— 


Could ſhe theu kindle the moſt ardeat wiſh 
To diſuppeint it? That is blaſphemy. | 
Thus, of thy creed a ſecond article, 1185 
| Momentaus, as the exiſtence of a God, | 
Is found (as I conceive) where rarely frught; 
And thou may'ſt read thy Sou! rmmorta/, Here, 
Here, then, L renzo ! on theſe glories dwell ; 
Nor want the gilt, illuminated, roof. 119 
Aſſemblies ?--< This is one diviaely brizht; | 
ere, unendanger'd in health, wealth, or fame, 
Range throuzh the faireſt, and the Sultan ſeorn. 
He, wile as Tho, no Creſ-ent holds ſo fair, 1195 
Ax that, which on his turbant awes a warld ; CO 
And thinks the Mon is proud to copy him, EG 
Losk on her, and gain more than worlds can give, 
A mind ſuperior to the charms of Power. 6 
Thou muffled in deluſiuns of this life! 1200 
Can yonder Moon turn acean in his bed, 
From fide to ſide, in conſtant ebb and flow, 
And purify from ſtench his watery realms? 
And fails her moral influence? wants ſhe power 
To turn Lorenzu's ſtubborn tide of thought 1205 
From ſtignating on Earth”; infected ſhore, 
And purge from nuiance his corrupted heart? 
Fail her attraQ'on when it draws to heaven? 


n 


8 In conqueſt Yer the te: th part of a grain. 


Or nature 's laws to fix, or to ref ea! ? | 
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' Nay, and to what thou valueſt more, Earth's joy! 
Minds clevate, and penting for Unſeen, 1210 

And deiecate from Serſe, alone obtain | 

Fail reliſh of exiſtence un-deflower'd, 

Tue Life of lite, the Zeft of worldly bliſs : 

All elte on earth amounts---to what? To TA: 

* Bad to be Suſſer u; bleſſings to be Let: 1215 

 Farth's richeſt inventory boaſts no more. 


For ſay, could Nature Nulare's courſe control?“ 
But, miracles apart, whoſe ſees him not. 
Nature's Controller, Author, Guide and End! 
Who turns his eye on Nature's midnight face, 


hp — I2 
What arm Almighty, put theſe 3 
« In motion, and wound up the vaſt machine? 


Of higher cenes be, then, the call obey'd. 
O let me gaze !---Of gazing there's no end. | 
O let me think !---Thought too is wilder'd gere; 
In mid-way flight imagination tires; 
Yet on re-prunes ber wing to ſoar anew, - 
Her point unable to forbear, or gain; 
So great the pleaſure, ſo | the plan! 
A banquet, this, where men and angels meet, 


* Who rounded in his palm theſe ſpacious orbs? 


„% Who bow'd them flaming through the dark 
profound, | 


1220 | ** Numerous as glittering gems of morning-dew, 
1“ Or ſparks from 


| 1280 
Jous cities in a blaze, 
«© And ſet the boſom of Old Night on fire? 
„ Peopled her deſert, and made horror (mile ?”” 


Eat the ſame Mama, mingle earth and heaven. Or, if the military ſtyle delights thee, 


How diſtant ſome of theſe nocturnal ſuns! 
So diſtant (iays the ſage), 't were not abſurd 
To doubt, if beams, tet out at Nature's birth, 
Are vet arriv'd at this ſo foreign world; 
 Thovgb nothing half ſo rapid as their flight. 1230 
An eye of awe and wonder let me-roll,... - . _ 
And roll fer ever: who can ſatiate fight _ 
In ach a ſcene? in fuch an ocean wide | 
Of deep aſtoniſhment? where depth, height, 
Are loft in their extremes : and where to count 1235 
The thick-ſown glories in thi field of fire, 
Perhaps a Serafh's computation fails. © 
Now, go, Ambition! boaſt thy boundlels might 


And vet Lorenzecalis fr miracles, 1240 
Io give his tutteriag faith a ſolid baſe. 
Why call for leſs than is alreach thice? 
Thou art no novice in theology ; 
What is a IMiracle?---"Tis a reproach, 
Tis an implicit ſatire, on mankind ; 1245 


And while it fig, it cenſures tuo. 


To cymmen lenſe, great Nature's ei, urſe proclaims 
A Deity: when mankind falls aſle=p, a 
A Mrrucle is ſent, av an alarm: 


1250 


„% names? | 

| „ turns. . 

Punctual at ſtated periods? who diſbands 

„ Thele veteran troops, their final duty done, 
; , {ao 

Like the loud trumpet, levy'd firſt their powers 

In Night's inglorious empire, where they ſlept 


Where now they war with Vice and Unbelief. 
O let us join this army ! joining theſe, 
Will give us hearts intrepid, at that hour, 


| When rig ter flames ſhall cut a darler night; Sp 


| When the'e ſtrong demonſtrations of a God 1308 


| Shall hide their heads, or tumble frum their ſpheres 


And one eternal curtain cover all! 8 
Struck at ur thought, as new awak d, I lit 
A more enlighten'd eye, and read the ſtars 
Tu man ſtill more propitious ; and their aid 1303 


_ | (Though cuiltlets of id latry) implore ; 


ye J ividert of my Time! Ye brigh: 


To wake the world, and prove Him o'er again, 19 longer rob them of their nobſeſt name. | 


By recent argument, but not more frong. = 
Say, which imports more plenitude of power, 


To make a ſun, or fte his mid career? 


To countermand his orders, and ſend back 1255 


The flaming courier to the frighted a, 
Warm'd, and aftoniſh'd, at his evening ray? 
Or bid the Mean, as with her journey tir'd, 

In Aialon's foft, flowery vale repule ? 


Great things are thele; {ti!] ; reater, to create. 1260 


Frum Adam's bower look down through the 
1 VVV 
Of miracles ; —xreſiſtlels is their powerꝰ) 
They do not, can not, more amaze the mind, 
J hin this, call d un-miracul. . us ſurvey, 6 
Ti WHY weigh d, if rationally cen, e 1265 
Tf ſeen with FJumun eyes. The Prete, indeed, 
£2e- nought but Spanglet here: the Fool, no more. 
Syſt thon,“ The courie of Alitzre 2oyern all:“ 
The Cerrſe of Nere is the Art of Cod. | 
T he mirs thou call'ſt for, Thi atteſt; 1270 


50 


Accomptants uf my days, and months, and yea re, 


him; 


Slace Fu, and yours, roll on, though man tay ds 


| ſtill; 


Teach me my days to number, and apply 
My trembling hurt to #Frſcam ; now beyond 1515 
All ſhadow ot excue for fooling en. 
ge imuuths our path to pruderce : ſweeps afide 

| The ſnares keen 4pferice, and paſſicn iprexd 
To catch ft ray ſouls; and woe to that grey head. 


Great Artiſt ! Thou, whole finger ſet aright 
This exquiſits Muchine, with all its Feels, 
Thos h iutervoly'd), exact ; and printing out 


With ch an Index fair as none can miſs, 


Who lius an eye, nor Peeps till it is elod. 


But muſt inquire---"" What hand behind the 


(For ftars — fought their battles, leagu'd with 
« Who marſhals this bright hoſt? enrolls their 


„ Appoints their poſt, their m ck 1 34 
[ It e er diſwanded? He, whole potent word, 


=Y In beds of darkneſs : arm d them with fierce flames, 
{| Arrany'd, and diſeiplin'd, ard elo ath'd in gold. 
| And call'd them out of Chaos to the field, 1295 


In your fair Kalendar diſti- ctly mark'd ! 1319 
Since that authentic, radiant rep iſter, | 
[Tg mon infpetts it not, ſtands good againſt 


AV Eole Folly would unde what Age has done! 1320 
Aid then, uid, all ye ſtars !---Much rather, Thou, 


Liie's Tayid and irrevocable flight, 1323 


/ ¹·¹w-ꝛ1 o . ˙ ↄ w 


Midi in thy parts provokes thee to conteſt 


5 Inſtind t and paſſons, of the nobler kind, 8 


1 'd thought, that intellectual ſphere, 


YOUNG'S 
mine exay dread Deity ! to read 


| The tacit docttine of thy works; to ſee 
Things as they are, un-alter'd thraugh the glaſs 


1330 
Of worldly wiſhes. Time, Eternity! / 
Tis theſe, mis-meaſur'd, ruin all mankind) 
them before me; let me lay them both 
In equal ſcale, and learn their various weight. 
Let Time appear a Moment, as it is; 1335 
And let Eternity full orb, at once, 
Turn on my foul, and ftrike it into heaven. 
When ſhall I fee far more than charms me now? 
Gaze on creation's model in Ty breaſt | 
Unveil'd, nor wonder at the tranſerĩpt more? 
Wen this vile, foreign, duſt, which (mothers all 
That travel Eart4's deep vale, ſhall I ſhake off ? 
When ſhall my ſoul her incarnation quit, 
And, re-adopted to thy bleſt embrace, 
Obtain ker A fotheefis in Thee) 3 
Doſt think, Lorenzo, this is wandering wide? 
No, tis diĩrectiy ſtriking at the mark; 
To wake thy dead devetien was my point; 
And how | bleſs night's conſecrating ſhades,, 
Which to a /emple turn an wniverſe, "i350 
Fill us with great ideas, full of heaven, 
And antidote the peſtilential earth ! 
In every form, that either frowns, or falls, 

What an aſy lum has the ſou] iu prayer | 
And what a fane is th, in which to pray! 1355 
And what a God muſt dwell in ſuch a fane! 

O what a genius muſt inform the ſkies! 
And is Lotenzo's ſalamander heart | 
Cold, and untouch'd, amid theſe ſaered fires? 

D xe nocturnal parks! ye glowing embers, 1360 


| On heaven's broad hearth! who burn, or burn no 


more, 


' Who blaze, or die, as Great Jehovah's breath 


Or blows you, or forbears : aſſiſt my eng; 

P:.ur your whole influence: exoreiſe his heart, 
So long | ; and bring him back to nun, 1355 
And is Lorenzo a demurrer ? Ng 


Truths, which, conteſted, put thy parts to 
ſhame. 5 


Vor tame they more Lotenzo'ꝰ kead than heart, 


A fuithleſs heart, how deſpieably ſmall * 1370 
ſtreipht, or ght great, or generous, to re- 


Too 
3 ceive! | . 
Fill d with an atorn! fill'd, and foul'd, with Se/f / 
And elf-miſtaken! (elf, that lafts an hour? 


Lie ſuffocated there; or Hey alone, 1375 


Rexſm apart, would wake high hope: and open, 


Where, order, ai ſdum, gracneſe, providence, 
Their endleſs miracles of love diiplay, 5 
And promile all the truly- zteat deſire. 380 
The mind that would be Buh, rruſt be great; 
Great, in its cher; great, in its ſurveys, 
Extended views a narrow mind extend: 
n ut ics corrugate, expanſive make, | 
Wich, ere long, nere than planets ſhall em- 
brace. | 11385 
A man of compaſs mates a man of wwrth, 
Ui vine oontempiate, and become di rrin-e. 


| Some wiſh they did; but no man diſbelie ver. 
| God is a Sirit; Spirit cannot ffrrike 
Theſe yrots, material organs; God by man 1420 


{ Concertion of deſign, how exquitite! 


Apt meaus! great ends! cunſent to 
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As man was made for glory, and for blils, 

All littlenels is an approich to woe; 
n thy bolom, ſet thy wiſhes wide, 

And let in manhood ; let in happineſs ; 
| Admit the boundleſs theatre of thour ht 
From nothing, up to God; which makes a man. 
Take God from nature, nothing great is left; 
Man's mind is in a pit, and nothing fees ;--- 
Man's heart is a jakes, and loves the mire. 
Emerge from thy profound: erect thire eye; 
See thy diſtreſs ! how cloſe art thou befieg'd ! 
Beſieg d by nature, the proud ſceptic's foe ! 
| Inclos'd by theſe innumerable worlds, 
Sparkling conviction on the darkeſt mind, 
As in a golden net of Providence. 
How art thou caught, ſure captive of belief 


1399 


I From this thy bleſt captivity, what art, 
| What blaiphemy to reaſon, lets thee free! 


1405 
This (cene is heaven's indulgent violence: 
Canſt thou bear up againſt this tide of glory? 
What is earth bulom'd in theſe ambient orbs, 


But, faith in God impos'd, and preis'd on man? 


Dar' thou ſtill litigate thy deſperate caſe, 1416 
ite. of thee numerous, awful, —_ EE 
And doubt the defoſition of the ſkies : 

O how laborious is thy way to ruin! 

Laborious ! 'tis imtracicuble quite; 


| To fink beyond a debt, in this debate, 1415 
With all his wein ht of wiſdom and of will, 
And crime flagitious, I defy a fool. . 


As much is ſeen, as man a Cod can ſee, 
la cheſe aſtoniſning exploits of = 1 
What order, beauty. motion, diſtance, ſize! 


How complicate, in their divine police: 


Each attribute of theſe material gods, od 


be | A ſeparate conqueſt gains o'er rebel thought 
And leads in triumph the whole mind of man. 1430 


Lerenzo ! this may ſeem harargue tu thee; 
Such all is apt to ſeem, that thwarts our will, 
And doſt thou, then, demand a femble proof 
Of this great maſter moral of the ſkies, 


Since 'tis rhe baſis, and all drops without it, 
Take it, in one compa, unbrokeu chain. 

Such proof infiſts un an attentive ear; | 
Twill net make one amid a mob of thoughts, 


Ir home 2— | c . 
magination's aire v ing Teprels j=-- = | 
Lock up thy jer/es ;---let vo paſſion ſtir; 

| Wake alt, reaſon le- Jer reign alone ; 
Then, in thy /ou/»; deep fil«nce, and the depth 


| Of xuture's filenc2, midnizht, thus inquire, 


I have done; and ſhall inquire no more. 
In natvre's channel, thus the queſtion- run. : 
What am 1? and from wheree -I nothing 
© now, EO 


| Bur that | wan; aud, fine I am, conclude 1430 


1425 


 Ur-fkill'd, or diſ-inclin'd, to read it there ? 1425 


And, for the n-tice, ſtrugale with the world. 1442 
IKetire — the grid ſhut out 


;--=thy thoughts call! 


4, Wharvaſt —— is here can reaſon 


= 2 


— fneceſion is ſo frail; 


© Can every fart defend, and not the miele ? 133 
„ pq | How great that p- , whoſe providentia! care 
* Pm quite out at ſex ; nor ſee the ſhore. { Though OE centres darts a 


1 . 
| too? 

«© Grant matter was eternal; ſl ill theſe orbs 
a Would want ſome other father much deſign 
how 
Lk. implies intelligence, art ; 
« That can't be from themſeives-——0T man ; that 

art 


* - And nothing greater yer allow'd than man. 
 *© Who, motion, foreign to the ſmalleſt grain, 
* Shotth maſſes of enormous wei hr ? 
* Who bid brute matter: reſtive lump ffs 


14 

« Such various forms, Nr 

«© Has matter imrate motion? then each atom, 

Aſſerting its indiſputable right 

+ To dance, would forman univerſe cf duſt : 

=, H 1 — none ? Then whence theſe glorious 
| rns 


=_ « And boundleſs flights, from fhafeleſe, ard 


* 1 motion? has it — 
* judgmeut, nius? is it deeply learn” 
n mathematics Has it from'd ſuch laws, 


© If ſo, how each ſage atom laughs at me, 
- > Who think a clad inſe riot to a man / | 
. Tf art, to form ; and counſel, to * 
* And that with greater far, than human ein; 
ä * Refides not in each black 2 Godhead reigns. 


= 1485 
* Grant, then, inviſible, eternal, Mind ; | 
„ That granted, ail is folv'd---But, granting that, | 
„ Draw I nut &'er me a ſtill darker cloud? | 


„ent I not that which I can ne'er conceive? | 


„A being without origin, or end ! —— 1490 

% Hail, human liberty ! There is no God--- 

* « Yet, 9 either ſcheme that * 

. 40 

Sub ſiſt it nut, in God, or human race; 

+ It in the laſt, how many knots beſide, 5 

* jndiflotuble all ?.--Why choole it there, 
* * Where, cholen, ftill ſubſiſt ten thoufand 

5 „more? | 
16 Re. ect it, where, that choſen, all the reſt 

Düupers d leave reaſon's whale horizon clear ; 

** This is not reaſon's dictate; 7caſer lays, 

| * Cloſe with the fice where ore grain turns the | 

ſcaie ; 1500 


With louder voice exclaim---Felicre a God ? 
And reaſen heard, is the foie mark of man. 1 
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eternal ; bad there een been neaght, [ 
%* Neught fill had been: eternal there a be.--- 
% But what eternal ?---Why not human race? | 


* And Adam's anceſtors without an end? 
* That's hard to be concav'd ; ſince every link 


* What things impolſible muſt man think trde, 
On any other ſyſtem! and how ſtrange 1603 
To diſce/ieve, through mere creduliry :*'” 
We. in this chain, Lorenao tinds no flaw, 

it for ever bind him to belief. 
And where the link, in which a flaw he finds) 


5 
And, if a God there is, that God how great! 


Of nature bent threads the whole ! 
And hangs creation, like a precion* gem, 
Threugh little, vn the footftool of his _— 


ö That little gem, how large a weight let Ti 
| From a fixt ſtar, in ages can it reach 
This diſtant ear: / Say, then, Lorenzo where, 


5 ns 

Where, ends this mighty building? Where, be- 
gin N 

The ſuburbs of Creation? Where, the wall 1525 ** 


Whoſe battlernents look o'er into the vale 
Of non- exiſtence? Nothing's ſtranęe abude ! 
Say, at what print of ſpace Jehovah dropp'd 


70 | His flacken'd ire, and laid his baturce by; | 
Weigh'd worlds, and meatur'd i7;/im:te, no more! 


1345 

Where, rears his terwinating tiller high = 
Its extra-mundane head? and ſays, to gods, 
In 1 illuſtrious as the ſun, 

| bas nd, the plan's proud period; I pronaunee 
* The work accompliſh'd ; 

1533 


«© Of all that lives, or, if devoid of lie, 


66 Gard ? 


% found!“ 
Hard 2 thoſe queſtions N harder 
2 
Is /kie the ſole exploit, the ſingle birth, 
The ſolitary ſon of fower divine ? 


Or has th' Almighty Father, with a breath, 
| Impregnated the womb of diſtant ſpace ? 


| Brother-Creations the dark bowels burit 

| Of night rimæval; barren, — rk no more? 
And ba central "ſun, tranſf piercing all 
Thoſe — which diſport, 
And dance, as meter, in his meridian ray; 
That ray withdrawn, benighted, or ablord'd, 


| In that abyſs of horror, whence they 8 
-| While Car trium ubs, 


repoſſeſt of all 


Rival creation ravi d from his throne? 


Chaos! of nature both the womb, and grave! 1550 5 1 
Think ' ſt thou my ſcheme, Lorenzo, — T 


wide? 
Is this extravagant 7 -No; this is juſt ; 
uſt, in conjecture, though 't were falle in 
f 'tis an error, tis an error ſp 


From noble root, high thought 241. u 


| But wherefore error? who can games it fuck? — 


* He tat can let Ornniputence a 


' the creation clos d. | 


Shout, all ye gods ! nor ſhout ye gods alone; 05 


I Thar refts, or rolls, ye beights, and depths re- 1 Z 
2 Which but to gueſs, a Newton made immortal? | = 
1 ** Reſound! retund ! ye depthy, aud heights, re- NE: 


Has He nut bid, In various provinces, — | 5 


5 3 


at w—_ W oi 


1 


The leis is left ty CH. and the rralms 


Have they nat led us in the deep diicloſe ; | 


Defect alone can err on ſuch a theme; 


Stupendous Architect! Thou, Thon art all! 
MI foul flies up and down in 1 of Thee, 
And finds herſelſ but at the centre { 1 
I Am, thy name ! exiſterce, all thine own! _ 
Creutien's nothing; flatter d much, if ſtel'd 1590 | 
| Their ſublunary rivals have l. 


Can anſwer to my want, in ſh aſcent, _ 
Tell me, Lorenzo ! (for now fancy glows, 1595 
Fir'd in the yorte« of Almighty power) 
| Like fair Britannia in our little ball; 
Exceeding fair, and glorious, for its iz, | 
In fancy (for the fu beyond us lies) 
Canſt thou not figure it, an Ie, almoſt 
Too imall for notice, in the vaſt of being; 
Sever'd by mighty ſeas of un-built ſpace 
| Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell; 
_ Glowing beneath the line of the Supreme ; _ ; 


Of human worth, but ripen ſoon to gods? | 
Yet why drown fancy in uch depths as theſe? | Pref 
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 Fi'oy we not full ſcope in what is ſec ? 

Full ample the d mim of the tun! | 

Full glorious ty behoted ! how far, how wide, 
The matchleſs monarch, from his fluming throne, 
Laviſh ot luſtre, thruws bis beams about 


Can min conceive heyond what Cod can 427 
Nuthing, hut qui te init ell he is rare, 
1560 


He turnmons int » being, with like rate, 

A whole rene, and a fingle gram. 

Sne1is he the word? a thou'and worids are bern! 

A thuu.and worlds? there 's ſpace for milliuns 
more + 

And in what ſpace can his great fa? fail? 

Condemn me not, cold critic ! but induige 1565 

The warm fagiruitien: why condemn? 

Why got indiige tuch thougl.te, as ſwell our 
heats 8 | 

Witk fuller admiration of her forever, 1 

Who gives out hearts with ſuch high thoughts to 

| Well? 3 
Why not indulge in is augmented praiſe? 1570 
Darts not Hi / glory 2 ſtill brighter ran, | 


Of kideous right , where ferncy {tra 7 ag hiiſt 
And, though met talk.tive, mabe nu refert ? 
Still ſeems my thought enormou:? Think 


pe again: 1 
Experience "(elf ſhall aid thy lame belief. 
Glaſſes (that revelatios to the fight!) 


Of. fin?-{pun nature, exquifitely ſmall, | | 
And, though demonjtrate.!, ſtill I Hcencev'd? 1580 

If then, on the reverie, the raind would mount 
In magni tue, what mind would meunt teo far, | 
To keep th: balance, and creation forſe ? | 


— 


What is tao great, if we the cavſe ſurvey? 1585 


= 


« The thin, the fieeting atms{p%.cre of G. 
O for the voice---of what? of whum ?---Whar | 
vice 3 ES 


As dare; · o deem one uriver'e too ſmall? 


I-2:t this home creation, inthe map | Y 
Of univerſal nature, as a ipec', | 


1f00 
But, eliewliere, far out-mealur d, far outſhone? 8 


— 
From other rea/ms ; from ample continents 


Leſs northern, lels remote from Deity, 


Where louls in excellence make haſte, put forth, 
Luxuriant growths; nor the late autumn wait 


rn, preſumptuous rover! and confels * 
The bounds of man; nor blame them, as too 


Which 
1575] - 
| Ho eloquently ſhines the glowing pole! 
With what authority it ives its charge, 


— 


Ne'er aſk'd the men one queſtion; 


| Leaft earreſpondenee with a fingle ſtar: 
_ | Ne'er rear'd an altar to the queen of heaven 


Idolater, more groſs than ever kits'd 
The lifted hand to Luna, or p ur'd out 


For nas peru'/al ; all in Capitals! 
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him, 1020 
Farther and aſter than a thought can fix, 
And feed. hi: planets with eteind fires! . 
This Heli>peſie, by greater far, | 


Than the proud tyrant of the Nile, was built; 
And He alone who built it can deſtray. 1625 
Beyond this city u hy ſtrays human thought? 
Onc wonderful, envugh tor man to know! 
One infinite ! enough for man to range ! 


One firmament, enough for man to read 


O what volurainous inſtruction here ! 1620 
What page of witdom is deny'd him? None; 


TL if learrin- his chief leffon makes him wile. 
Nor is: ruien, here, our only gain; 


There dweil -a noble parker in the ſkies, 
warms our paſſions, proſelytes our 
bearrs, 1635 


Remonſt rati: g great truthis in ſtyle ſublime, 
Though ſilent loud! heard earth around; above 
The planets heard; and nt unbeard in hell; 1640 


Hell has her wonder, though too proud to 


raile. 
I- earth, — more infernal ? has ſhe thoſe 
Who neither fruiſe (Lorenzo) nor admire? 
Lorenzo's admiration, pre-engaged, _ 
held 1645 


Velking in brightneſs; or her train adur'd. 


—  -. 
Engrois'd his whole devotion ey fr malign, 1650 
Which make the fond a/iromemer run mad; BED 


| Darken his intellect, corrupt his heart ; 
_ | Cauic him to facrifice his fame and peace 


To momentary madnets, call'd delight. | 
_ 


The blood to Jove !—O Thou, to whom belongs 


A! facrifice! O Thau Great Jove aux [ol 55 


Divine Inſtructor: Thy fr/t volume, this, FRY 

" a 
In m2, and ars (heaven's gulden alphabet) 
Emblaz'd to ſeize the fight + who runs, may read ; 


4 Who reads, can wnder/iand. Tis unconfin'd | 


To Chriftian land, or ſecumy; fairly writ, 8 


In language univerſal, to Mankind: . 

IA language, lofty to the learn'd: yet plain 8 
To thoſe that feed the flock, or guide the 
| lough, | - | 
Or, from his huſk, ſtrike out the bounding grain. 

IA language, worthy the Great Mind, that 
| | ſpeaks! | | : 

ace, and comment, to the ſacred page ! 1670 


Which oft refers itz reader to the ſkies, 
As pre-{uppoſing hi: firſt leſion Mere, 
And ſcripture ſeil a frognent, tral va read. 


_ You. VIEk 


Of thy fair davghter-train, ſe ſwift of wing, 1700" 
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Stupendous book of wiſdom, to the wile; ; | 
dtupendous book! and open d, Night! by 
3 1675 


ee. 

By Thee n.xck open d, I confeſs, O Night / 
Yer more | wiſh ; but how ſhall | prevail? 
Say, gentle Nighe/ whole mudeſt, 

beams 


Give us a new creation, and preſent 

The worid's great picture ſoſten d to the fight ; 1680 
| Nay, kinder far, tar more indulgent ſtill, 

Siy, thou, hole mild duminion's ſilver key 
Unlocks our hemilphere, and lets to view 


Worlds beyond number; worlds conceal'd by 


day | 
Behind the proud, and envious ſtar cf noon ! 1685 
Canſt thou not draw a deeper 
| ſhew 
The Mighty Potentate, to whom belong 
Thete rich regalia purnpoufly dilplay'd 
Iso kindle that high hope: Like him of Uz, 
I gaze around; I ſearch on every fide---- 1690 
_ Otoraglimpie of Him my foul adores! 
As the chac'd hart, amid the blank 
Or tublonary joys. Say, goddeſs! where? 1695 
Where blaze* His bright court? Where burns Hi 
throne ? | 
Theu know'ſt; for thou art near Him; by Thee, 
round | 
Ai, grand pavilion, ſacred fame reports 
The table curtain drawn. It not, can none 


Who travel far, di.cover where He dwells? 

A flar His dweiliug pointed out belew. 

Ve Pleiades! Arcturus ! Mazaroth ! 
And thou, Orion! of ſtill keener eve! | 
Say ye, who guide the wilder'd in the waves, 1705 
And bring them out of tempeſt into port! 

On which hand muſt I bend my courtc to find 
3 Him? | * . 

The e courtiers keep the ſecret of their K ing; 


them. 


5 Z wake; and, wakinz, climb nig. radiant | 
| 1710 | 


7 | n | 
From ſphere to ſphere; the ſteps by nature ſer 
Tor man's alcent; at once to 7emp? and ard, ; 
To tent his eye, and ald his towering thought; 
Jill it arrives at the Great God of all. 3 0 
In ardent corremplution's rapid car, 
From eartn, as from my barrier, I tet ont. | 


| How twiſt 1 mount! diminiſh'd err recedes; | 3 
E Have yuu 7s lights? or need you no - 


I paß the nen; and, frm her farther lide, 
Pierce heaven's blue curtain ; ſtrike into Ven ,; 


| Where, with hi> liſted tube, the ſubtle ſage 1720 | 


His artificial, airy juurney rakes, 
And to celeſtial lengthens um fight. 

I pauie at every flame: on my road. 
An aſk for Him who gives their obs to rell, 


Their fureheads fair to ſhine. From Saturn's | 


Wy ring, | | CS 
lo wLich, of ear! an army might be loſt, 

Witz the bold comer, take my bolder flight, 
- Amid thate fevereigu glories of the Kies, 

Of independent, native Juſtre, proud : 


1785 


ſcene ?—And | 


1716 


46 
66 


i he ſoule uf ſy tems: and the lords of life, 1˙30 


| P 
If human thought can keep | 
| Where am I ?---Where is earth ?----Nay, where 


What province This, of 
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Thiough their wide empires !---Whut behold 1 


RoW 
A wilderneis of wonder burning rourd ; 
W here larger ſuns inhabit vier ſpheres ; 
Perhaps the villas of deſcending gods; 
Nor halt I here; my toil is but de un; 
| 'Tis but the threſhold of the Vitity;, 
Or, far beneath it, I am grovelling ſtil). 
Nor is it ſtrange ; I built on a miftacke; _ 
The grandeur un his works, hence ſal y ſought 
For aid, to reuſen lets his glory higher; 
Who built thus high for woims (Tere worms to 


1735 


Him) 


O where, Lorenzo ! muſt the Builder dwell? 


Pauſe, then; and, for a moment, here ref 
its ſtation here. 


art 'T hou, 


Ofen ? ls the lun turn'd recluſe ?---And are 
His bhoaſted ex 1 
To mine how ſhort! On nature's Alps I ſtand, 
And ſee a thouſand firmaments beneath! 
ph nnd ſyſtems ! as a thouſand grains! 41 
_—C =. £ 
How can man's curious lpirit not enquire, 
What are the natives of this world {ublime, 
Of this ſo foreign, un-terreſtrial ſphere, | | 
Where mortal, antranſſated, never ſtray'd? 1755 | 


itions ſhort to mine? 


mech a ſtranger, and ſo late arriy'd, 


O ye, as diſtant from my little home, 
As (wifteſt ſun-beams in an age can fly! 


Far from my native element I roam, 


In queſt of new, and wonderful, to man. 


main, 


you ? | . 5 
A colony from heaven? Or, only rais'd, SP 
By frequent viſit from heaven's neighbourin; 
_ realms, | | | 


To ſecondary gods, and half divine? 16s I 
cure,  þ# 


Whate'er your nature, ig is 
Far other life you live, far other tongue 


think, 


God! 


thron'd, | : 1579 
And ablujute? or /enſe in arms againſt her? 


dead 5 . 
Enjay your happy realms their golden age? 


And had your Eden an abitemious Eve? 
Our Eve's fair daughters prove their pedi- 


225 * 30 : 


gree, 


And atk their Adams Bio weuld rt | 


doi ſe Foo . 


Or, if your mother fell, are you redeem a 
And if redeein'd---is your Redeemer ſcorn'./ ? 


Is this your ſinal reſidence? if not, : 1—9 
Change gou your ſcene, runflatad? or by dc 


« And if by death, what dati -K n 5% : , 


diſcaſe ? 


1740 


His immenſe de- | 


Whom all obeys ? or mortals here, or gods? | 
Ye borderers on the coaſts of bliſs ! what are 


Or Earth, the Bedlam of the univerſe! 


Stain'd your pure eryſtal Ether, or let fall 
A ſhort eclipſe from his portentous ſhade ? | 
0 chat the fiend had lodg'd on ſome broad 


For waſh'd in Ocean, as from Rome he paſt 

* To Britain's iſle ; 76, tes, conſpicuous There 2 
But this is all digreſſon: where is He, 
That o'er heaven's battlements the ſelon hurl'd 


 * Call'd here Elijah in his flaming car ? 


And ir he finds, commences more than man? 
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„ Or horrid war ?---With war, this fatal hcar, 

* Furoua, groans (ſo call we a ſmall field, 

*« Where kings run mad.) In Or world, death 
| « deputes 

© Jutemperunce to do the work of Age; 1783 

„And hanging up the quiver Nature gave him, 

* As flow of execution, for diſpatch . 

*« Sends forth Imperial butchers ; bids them flay 

„% Their 1 (the fally ſheep they fleec'd be- 

e ore), h 

„And tots him twice ten thouſand at a meal. 1790 

Sit all yeur executioners on thrones ? 

With y:z, can rag e for plunder make a god ? 

And b/coſhed waſh out every other ſtain ?--- 

„But You, 1 can't bleed: from matte 
| % grols | | „ 

« Your Spirits clean, are delicately clad 1795 

In fine-'pun Æther, privileg'd to ſoar, 


* Unloaded, uninfefted ; how unlike 


The let of man! Ila few of human race 


By their own mad unmurdur'd! How we wage 


« Self-war eternal! I; your painful day 1200 
*« Of hardy conflict o'er ? Or, are you till 
„Raw candidates at ſchoc!? And have you thoſe 


* Who difaffet Reverficns, as with I's? 


„ But what are Fe? You never heard of Man; 
« Where Reaſer (un- diſeas'd with 
DEE «© mad, 

And nurſes Felly's children as ker ewwn ; 

*« Fond of the fouleſt. In the ſacred mount 
« Of Holineſs, where reaſon is prononne'd 


* Infallible ; and thunders, like a god; 1310 


„ FEv'n there, by Saints, the Dæmons are outdone ; 


What Theſe think wrong, our Saints refine to 


„ right; | 
And kindly teach d hell her own black arts; 
_* Satan, inſtrufted, 0'er their mcrals ſmiles.--- 


* But Thee, how ſtrange to You, who know not 
% Man: 2 OY, 
las the leaſt rumour of our race arriv'd ? 


* Paſt by you the good Enoch, on his road 


Fo chaſe fair fields, whence Lucifer was hurl'd; 
WV bo bruſh'd, perhaps, your ſphere in his deſ- . 
7 10 | 20 | From my late airy travel unconfin'd, 


cent, 


60 orb 


| - Atkwart his way; nor reach*d his reſent home, | 
Then bhcken'd Earl with ſootſteps foul'd in 


4 hell, 


1 : To groans, and chains, and darkneſs? Where is 


| : e, | | 1830 
Who ſees creation's ſummit in 1 vale? | 
He, Whom, while man is Mun, he can't but 
e ſeek ; | | e 


O for a teleſcope his thinne to reach}! I 
Tell me, ye learn d on Earth ! or ble& Above 1835 


1805 
You) rums Man's ſcience is the culture of of his heart; 


| Nature all o'er i conſecrated ground, = 
| Teeming with growths immortal and divine. 


And triumph in proſtration to The Throne? y 


» 


POEMS. 


Ye ſearching, ye Newtorian argels! tell, 
Where, your Gieat Maſter's orb? His planets, 
where ? 
Thoſe cent Satellires, thoſe Mering Stirs, 
Firſt-b6rn of Deity ! from central love, 
By veneration moſt profound, thrown off; 1840 
By ſweet attraction, no lefs ſtrongiy drawn ; 
Aw'd, and yet raftur'd ; pre yet ſerene ; 
Paſt thought illuſtrious, but with borrow'd beams; 
In {till approaching circles, ſtill remete, 
Revolving round the ſun's eternal Sire 1945 
Or ſent, in lines direct, on embaſhes 
To nations —-in wht latitude? Beyond 
Terreftrial thong ht's horizun - And on what 
High errands tert? -Here umu efiorr ende; ; 
And leave: me ſtill a ſtranger to Hrs throne. 1850 
Full well it might! I quite miſtook my ruad. 
| Born in an age more Curious than Devot; 
'M.re fond to fix the ace of heave: , or hell, 
Than ſtu:lious hrs to ſhun, or thut fe cure. 
Tis nat the caritas, but the f reve path, 1855 
That leads me to ny point: Lomas! know, © 
Without or Stur, or Angel, tor their guide, 
Who w«:ſhip God, ſhall id him. Humble Love, 
| And not proud Reaſer, keeps the door of heaven; 
Love finds admiſſien, where proud Science tails. 
| 1860 


37? 


And not to loſe his plumbet in the depths 
Of Nuture, or the mure profound of God. 
Either to know, is an attempt thit ts : 
The witſeſt on a level witch the fool. 1965 
To fathom Nature (ill-attempted Hers !) ; 
Paſt doubt is philoſophy Above; | 
Higher degrees in bliſs archangels take, | 
s deeper learn'd ; the deepeſt, learning All. 
For, what a !hwunder of Omniporence 1870 
(So might I dare to (peak) is feen in All! | 
In Mun] in Earth ! in more amazing Skies! 
Teaching this leſſon, Pride is loth to learn--- 


| | T Not deeply to difcern, not irc t · know, 


„Mank ind was born to Wonder, and Adlore.“ 187 5 
And is there cauſe for higher wender ſtil], 
Than that which ſtruck u- from our paſt turveys? | 
Ves; and for deeper adera tien too. 


| Have I learn'd nothing ?---Yes, Lorenzo 

PE — -. Wo 

Each of theſe ſtars is a religious houſe; 

| F jaw their altars ſmoke, their incenſe riſe; - 
And heard Heſamnas ting through every ſphere, 

A ſeruinary fraught with future gods. Wo 


1985 


| The Great Proprietor's all-bountrous hand 
Leaves nothing watte ; but ſows thefe ficry fields 
With ſeeds of reafon, which to virtue, riſe 25 
Beneath 'H:s genial ray; and, if eicap'd 13839 
The peſtilential blaſts of itud born πi.¹ | 
When grown mature, 272 gather'd for the ſkies 
And 1s Dewztior thoueht too much or e:rth, 
When beings, ſo tuperior, homage 3% , 


| But wherefore more of pl:nets, or of taz 
Xthere:l journeys, and, diſcurer'd there, 


| 


— 


—— 


„ Andi 
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Ten thouſand worlds, ten thouſand ways devout, | 
All Nature tending incente to The Throne, 
Except the bod Lorenzos of Our ſphere? 19c0 
Opening the ſolemn ſources of my ſcul, | 
dince 12 pour'd, like feign'd Eridan's, 
My flowing numbers o'er the flaming fkie-, 
Nor lee, of funcy, or of fut, what more 
Invites tne Muſe Here turn we, and review 1905 
Our paſt no@turnal landieape wide :--- hben lay, 
Say, then, Lorenzo! with what burtt of heart, 
The whole, at once, revolving in his thought, 
Muſt man exci2im, adoring, and aghatt ? 
O whit a root! O what a branch, is here! 1919 
Oha a Father! What a Family: 3 
„% Worlds! iyftems! and creations ! - And 
W 
In one ag;lumerated cluſter, huug, 
« * Great Vine! On Thee, on Thee the cluſter 
| bangs ; | 
«© The fuel Gloſter ! infinitely ſprexd 1915 
_« In glowing globes, with various being fraught ; 
* Aud drinks {nectateou. draught J iramortal life, 
* Or, ſhall | lay (tor V can ſay enough 7) 
A contellation of ten thoutand gerne:, 
« (And, O! of what dimenſion! of what 
weight!) ..- 92 
« Set in one $gret, flames on the ri. ht hand 
„ Of Maieity Divine! The 6/:2ig Seal, 
That deeply ſtamps, on all created ming, 
« Indclible, Hrs ſovereign attributes, | 


| 


© Omnipotence, and Love! That, paſſing 
TF 5 _ i925 
— And Tis, turpaſſing That. Nor ſtop we Here, 


* For want of Fer in God, but Tlowht in Nev. 
* Ev'n Tus ach nowledg'd, leaves us itill ini debt: 
* If Greater aught, That Greater all is Thine, 
% Dread Sire Accept this Miniature c. f 
; Thee; | | 2 - - 
And pardonan Attemp; from mortal thought, 
% In which archangels micht have ſail'd un- 
bam d.“ | nent one 
How ſuch idens of tht Almightz's Power, 
And ſuch ideas of th Amis hty's Zo, 


— 


« 


4 
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| From low to loſty; from obſcure to bright; 


| By due gradation, Nature's facred law. 


{The Stare, trum whence ?---Aik Clas He enn 
| tell. 0 
Theſe bright te: nptations to idcletyy, | 
From Darinzeſs, and Corfufion, took their birth; 
Sons of Defermi:y ! from fluid dregs 
Tartarean, firſt they roſe to maſſe» rade; | 
Ard cken, to ſpheres opaque: Then dimly ſhone; 
Tin brighten'd ; Then blaz'd out in perfett 
Cavs | CE 5 5 
N.ture delighta in progres ; in advance 1960 
Frem orie to better; but, when Minds - 


| _ 
Progreſs, in part, depends upon tuemſelve ct. 
| 


Heaven aids exertivn ; Greater makes the Great ; 
The voluntary Little leffens more. | 

Obe a Mun] and th ſalt be a God 1964 
Ard Half Se fem „ - Ambition bow divine! 

O Ther, ambitious of diſgrace alone! 
Stiil undevoeot? Unkindlea :---- Though high- 
tag hit, 1 

Sebold by the ſkies, ard pupil of the ſtars; 

Rank coward to the faſhionable world ! 1950 
Art thou g to bend thy knee tov heaven? 
Curſt tume cf pride, exbal'd, from deepeſt 


bell! 
Pride in Kei. gien is man's higheit praĩſe. 


| Bent on deſtruction! 21d in love with death! 


Not all the !umiaaries, quench'd at once, 1975 
Were half o fad, at one benighb tec 3 
Which grupes br happinels, and meets deſpair, 
Hove, like a widow in ber weeds, the Nig/t, 


| Amid her elimmerin- taper, ſilent fats! 


How ſorrawful, ho, deiviate, ſhe weeps = 1980 
Perpetual dews, and ſaddens nature's cene 
A icene more fad Si: make the darken'd ſoul, 


All comfort hie, nor leaves one ſpark alive. 


Thougb blind of heart, {till open is thing 
„ | 1 55 
W nr fuch mngnificence in all thou ſeeſt? 

Of Alarter's grandeur, know, one end is This, 


To teli the Rutionu!, who gazes on it 


(Ideas got abſurti) ditend the thouhe 1938 * Thongh That ümmentely Great, ſtill Greater 
Of fetble mortals | Nor of em alone! 325 | He, . | | | 

The fulne's of the Deity breaks fortn | „ Whole breaſt, capacious, can embrace, and 
In breencervades to men, and gods, # .*- Jo, 5 | 

Think, then, Othink ; nor ever diuvp the thought; bs Uavurden'd, nature's univer al ſcheme ; 


How l mutt Au de cend, hen Gais adore! 140 
Have I not, then, accompliſn d my proud boait : 
Did 1 not tell thee, We would mount, Lo- 
pen | | 1 5 
nale our devotion at the Sr? 
And have I fad? And did | fitter thee? 
And art all adamant? And doſt confute 
All urg'd, with one irrefrwable Smile? 
Lote no! Miri how milerable ker: / | 
Swear by the Stur, by Him who made them, 
ike {fwear, | 
Thy heart, hencefo:th, ſhall be as pare as 27 
Tien Tre, like Zhen, 
.-- at 


11945 


* Jeu zv. 1. + Page 351. 5 


ſhalt ſhine ; like Tin, | 


—_— 5 
Can gralp Creat:or with a inge thought; | 

„ Creautien graſp; and not exclude its Sire 
Do tell him faither “ It bekoves him much 
To guard th' important, yet depending, fate 
Of being, brighter than a thouland funs : 1995 


[Dore fingle ray of Thought outſhines them 


| aud if as hens e 


Þ Sup<rtor Height», and on his purple wing, 


His purple wing bedropt with eves of gold. 
Rifng,, where Theupht is now deny'd to re, 2000 

Look down 
ſpheres. | 


Why then perſiſtꝰ No mortal ever liv'd 


ut, dying, he prozounc'd (when words are 


rue 


| The whole that charms thee, ahiolutely vais 3 


triumphant on theſe dazzling 5 
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Vain, — far worſe - Think Thou, with dying | How, like thy ban mg, have 1 As 
| Sratch'd thee earth ; eſcorted thee Ss 
O-centeſeend'i to think as angels Mink! all 
O 7-/-rate a chance for happineſs ! Th? ethereal armies ; walk'd thee like a God, 
Our nature luch, ill choice enſures ill fate; Through ſplendours of firſt magnitude, 2rTang'd 
And hell had been, thongh there had been no | On either hand; clouds threwn beneath thy feet ; 
God. Cloſe-crui=d on the bright paradiſe of God; koba 


Doſt thou not know, wy new aſtronomer ! 2010 | And almoſt introduced thee to The Throne! — 
Kurth, turning from the Sun, biings night to _ art thou ſtill carouſing, far — - WM 


man ? — wy on; firſt, ſermenting to 
Mun, turning from his God, brings endleſs | ſubſiding i into . gall 
night; Tob beings of ſublime, immertal make, 
Where thou canſt read no merale, find no friend, How ſhocking is all j joy, whoſe end is ſure! 
Amend no manners, and expect no peace. Such joy, % hoel ing ſtill, the more it charms l- 


How 2 darkneſs! and the groan, how | And doſt thou chuſe what ends ere well-begun ; 


And infamous, as ſhort ? And doſt thou chuſe | 
| Andfar, k 1 from lanbeut are the flames !--- Ti, to whole palate — 2070 


— is Loreuzo's purchaſe! Such his praiſe! To wade into perditian, through conte 

The proud, the politic, Lorenzo's praiſe! Not of poor bigots only, but thy own oF 
Though in his ear, and level'd at his heart, For I have peep'd into thy cover'd * | 
I've half read v'er the volume of the fkie.,  } And ſeen it bluſh beneath a boaſtfui brow ; 


For _ not thou haſt heard all this from | For, by ſtrong guilt's moſt violent alt, 2075 
| Conſeĩence is but diſubled, not deſlrey d. | 
| My frag 1 dub echoes what Great N.cture ſpeaks. O thou moſt Aweful Being; and moſt Vain! = 
What has ſhe ſpoken? Thus the guddeſs poke, , Thy will, how fra! ! how glerious i is thy power? | : 
Thus ſpeaks for ever: Place, at nature's} Though dread E rnity has ſown her ſeeds 


head, Of blils, and woe, in thy deſpotic breaſt ; 2039 
„A ſovercign, which o'er al things rolls his | Though hezven, and hell, depend upon thy 
41 ere, 2025 | choice; | 
3 Extends bis wing, r his commande, I A butterfly comes eroſs, and bath are fled... — 


. * But, above all, diffuſes endle!s good ; | Is This the picture of a rational? 

© Ib eien, for lure redreſs, the wrong'd may | This horrid i image, ſhall it be mo#t juſt ? 12 
5 fly Larenzo! No: it cannot,---fhall not, be, 2083 
« The vile, for mercy ; and the pain'd, for or | If there is force in Reaſon; ar, in Sande 


: pexce; 1 Chanted beneath the elimpſe: of the moon, 
« By <rhom, the — tenants. of theſe | A magic, at this planetary hour, 
1 ſpheres, | 2030 When //umber locks the general lip, and 8 
i « Diverſify d in fortunes, place, and powers, Thro' ſenſele's mazes bunt fouls un- inſpir d. 2090 
* Raig'd in enjoyment, as in worth they rie, { Attend---The ſacred myſteries begin 
© Arrive atlength (if _ ſuch approach) My ſolemn Night-born ad;uration hear; 
At that bleſt fountain-head, from which they | Hear, and I'll rai'e thy ſpirit from the duſt ; 
; {tream ; While the ars gaze on this inchantment ner. 
Where conflict paſt rednuvles INT joy ; 2035 | Inchantment, not Infernal, but Divine ! 
* And prelent joy ooks forward on increale : | '| By Silence, Death's peculiar attribute ; 
« And — on more; no period! every ſtep | © By Darkrefr, Guilt”; inevitable dam: 
* A double boon! a Promiſe, aud a Bi. I By Dar$re/s, and by Si lence, ſiſters dread! 


Ha ealy fits *g ſcheme on human hearts! { had That draw the curtain round Night's ow : 
It ſuits their make; it ſootho their vaſt defires ; | throne, N 
 Paſſn is pleas d; aud Reaſomaſks no more; 2040 % And raiſe ideas, folemn as the ſcene! 2100 
Tis rational! *tis great But what is Tir % B Night, and all of awetul, ni zht preſents 

| Tr darkens! ſhocks! excruciates! and cunfounds ! | % To Theught or Sexſe (of aweful much, to both, 
"oy | CL. eaves us quite naked, both of help, and hope, 6 The goddeſs brings)! By theſe her trembling . 


Sinking from bad to worſe ; few years, the | Fires, 
ſport 2035 © LikeVeſta's, ä ; and, like herrn 
Of Fortune; then the movie] of Deſpair. Sacred to thuughts immaculate, and pure! 210 
3 Say, then, Lorenzo! (for thou know'ſt it | By thee bright orators, that prove, and pruiſe, 
E 7 8 well) | « And preſs thee !+: revere, the Deity : 
1 "What's Vice? Mere want of compaſs in our] — to, aid thee, when rever da while 
Fr wa thouz ht, « To reach is rene; as ages of the fovl,. 
:- Religien, what -The proof of Commen-ſexſe. * Throus zh which, at different periads, ſh: ſtail 
1 How art thou whooted, where the Leaf? pre-| paſs, | 
| vails ? 2950 60 Refining gradual, for her final height, 
3 Is it my fault, if theſe Truths call thee Fel ? % And purzing off ſume dro's at every ſphere! 
| And thou ſhalt never be mi ſcalld by me. « By this dark pail throw" 0'er the lene warld ! 


Can neither Shame, nor Terrer, ſtand thy Friend? 


| 4 By the world's kinge, and kde, moſt es 
Aud. art thou f, an inſect in the mire ? | 


_ vonn d, 


8 LEY - 


74 
on 2 ſhort ambition's 2:n;/k ſet for ever; 2115 | 
reſage to vain boaſters, now in bloom ! 
* « By jy 


long liſt of ſwift mortality, 
C From Adam downward to this evening knell, 
* Which — waves in fancy's ſtartled 


And Mock. her with FINE VE" centuries, 2120 

« Round death's black banner throng'd, in bu- 
% man thought! 

0 By thouſands, nw, reſigning their laſt breath, 
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And urge Philander's poſthumous advice, 

From topics yet vubroach'd ?----- 

But Oh! I faint! N ſpirits fail !---Nor ſtrange? 

So long on wing, and iu no middle clime! 

To which my great Creators glory call'd: 2195 

And _— now, in vain. Set dewy 
wan 

Has ftrok'd my drooping lids, and from: 

My long arrear of agg — 25 

(Wont to return with our returning { eace} 


« And — thee wert thou lo wile to 
a 
ad 1 o'er tombs arifing ; human earth 
* E. to make room for -hun o earth ; 2125 
* The monarch's error! and the ſexton's truce / 
% By pompous us obſeq that ſhun the day, 
© The torch fu „and the noddiug ena | 
* Which makes poor man's humiliation 
„% Boaſt of our ruin ! triumph of cor dull) 2199 
| hd” robes weeps o'er royal 
..** = 
And the pale lamp that ſhews the ghaſtly dead, 
Mare ghaſtly, through the thick incinbent 
” loom ! 
By viſits (if there are) from darker ſcenes, 
T he Sliding ſpectre! and the groaning grave ! 
2135 | 
«« By groans, and grave:, and miſerie« that groan . 
* For the grave's ſhelter! By deiponding men, 
* Senſeleſs to pains of death, from  pangs of 
guilt! 


5 „Zy guiit's laſt audit! By yon men in . 


20 Ther rocking firmament, the falling ſt-rs, 2140 | | 


| » And r laſt diſcharge, _ nature's 

| * 

« By Second chaos and Eternal nig it 5 

Be wiſe Nor let Philander blame my charm; 

But own nat ill diſcharg'd my double debt, 

Tee to the living; dy to the dead. 

Tor know I'm but executor : he left 

This moral legacy; I make it o'er 

By i: command; Philander hear in me: 

— ages in both. 2 deaf to theſe, O! hear 

Florello's render voice; ker weal depends 2150 

On y reſol ve; it trembles at thy choice; 
For tres ſake---love thyſelf : examyle ſtrikes 

All kvman hearts: 2 example more : 

More ſtill a father's ; that enſures his ruin. 

As parent of bis being, wouldſt thou prove 2155 

The unnatural parent of his miſeries, 

And — curſe the being which thou | 
Ts this the b bleſſing of ſo fond a father? | 

If careleſs of Lorenzo ! ſpare, Oh fave 

Florello's father, and Philander's friend! 


2145 


1760 


Florello's father ruin'd, wine bim: 


And from Philander's friend the- v orld ea. 
A conduct, no diſnonaur to the dead. 
T.et paſſin do, whar ee motive ſhud; 
Let /ore, and emulation, ride in aid | 
To reſo : and perſnade thee to be---befF. 
This ſeerns nor a renucit to be deny d; 
Yet (ſuch the inſatuatian of mank ind !) 


2165 


| 


I Sleep winds ue up for the iuc 


% Firſt Father of 


Will pay, ere long, and bleſs me with repoſe. 2190 
Haſte, — ſweet ſtranger! from the pealant's 


| The ſhip-boy' s hammock, or the ſoldier's ſtraw, 
Whence ferrew never chac'd thee; with thee 


Not Na hw, as of late; but dravghts 


Delicious of well-taſted, cordial, weft. . 2196 
Man's rich reſtorative ; his balmy bath, 

That ſupples, Iubricares, and keeps i in py 

The various movements of this nice m:c!.: ue, 


Which afk fuch frequent periods of repair. 
When tir'd with vain Ttations of the da-, 2196 
-ceding dawn ; 
Freſh we pin, on, till Kelref⸗ elo ge our wh ela, 
Or death quite breaks the ip1i: & and motion 
ends. 
When will it end with me? | 
-=----+t THOU cnlv tnow'ſt, 2195 
* Thou, whcle broad eye the future, and the faſt, 
Ton to the prcſent ; making one of three | 
1 * Tu moral _ zut! Thou know 't, and Thou . 
alone, s 


% krown! 


* Near, though remote! and, though unſathom'd, 5 


« felt! 


E And, though an for ever ech! PE 


« And feen im all! the great and the mirute: 
1% Each globe above, with its gigantic race, | 
Each flower, each leaf, with its final 1 


| « ſwarm'd, 
m (Thoie puny vouchers of Omniporence !) 2205 
To the firft thought, that aſks, . From cuſtence p 


% (eclare_ 


| © Theircommun ſouree. Thou Fountain, _ 2 


«© Oer 


| * Tn rivers of communiented j 


„ Who gav'ſt us ſpeech . fs kumbler | 

-._ ©, qhemes ? | 
© Say, by what name ſhall I preſume to call 2216 
im I ſee burning in theſe countleſs une, 


|< As Moſes, i in the buſh ? Nvftneus Mind! = | 
| © The whole creation, leſs, far lese, to Thee, 


„% Than that to the ereution's ample round, 


ig Row ſhall I name Thee ?---How my labouring | 
| 4% foul I 
| * Heaves underneath the thought, too big for | 


1 *. 


E birth! 

Gren ſym of perfeftions ! mic. hty ea ſe 
* Of cauſes mi hte! eaſe vncans'd! ſole rot 
' Of nuture, that lu uriant growth of God! 


Tis the moſt ho? eleſs, man can make *. wan. 
Shall I uber: 34's, in argr- nt, ard warmti 2177 


effec? tat progeny 2228 
Of endlets ferirs v here the golden chain's 
Lait link admit a cri, d, ho can tell 3 


„ Þ.*hor of all that is or kend „or hears! 


-& All-krowing i==nli-unknown Ard yet wall- _ 
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| «© Beaming from Beth with beth 


Father of all that is or ſeen, or ſees ! 

* Father of all that zs, or ſkull arite! 

„ Father of this immcaturable mals 

« Of matter multifurm ; or denſe, or rare; 

„ Oyaque, or lucid, rapid, or at reſt; 

* Minute, or paſling bound: in each extreme 

« Of like amaze, and myttery, to man. 2230 

Father of the e bright millions of the night / 

„ Ot which the — full Codbead had pro- 
rr | | 

« Ard thræv n the gazer on his knee.--Or, ſay, 

« Is appellation higher itill, Thy choice? 

% Father of mwviter's temporary lord! 2235 

* Father of {| rrics? nebler offspring ! ſparks 

Or high paternal glory ; rich endow d 


2225 


„% With various reatures, and with various modes | 


Of wnjtind, reaſer, intuition; beams 


** More pale, vr bright from diy divine, to break | 


3 Xs 


: 


| 


. u 3 
« And (ſtrange to tell!) er | 
* By condeſcenſion, as Thy glory great, | 
« Enſhiin'd in man! of human hearts, if pure, 
Divine inhabicant ! the tie divine | 


„Ol heaven with diſtant earth: by whom I truſt. 


| 


2285 
(If not inlpir'd) uncenfur'd this addreſs 
| 66 TOY to Them To whom !---Myfterious 
.. © Power! 


© Reveal'---yet unreveal'd! darkneſs in light; 
Number in unity ! our Joy ! our Dread! 
The Triple R. lt that lays all wrong in ruin! 2296 
That animates all right, the Triple Sun! 
Sun of the {oul ! her nevei- ſetting Sun! 
Triune, Unutterable, Unconceiv'd, 
Abſconding, yet Demunſtrable, Great God! 
| Greater than Greateſt ! Better than the Beſt! 


* The darker matter egi (the ware Wo Kinder than kindeſt! with loft pi eye, | 
„ Ct all created ipirit) ; beams, that rile J“ Or (ſtronger ſtill to ſpeak it) with Taine Ocuãs, 
% Each over other in ſaperior light, I“ Frum Thy bright home, from that high Fir- 
Jill the laſt ripens its luſtre ftrong, ff © mament, 5 1 
er next approach to Godhead. Father fond 2245, Where Thou, from all eternity, haſt dwelt; 
* (Far hunde: than e'er bore that name on earth) ]“ Beyond archangels? unaſſiſted ken; 2308 


« Ot rrrolectival bein?! beings bleſt 


Wü powers to pl:ve I hee; nut of paſhve ply. 


« To lau the ko not; beings ludy'd in ſeats 
% Of wei;-.lapted joys, in different dernes 2250 
Of this i erial palace for thy ſons; 85 
„ Of cl. i p1 - !, populons, weil-pulicy'd, | 
«© Thaigh 5, zulle s habitation, plann'd by Thee: 
M ole icy: clans their teveral climates ſuit ; 
« And+tranipoſition, ::ubticſs, would deſtroy. 
3 : : . | 2255 
Or, Oh! indulge, immortal K ing, in dulg 
A title leis auguſt indeed, but more 
* Endearivg ; ah! how ſweet in human ears, 
Su ext in our cars, and triumph in our hearts! 


„ Fatier of immertality to wan ! — 10 

* A theme that & lately let my foul on fire-== 

„ And Thou the Next! yet equal! Thou, by 

FR: « whom „ | | 

» That bleſſing was convey'd; far mote! was 

e Grate 0 Bo 
* Ireff.ble the price! by whom all worlds _ 

«6 


Were made; and one, 
ö | 60 Light = 
From Light illuſtri-us! 
| «© power, De OE ns 
Finite in ine, but infinite in ſpace, 

On more than adamantine baſis fix dl, 


redeem' ! illuſtrious 


Thou, whoſe regal 


« 


2270 


Inviolably reigns : the Dread of gods ! 
h whole 


And Oh! the Friend of man! beneat 


„ | 
And b 


y the mandate of wpole awſul ned, 
All regions, revolution, fortunes, fate. 25 
; . 


Of high, of low, of mind, and n. ter, 20 


AW | 2273 
Or ſhoreleſs c cean of eternity, 

Calm, or tempeitu cue {a> ty Spin reaches); 
< In ablalute lub ection And, O Thou 

* The glorious Third d'ſtinct, not ſepatate! 


* Nights the Sixth ard Serert“ 


I 


. 


O'er more, far more, than diadems and thrones, | 


1 


140 


_ + Through the ſtert clannels oi e167 ng , 


Through this 


From far above what mortals higheſt cal; 
* F:om elevation's pinnacle; look down, _ 
** Through--- What ? cunfounding interval ! theo- 
| « al} | 
And more than labouring fancy can conceive ; 
© Through radiant ranks of eſſences unknown ; 


E C 
Through hierarchies from hierarchies detach'd 
© Round vartivus banners of Omnipotence, 

duties fir d; 


Wich endlem change of raptu rous 


| © Through wondrous beings” interpoſing (warms, 
*All cluſtering at the call, To dwell in Thee; 


| | 98 2310 
wide waſte of worlds! this iſle 
| « yait, | Is 0 8 
All ſanded e er with ſuns; ſuns tuinꝰd to ng/t = 
© Before y feebleſt beam look down---down _ 
D don, 5 „„ 
© On a poor breathing particle in duſt, . 
© Or, lower, an immartu in his crimes. 2315 
a His crimes forgive! forgive his virtues, too! 
«© Thnte ſmaller faults, halſ- converts to the right. 
„Nr let me cloſe theſe eyes, which never more 
«© May ſee the ſun (though night's deicendirg ſcale 
% Now weighs up morn), unpity'd, and unbleſt! 
In Ty diſpleaſure dwells eternal pain; 
Pain, our averhon ; pain, which ſtrikes me now; 
And, ſince all pain is terrible to man, | 
Though tranſient, terrible; at Thy good hour, 
Gently, ah gently, lay me inmy bed, 232S 
My c/ay-coid bed ! by nature, now, fo near; 
By nature, near; ftill rearer by diſeale— 
Till then, be Ae, an erablem of my grave: 
Let it out- preacli the preacher ; every night 
Let it out-cry the boy at Philip's ear; 2339 
That tongue of deatli· that herald of the tomb ! 
„% And when (the ::!rer of thy wing implor'd) 
„M ſerſer, iooth d, in ll fink in ſoſt rere 


| 


„% Gn hi truth till deeper in my foul 


*« Suggeſted by pay pillow, tgn'd by fate, 2 74S 


- 


1 of heaven ; Eternity, thy rige: 
And leave 4 
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of min--- y Their feather, aral theic Toth, for endle% toits + 


« Firſt, in fate's volume, at the 


% n sg / 4% fenl, though turn A and tzfs'd fer They part with all for that <w/ic/t 85 net bread ; 
ever | | 


* From fide to fide, can reſt an neuglit bat Thee: 

4” — fo pou s has, full ay; 
n Thee, the promis'd, ture, eternal down 2340 
« Of ſpirits, toil'd in travel through this vale. 
Nor of that pillow ſhall my ſoul deipond; 

« For---Lovea.mighty ! Love almighty ! (fing, 

* Exult creation!) Love almighty, i eiyns ! 

«© That death of garn ! that cordial of deſpair! 


| 2345 ; 
And loud eternity's triumphant ſong! | 
* Of whom, no more:---For, O thou Patron- 
% Thou Gad and Mera! thence mere God to 
* Man's theme eternal : man's eternal theme: 
„Thou canſt not ſcape wninjur'd from our 


They mortity, they.tiarve, on wealth, ſane, power; 


And laugh to 1cvrn the / that aim at mic. 
o mult a ſpirit, late e.cap'd from earth; 2395 


 Suppoic Philander's, Lucit's, „ Naxeifſi's, 


} The trat ef ting new-biating in its eve, 
| Look back, atts:.ih'd, on tbe ways of men, 


Whole lives, whole Ariſt is to forget their graves ! 


Aud u hen our freſent privilege is paſt, 2405 


To {ſcourge us with due lenſe of its ab, 

The ſame aftoniſhraent will ſei ⁊e us all. 

What her muil pain us, would preſerve us 2. 
Lorenzo! 'tis not yet too late; Lorenzo! 
Seize wiſdom, ere tis torment to be wile; 2425 
That is, ſeize m, ere ſhe .cizes ee. = 


For what, my imall philoteber ! is Je? 


"Tis nothing but full knowledge of te truth, 
When truth, reſiſted long, is ftworn our toe: 


4 Who, diſemboſom'd from the Father, buws 

* The heavea of heavens, to kits the diſtant | 
** Breathes ont in agonies a ſinleſs foul! _ 

« Againſt the Croſs, Death's iron ſceptre breaks! 
| 2355 | 


„ « eraſe. 2350 
Uni ur d from our praiſe can He eſcape, 
| 


Thus, darkneſs aiding intellectual light, | 
Aud ſacred j/c:ce whiipering truths divine, 
And truths uiine converting pain to peace. 

My eng the midnight raven has outwing' cd, 


Beyond the flamin: limits of the world, 
Her gloomy flight. Eat avails the flight 


1 Frem farnifh'd ruin plucks her human prey! 
* 'Throws wide the gates celeſtial to his 2 | 
Their gratitude, for ſuch a b undleſs debt, 
Deputes their ſuffering br2thers to receive! 
And, if deep 
* As deeper guilt prohibits our deſpair! 
* Injoins it, as our du, to rejoice! / 
And (to eloſe all) cmnipotently kind, 
un" * Takes his delights among the ſens of men,” 
What words are theſe-- And did they come 
7 from heaven? 


human guilt in payment fails; 2360 


Of Faucy, when our hearts tu nain below? 
Viriue abounds in ilatterers and foes , | 


"Tis pride to praiſe her; penance to periorm. 2420 
To more than worde, to more than worth of 


Lorenzo ! ri:e, at this aufpicious hour; 


An hour, when heaven's moſt intimate with man 7 


 } When, like a falling far, the ray divine 


| Slides litt into the buium ot the ju? ; 
And juli are all, determined tu reciaim , 


Wich fets that title high within thy reach. 5 


And were they ſpoke to man? to guilty man? 
What are all 3 to love like this? 
The ſongs of angels, all the melodies 
Of chural gods, are wafted inthe found ; 5 
Heal and exhilerate the broken heat; 2370 
Though plung d, bef're, in horrors dark as rg: 
Nich prelibationof cenſammate joy! 
Nor wait we diſlolution to be bleit. = 
This final eftort of the moral Muſe, 


How juftly * zi7/ed? nor for me alone: 2375 A 


For all that read: what ſpirit of ſupport, 

What heights of Conſolation, crown my ſong! 
Then, farewel Night! of darknef, now, no 
8 more : | 5 

oy breaks; ſhines; triumphs; tis eternal day. 


FT Awake, then: thy Philander calls: awake! | 
Thou, who ſhalt wake, when the creation fleens 
When, like a taper, all thele ſuns expire; 2489 


When Time, like him vi Gaza in bis wrath, 
Plucking the pillurs that ſupport the world, 

In Nature's ample ruins lies iatomd'd ; | 
And Midnight, Unizerſa/ Midnight |, reigns. 


1— ExD oF THE NIGET-THOUGHTS. 


| RESIGNATION 


Of a ſew evils, paid with endlets joys? | 
My foul ! hencetortb, in ſweeteſt union join 
The two ſupports of human happineſs, 
Which ſome, erroneous, think can never meet; 
True taſte of life, and conſtant thought of deat: ! 
| | * 2395 
gw theught of death, ſole victor of its dread! * 
ofe, be thy jey; and freb:ty thy till; N 
Thy utrem He, whole diader has dropp'd 


the racer of the ed their own, 


- E. that which riſes out of ang complain 2380 | 


. * 1 feel ſhall be ſutirfied oven ar it were with nan. 
| © row and fatneſs ? ane my mouth p raiſeth thee 
Ps hiti. 62 


PART I. 


PHE days how few, how mon the years == 
| 


| Of man's too rapid race, 
Each leaving, as ie ſwiftly flizsy 


* The Corfuarin, | 


F A ſhorter in ite plate; 


= = > mar 0 


And c#'ls rap to do her 112ht. 2410 : | 
l | 


And ſhut, ambitious of unbownded ſcenes, 2415 
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They who the Inneeft leaſe enjoy, 
Have told us with a ſigh, | 

That to be born ſerms little more, 
Than to begin to die. 


Numbers there are who feel this truth 
With fears alarm'd; and yet, 

In life's delu ſions lull'd aſleep, 

This weighty truth forget: 


And am not I to thee akin? 
Age ſlumbers o'er the quill ; ; 

Its hond ur blots; whate'er it writes; 
And am I writing 11 ? 


| Conſcious of nature iu decline, 
Ard languor in my thought: ; 
To loften cenſure, and abate 
Its rizour on my faults ; - 


Permit me, Madam: ere to You 
I be promis'd verſe I par, 
To chuch on felt infirmity, 
Sad ſiſter of decay. 


One werld deceas'd, another born, 

Like Noah they AY 

Oer u hoſe u bite hairs, md furrow'd brows,” 
Too many ſuns have roll'd; 


Happy the patriarch ! he rejuic'd 

His ſecond world to tee : yy 

My ſecond world, though gay the ſcene. 
Can boaſt no charms for me. 


To me this brilliant age appears | 
With deflation {pread:; 

Near all with whom I liv'd, and it'd, 
Whilſt life wa life, are dead ; 


And with them dy d my joys: the grave. 


Hias broken nature's la- vs; 
And elos'd, axainſt this ſeeble frame, 


"= partial cruel j jaws; 

| Cruel to ſpare! condemn'd to life! 
A lou rs my faght;.. 
My weak be my will, 

And trembles as | Write. 
What ſhall I write? Thalia, tell; 

| wa long-abanden'd Muſe ! | 
What field of fancy ſhalt I range? 
What ſubject ſhall I chuſe? 


| Ackoice'of moment high inſpire, 
And reſcue me from ſhame, 


For doating on thy charms to late, 
By pra, er my theme, 


Which dazzle; 0- amaze, 


, ond renown'd' oies of whe, 5 
—_ charms; — 's blaze, 


Are themes, which, i in a world of woe, 
Can beſt __ our pain ; . 

And, inan age udy 8 | 
' Gay folly's — 

Amidſt the ſtorms of life erden 

A calm unſhaken mind; 

þ And with unfading laurels crown #55 

The brow of the re ſigu . | 
| Vor. VI * 


— a > 


62 ; This the firſt leſſon which we wants 


But though full noble is my theme, 


Tue taſk I dread; dare 1 to iwie 


Thou 


How proud 


377 


O Refgration ! yet unſung, | 
Vacouch d by former ſtrains:: 

zh claimin; every Muſe's tinile, 
And every Poet's pains, 

Beneath life's evening, ſolemn ſhade, 
I dedicate my page 

To thee, thou Ed guard of youth ! 

Thou (ule ſupport of age: 


All other duties creſcents are 


—_ 2 faintly bright, 
orious conſummatian, 
12 fills her orb with light: 


a! ? 


Ho rarely fill'd ! The love divine 


In evils to diſcern, 


* 


The lateſt, which we learn; 


A melancholy truth! for know, 


Could aur proud hearts refign, | 
The diftance greatly would decreaſe 
*Twixt human and divine. 


Full urgent is my call. 2 


To ſoften ſorrow, and forbid 


The burſting tear to fall ; 


And put to ſea? a dangerous fea ? 


Of humble proſe the ſhore, „ 


What throngs have funk before ! 


the poet's billow ſwells! 
The God the Cod: his boaſt: 


A boaſt how vain ! W hat wrecks abound ! 


Dead bards ſtench every coaſt. | 


| | What then am T? Shall I preſume, 


.On ſuch a moulten wing, 


1 Above the general wreck to riſe, 


And in my winter, ſing; | 
When nightingales, when ſweeteft bards | 
Confine their charming ſong, : 
To ſummer's animating heats, 
Content to warble young? 


Yer write I muſt; a * Lads ſues; | 
How ſhameful her 

My brain in labour IA rherme ! 
Her's teeming with the beſt! = 


But you a ſtranger will excuſe, 


Nor ſeorn his feeble train ; 


| Toyoua ſtranger, but through fate, 


No ſtranger to your pain. 


The ghoſt of grief deceas'd aſcende, 


| Beyond the themes, which moſt admire, | His forrows are recall'd to life 


His old wound bleeds anew ; 
Zy thole he ſees in you; 


| | Too well he knows the twiſting luer: 


Of ardent hearts combin'd 


1 Wen rent aſunder, how they bleed, 


How hard to be reſign'd: 


ö | | Thoſe tears you pour, his eyes bave ſhed -\ 


The you feel, he felt; 
Thus we 4 loud as virtue, "bids 
[Tic heart as yours to melt. 
* T1 2 ar —— 4 
3 C * 
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Dot what en heore, ef head, ſuggeſt ? 
What fad experience ſay ? 
Through truths auſtere, to peace we work 


Our rugged, gloomy way: 


What are we? Whence ? For what? and Whi- | 


ther ? 
Who know not, needs muſt mourn ; 


But Thought, - > 


Can tears to triumph turn. 
| D 


When, ſent by fate, we meet our foes, 
In fore affliftion's field; 


It plucks the tful mafic from ills, 
Forbids pale fear to hide, 2 
Beneath that dark diſguiſe, a friend, 
Which turns affeftion's tide. 


Affection frail — A 


From reaſon's channel 


DD And whilſt it blindly points at — 


| Our peace to pain. betrays. 


Thought winds its fond, erroneous es 
From daily-dying flowers, | 
To nouriſh rich 1 WY 

In amaranathine bowers ; 

| Whenece throngs, in extaſy, look down 
On what once ſhock d their ſight: 
And thank ', 


by full — — 
Life's idle All is vain; 


Did not its.courſe offend, 


.._ But murmur ceaſe ; life, then, would ſeem. : 


Still vainer, from its end. 


| How wretched ! who, through eruel fre, 
_ Have nothing to lament ! 
_ wm ih che por alu — 2 


Had not the Greek his world Alec, 
His wiſh had been moſt wile; | 
To be content with but one _ 


| Of, earth's revenue kl you ſtate 


A full account, and fair ? 
Ve hope; — — gene 


Since vein in hte, Mito. Sg 

TE Embrace Ihe lot affign'd ; 

Heaven wounds to heul: 1 
_ » Its ſtroke ſevere, moſt kind. 
But in laps'd nature, noted deep, 

| — — atutg mus Ang 

And on fools errands, in the dark, 

Send: ent eur hopes and icars; 


Say not, you 
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| Vain, in is conte, He- 3 1 


| For mark the 


ok 


« Pain is the 
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Bids us for ever pains deplore; , 


Our pleaſures ize; , 
Theſe oft perſuade us to be weak; 
Thoſe urge us to be wiſe. 


Yet whilft it chides, 1 


If folly is withſtood ; 


And ſays, time pays an eal! — 
For our eternal good, 4 85 


| In emth's dark cot, Din 


And in deluon great, 
an economiſt is man 


To ſpend his whole eftate, 9 5 1 1 


And beggar an eternity! 
For which as he was born, 


More worlds than Set va 


As feathers he 


r loſs in leads 

Religion” s feeble ane 

1 amply reimburſe 
— of this liſe. 


But not deferr'd your joy ſo 
It bears an early date; = 


Afflictianꝰs ready pay in 2 
Befriends our preſent ſtate 


What are the tears, which trickle down 
r 
e IIquid Pear e yon, gs 
They purchaſe laſting pexce. . 


41 Grief ſokens heart, und eb. the will - 


2 boy 
| Andk inte, keen defire 
— From . : 


| right, 

——_. 3 
Clear ſhould we ſee, the will divine 

Has but foreſtall'd our own ; | 


| Ar variance with our future with, 


Self-ſever'd we complain; 
If G, the wounderl, not the wound, 
Muſt anſwer for the pain : i 


| The day thalt come, and fiſt of wing, 


Though you may think it flow, 
When, in the liſt of fortune's ſmiles, 
You Il enter frowns of woe. 


path of Providence ; 
This courie it has purſued | 
rent, woe the womb, 
| «© Of ſound, important good: 


Our hanow ans lll a0 hs wards 


By ſtrong and endleſs ties: 


. And every torrow cuts a ſtring. | pF 


And urges us to riſe : 


will ſound S reſt rd 


I'm ſtudious of your peace 
Though I ſhould dare to give 70u joe 
Ver, jop of his deceale; 


ww wy VA wn 
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queſtion thi. 
Anne falcon {ove 11 bleſs, ) 


Beyond the brighteſt bearns of life, 
Dark days of your diſtre(s. 


Hear then without ſurprize a truth, 
A daughter-truth to this, 

Swift turns of fortune often tie 
A bleeding heart to bliſe: 


So? 
| facred motto read 
A glorious truth ! divinely fung 
By one, whoſe heart had bled ; 


To ſwift he flew, 
I 8 found, 
A friend, which bleſt him with a ſmile 
When gaſping with his wound. 


On earth nought precious is obtain'd 
But what is paioful too ; | 
Zy travel, and to travel born, 
Our ſabbaths are but few : 


| To real joy we work our way, 
Encountering many a ſhock, 
Ere found what truly charms ; as found | 
A Venus in the block. .. 


3 | In ſome diſaſter, ſome ſevere 


Appointment | for our fins, 


I Buthucha friend! AS co men? 


Th her bleſſi call'd), 
N 


By ſtings of life unvext ; 
Firſt roſe fame quarrel with this world, 


Then paſſion'for the net. oy _ 


You ee, then, 


r 
553 
Pang, by which only can be born. 
| 3 . 
: Or through time's wr tare ; 
Aud fay, what js a man unſtruck? 

It is a man undone. ; 


E am 1 deeply flung -- | 
My bold pretence is try'd ; 


When vain man boaſts, Heaven puts to nas . 


The vauntings of his pride; 


| Now need I, Madam! your ſupport.-—- | 
How exquiſitethe ſmart; | 
How critically tim d the * news 
Wich ſtrikes me to the heart! 


| The yangs of which I ſpoke, I feel: 
If worth like thine, is born, 
O long-belov'd! I bleſs the blow, 
And triumph, whilſt I muurn. 


'%* Whilf the * was writing This, he re- 
__ ered the news of Mr. Samut / icichar'ſor's deut, | 
| who was then ate tle jormer *. f tee | 


Prem, 
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Nor mourn I long ; by grief ſubdued 


By reaſon's empire ſhown ; 
Deep anguiſh comes by Heaven's decree, 
Coatin.:es by our own ; 
And when continued point, 
Indulg'd in length Dun! | 
Crief is Uiigrace, and, what was fate, 
Corrupts into acrime: 
And ſhall I, criminally — 
Myſelt and ſubject wrong ? 
No; my example ſhall ſupport 


The tubje&t of my ſong. | % 


Madam! I grant your lols i is great; 
Nor litile is your gain 
Let that be weigh'd ; vheo weigh'd aright, 


It richly pays your pain; 


| ö When Heaven would kindly ſer us free, 


And earth's enchantment end; 
I takes the moſt eſſectual mau, 

And robe us of a Friend. ; 
_ 'Tisprudem; but ſevere: 


Heaven aid my weaknels, and | drop, | 
All torrow---witk this tear. | 


Perhaps your ſented grief to ford, 

2 e. 
t your 

Had he been ſtill 1 


1 . 
| No martyr &'er defy'd the 1 | — 3 


Ia my diftrefs of thought, 
Ting' d with his beams . * — 
And beautify d a fault 


To touch our.paſſions' ere ſprings 


* his peculiar Care ; 


Aad deep bs happy 2B. divd 


Nene, which favour: to the for, 
| All arr beyond, i ts, . 

To him preſented at his birth, 

| The key of human hearts. 


But not to me by him h's 
His gentle, ſmooth addrefs, 

| His tender band to touch the wound | 
In throbbing of diſtreſs ; 


| Howe'er, proceed I muſt, uableſs'd 

Wich Eſculapian art: 

Know, love ſometimes, miſtaken love? 
Plays diſatſection's part: | 


1 Nor lands, nor ſeas, nor ſuns, vor ſtars * 


Can ſoul from foul divide 


I "_ correſpoad from dittant worlds, 


Though tranſports are deny-d: - 
Are vou not, then, unł indly kind? | 
Is not your love ſevere ? 
O! ſtop that eryttal ſource of wae ; 
Nor wound him with a tear. 
As thoſe abuve from huran bliſs 
Fece:ve encrea'e uf oy; 
Dla net a ſtrobh e irom Hhurnan woe, 
In part their Feuee lng? 2 
zcCa. 


— — — — 


— 
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Te lives in thoſe he leſt: to what? 
Y.ur, no”, paternal care, 


Clear from i:s cloud your —o_— ere, 


It will di cern hirn there; 


In fearures, not of ſorm alone, 
Bu: thoſe, I truſt, of mind; 
Auſpielors to the public weal, 
And to their fate reſign d. kh 
Think on the tempeſts he ſuſtain'd ;_ 
_ _ Revolve his battles won; 
And let thote prophecy your joy 
From ſuch a father's {cn : 


Is conſclztion what you ſeek ? 
Fan, then, his martial fire: 
And animate to flame the paths 

Bequeath'd him by his hre: 


As nathing great is born in hafte, 

Wile nature's time allow ; 
His father's laurels may deſcend, 
In, flouriſh on his brow. | 
r. Madam ! be ſurpris'd to hear 

| 8 laurels may be due 

Not more to herces of the field, 

TCrroud boaſters!) than to you; 


Tender as is the ſemale frarne, 
Like that brave man you moutn, 
Jau are a loldier, an: to fight 
Superior battles born ; 


Beneath a banner nobler far 

I ̃ ban ever was unfurl'd ; 
Infield: of block ; a banner bright! 
High wav'd oer all the world. | 


Tt, likea ftrexning metcor, caſts 
An um verſal light, 

Sheds day, theds more, eternal "OY 
On nations whelm'd in night. 


Beneath that banner, what exploit 
Can mount our glory higher, 
Than to faſtain the dreadful blow, 

__ Whea thoſe we love expire? 


Go forth a moral Amazon; 
Arm'd with undauuted thought; 


The battle won, though coſting de- ar; 1 


You l think it cheaply bouglt; 5 


The paſſive hero, who firs down 
Dunactive. and can ſmile | 
: Beneath affliction's gelling load, 
at- acts a Cæſar's toil; * 

The bihlows ſtain'd by baskard ſee 
Inferior praiie afford; 
: Reason $ 2 bloodleſs conqueror, 
More glorious than the ſword, 


| m the thunders of huzzas 
From ſhouting nations, cauſe 
Such lweet delight, as from your kcart 
Soft whiſpers of applauſe . 


| Thedeir deceas'd ſo fam'd in arms, 


With what delight be ll view 
lis triumphs on the main ontdone, 


Thus conquer'd, * by you, 


Share his deli ht; take b eed to ſhun 
Of boſums moſt dileas'd 

That odd diftemper, an abſur'd 
Reluctance to be pleas d: 

Some ſeem in love with ſorrow's charms, 
And that fon] fiend embrace : 


This temper let me juſtiy brand, 
And ſtamp it with diſgrace: 


Sorrow! of horrid parentage ! 
I bou ſecond-Daru of hell! 
Againſt heaven's erdlels mercies pour'd 
How dar'ſt thou to rebel? 


From black ard noxicus vapaurs bien 
And nurs'd by want of thouzhe, 
And to the door of frenzy's ielt 
By perſeverance brovght, 


Thy moſt ingl:rious, coward tcars 
From brutal eyes have ran; 

Smiles, incommunicable {91 iles; ; 
Are radiant rnarks of man; 


They caſt a ſudden glory round : 


8 18 The ilinmin*d human face ; 


And lia ht in for: of horicfh ioy 
Seme beams of Moſes? face; 


| Is Reſignation's leſſan hard? 

Examire, ve hall find 

That duty gives up little more 
Than anguiſh of the ind; 


f Refign; ard all the load of life 


"hat moment you remove, 
Its heavy tax, ten thouſand cares 
Devolve un one above; 


4 Who bids ns Jay gur burthen down . 


"" On lis aimi.hry hand, 


1 our dur- to relief, 
To bleſſing a « -ommand.- 


For joy what canſe? how every ene 
Is court: frem above 

The year around, with preſents rich, 

The growth of endlels love? 


Bat moſt o'erlook the bleſſings pour * 
| Forget the wenders done, | 


And terminate, vrapp'd up in ſenſe, 


Their proſpect ac the fun ; 


© From that, their final point of view, 
3 From that their radiant paal, 


On travel infinite cf thought, 


|} Sets dut the nobler ſoul, 


Broke looſe from ti nes :enacious ties, | 
And earch's involving givom, | 

I 0o range at laſt it: vaſt domain, 

And talk with worlds to come: 


: 5 They let u ark 'd, aud unemploy 4. 


Life's idie mornents run; 


| And, doing nothing tor themlelves, 


| Imagine nothing done, 


Fatal miftake ! their fate goes on. 
Their dread account —— 
And their not-doing is ſet down 


| Amongſt their darkeſt decd: ; 


„ 
»” 
7 


One point (oblerv'd, 


What Revelation then ? «it, 
Of tha inventory juſt 1 
Of that poor in'eQss o late - 
| 2 of night and duſt. „„ 


What various motive: to ref oice! 


| Would we in heaven new heaven create 
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Though man fits fill, and takes his eaſe ; 


Cud is at work on man; 


| No nens, tw moment unemploy'd, 


T bl:% tim, ii he can. 


Pot man conients not, boldly bent 


To faſhion his own fate; 


Mar a mere bungler in the trade, 


Repent his crime too late; 


Hence loud laments : let me thy cauſe, 


Indulgent Father! plead ; 
Ot all che wretches we d-plore, 
Not one by thee was made. 


V hat is thy whole creatien fair ? 
Of love divine the child; 

I. uve brought it forth ; and from it: dork, 
Has oer it fondly imil'd : 


Now. and through periods diſtant far,. 
Long ere the world began, y 


Heaven is, ard has in travel been, 


Its birth the good of man; 


Man holds in conſtant ſervice bound 


The bluftering winds and ſea, 


Nor ſuns diſdain to travel hard 


Their maſter, man, to pleaſe: 


To final good the worſt events 


Through ſecret channels run ; 


: Foniſh for man their deftin'd courſe, 


As *twas for man begun. 


haps, by — 


Has often ſm te, ſmites 


8 My mind, as — ſcrong; 


That heaven in man delights : 


Wy What? non to man of things unſeen, 


Of future worlds, or fates ? | 
So much, nor more, than what to man's $ 
Sublime affairs relates; 


Call” 


To render joy £ncere, | 
ar this no weight? our joy is felt 
Beyond this narrow ſphere ; | 


And double its delight? 


4 A ſmiling world, when heaven looks down, 


How pleaſing in its fight! | 


| Argels ſoop forward from their thrones | 


6 hear its joyful lays ; 


As incenle ſweet en oy, and Join, | 


Its aromatic praile ; 


Have we no cauſe to fear the froke | : 


Or beaven', avenging rod? 


When we preſurne to counteiact 


A ſympathetic God? 


If we reſign, our patience makes, 


His 10d 


an aiinicl wand ; 


F not, it darts a ſerpent 8 Ring, 
Like that in Moſes baud | 


EO 
* 


— — 


| 


L ſmile ; 


To baniſh forrow, and be bleſt, 


_ Victorious joy 


As tears the fight, grief dims the foul ; 
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Like that, it ſwallows up whate*er 
Earth's vain icians bri 
Whoſe baMed arts would "below 
| Of joys a rival ſpring. 


4 


Couſummate love! the liſt how 
Of bleſſings from thy hand! 


Is thy ſupreme command. 


| Are ſuch commands but ill obey'd ? 


Of bliſs, ſhall we complain? 
The man, who dares to be a wreteb, 


Deſerves ſtill greater pain, 


; Joy is our duty, glory, health ; \ 


The ſunſhine of the ſou] ; 


| Our beſt encomium on the Power 


Who ſweetly plans the whole: 


| Joy is our Eden fill pofſeb'd: 


Be gone, ig noble grief! 
Tis j joy makes gods, and men exalte, 
ir nature, our relief; 


| Relief, for man to that muſt ſtoop, 


And his due diſtance know ; 
Tranſport's the language of the __ 
Content the ſtyle below. 


Content is joy, and joy in pain 


Is } 307 and virtue too; 


Thus, whilſt goed preſent we poſſeſs | 


More precious we purſue: 


Jof joy the more we have in hand, 


The more have we to come; 


Joy, like our money, inteceſt bears, 


Which daily ſwells the fum. 


to ſtem the * 
«© Of nature in our veins; 

« Is it not hard to weep in joy? 
" Wires gs?" 


And ſtruggles through a ſtorm ; 
Proclaims the mind as great, as goo 
And bids it doubly charm: 


I 5 If doubly charming in our "x 3 


A ex, by nature, bold; 


* What then in yours ? tis diamond there, 


Triamphant o'er our gold. 


And ſhould not this complaint repreſs 2 | 


And check the rifing figh? 


. Vet farther opiate to your pain | 


la our to ſupply. 


| Since ſpirits greatly damp'd diden ; 


Ideas of delight, 


1 Look through the medium of a friead, 


Le ſet your notions right: 


to object dark a pears; 
True friendſhip, hike a riſing ſun, 
The ſoul's borizon clears. 


A friend 's an optick to the mind 
With ſorrow clouded oer: 
And gives it ſtren;th of "ow to ſe 
* umeen betorc. 


391 


! which breaks the clouds, ; 


| And in proud fortune's frown 4 
By Refignation ; all in that 

A wing w heaven, und; while n each, 
Guile add of Son. fr wt 


' When hopes of heaven lie {a 


Tho vexce, which R 
5 *Tis diſbeliev'd by murmuring end. 


Reaſon is ſomewhat x in man; 
Extiemel; —_— fair, | 

When ſhe, to | her manly ireygth, i 

Aſſumes a air; | 


A * Friend you have, and I the ſame, 
Whoſe prudent, ſuſt addrels 


Will ring to life thoſe healing thoughts 


Which dy'd in your diftreſs; 


That friend, the ſpirit of my theme 


Extracting for your eaſe, 


Will leave to me the dreg, in thoughts 


Too common; fuch as theſe; 


Let thoſe lament, to whom full bowls 
Of ſparkling joys are given; 

That — bane inebriates life, 
Imbitters death, and hazards heaven: 


i Woe to the foul m perſett eaſe! 


_ *Tis brewing perſect pain 
Lull'd reaſcn fleeps, the pulſe is king : 
body reigns: 


Have you + ve'er pity'd joy" gay ſeenes, 


And deem'd their glory dark? 
Alas! poor Envy! ſhe's ſtone-blind, 
And quite miſtakes her mark : 


| Her mark lies hid inforrow's ſhades, | 


But ſorzew well ſubdued ; 
By meek, unborrow'd good. 


A double friend may find, 
be pillow of mankind 
1 5 
erer erg O'S 
They muſt conc'ude it lem: 


'The lofs, or gain, of t alone 


| Tharfate controls, and can invert 


Have we to hope, or fear ; 
The ſeaſuns of the year : 


..._ O! the dark days, the vear around, 


— 


Of an impatient mind? 3 
| | Through cl »ud-, and Rs, ſumener breaks | 


To ſhine on the refign'd: 


| While man by that of every grace, | 


And virtue, is pofleſs'd ; 


| Foul vice her pandzemonium, builds | ws 


In the rebelliuus breaſt ; 


By Reſignation we defeat 

The warſt that can annoy ; | 

And ſuffer, with far mure repoſe, 
Than worldling Can enjoy. 


* A. Mastegre. 


| The dark prediction 


- And face of 
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From ſmall experience this I ſpeak, | 
O! grant to thole lose 

Experience fuller far, ye powers 

ho form vur fates abuve! 

My love where due, if not to thoſe 
Who, leaving grandeur, came 


To ſhine on age r 


And lighc me to my theme 
A theme themſelves ! A theme, how ware! 
The channs, which they diſplay, 
To triumph over captive heads, 
Are ſet in bright array: 


With his own arms proud man > atone, 
His boaſted laurels die: 


Learning and _ wiler % 
To fonale b forms fly. _ 


This. revolution, fix'd by fate, 


In fable was foretold ; 
puzzled wits, 
Nor could the learn'd unfold : 


| Bus as thoſe & ladies works I read, 


They darted ſuch a tay, 


The latent ſenſe burſt out at orce, 


And ſhone in open day: 


So burſt, full ripe, diſtended fruits, 
R983 ſtrikes the ſun ; * | 
om the purple unpreis | 
Spontaneous nectars ru 


run, (tis aid) when Jove grew dull, : 


FP + — - x 1 + AE 
d ina 
. 5 
Her helmet took; that is, ſhot rays 
Of formidable wit; 


= And launce,—or, genius moſt acute, 


Wiich lines immoral writ ; 


E n 


| And many a blockhead (eaſy e 
hange 


Turn'd, inſtantly, tu 


| Our authors male, as, then, did Jore, 


Now ſcratch a damag'd head, 
And call for what once quarter d there, 
But find the gaddeis fled. 


| | The fruit of knowledge, golden frvict | 


That once forbidden tree, 


| Hedg'd-in by ſuily man, is now 


To Britain's daughters free : 


In Eve (we know) of ſtuit ſo fair 
The noble thirſt began; | 


1 And they, like her, have 2 ful, 


A fail of fame in man; 
genius in our ſex, 

| O Addon » with thee 
The ſun is ſet; how I rejvice 
This Gfter lamp to lee! 


It ſheds, like Cynthia, flyer inns 


On man's noctur nal itate ; 
Hi: leflen'd light, and languid powers, 
ö __ whiltt | relate. 


aii Mortogets Ar. Cariir: 
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RESIGNATION. 


PART m. 


BYT chat in either ſex, beyend 
All parts, our glory crowns ! 
« In ruffling ſeaſons to be calm, 
« And ſmile, when fortune frowns.” 


1 ſaſer than our own; 
ages ire, | 
What the Las — fate? | 

« To have out own defare.” 


If, in your wrath, the worſt of foee 
you with extremely il; , 
== him to the thunder”s ſtroke, 
that of his own will. 


W ht numbers, ruſhing down the ner 
Of inclination ſtrong, 
Have periſh'd in their ardent with ! 
_ With ardent, ever wrong: 


Tis Reſignationꝰs full reverſe, 
Moſt wiong, as it implies 
Error moſt fital in our choice, 


By clofing with the ſkies, we make 
Ommpotence our own ; 4 
That done, how formidable ill's 
Whole army is o'erthrown? 
No longer impotent, and frail, 
Oiurielves above we rife: 


We“ ſearce believe nurielves below! = 


We treſpaſs on the ſkies! 
The Lord, the oul, and ſource of all, 
Wnilſt man en'oys his eale, - 


I- executing human will, 
In earth, and air, and ſeas ; 


Beyond us, what can Angels boaſt ? 


Archangels what require? _ 
Whate'er below, on is done, 
Is done a -e defire, 


| What glory this for man ſo mean, 


1 Whoſe life is but a ſpan? 


_ This ® eaeridian mai ew 
This, the tublime of —_ 


| Bevond the boaſt of pagan 
Niy kaered ſubject ſhines ! me 
And for a (oil the luitre takes 
Of Rome's exalted line /. 

| « All, that the ſun ſurveys, ſubdued, 
But Cato's mighty mind.” 
How grand! moſt true; yet far b 

| The foul of the Refign'd: 


To more than kingdoms, more than worlds, 


To paſſion that gives law ; 


_ It: matchleis empire could have 
| Great Cato's pride in awe; * 
That fatal pride. whoſe erue! point 
Transfix'd his noble breaft ; 
Far pobler! If his fate fuftain'd 
Mad left to Heaven the reſt ; 


Then he the palm had borne away, 
Ac iſtance ( Cziar thrown ; 

Put him off cheaply with the world, 
And made the ſkies h's own, 


What cannot Refagr+tion do?. 
„ 
That p-wercal e m, © will dene,“ 
Can, lay tix loudeſt form. day = 


Come, Reſignation ! then, from fields, 
Where, mounted on the * 

A wing of flame, bleſs'd Martyr's ſouls 
Atcended to their King: 


Wh» is it call? hee? one whoſe need 
Tranſcends the common ze: 

Who ftands in front againſt a foe 
Ta which nore equal riſe: 


In front he ſtands, the brink he reads | 
Of an eternal itate ; 
How dreadful his l | 


-_ Meet 1/3" Py 


O'erwhelm his gloomy brow ! 
His dart tremendous !---at fourſcore 
My fole alylum, thou! 
Haſte, then, O Reſignation ! haſte, 
"Tis thine to reconcile 


My fue, an me; at thy approach, 


My foe begins to imile : 
O r that ſurnmit of my wiſh, 
; 2 


Tut promiz of eternaliiife, 


A glorious imile in death: 


What ſight, Heaven's azure arch beneath, | 
Has mott of Heaven to boaſt ? "ae 


| The man refign'd; at once ſerene, 


And giving up the ghoſt. 


At death's arrival they ſhall ſmile 
Who, not in life o'er gay. 


| To meer him on his way: 


My gay Cozvals ! m—_—— 


If ineſs is dear; 


Approaching death's alarming day 


Diſcreetly let us fear ; 


The fear of death is truly wiſe, | 


Till wiſdom can rife higher; 


I And, arm'd with pious fortitude, 
Death 


dreaded once, defire : * 


1 Gland elimacteric vanities . 


The vüneſt will deſpite; 


becks. . — 


Man immature'y dies : 5 
But am not I myſelf the man? 

No need abroad to roam „ 
In queſt of faults to be chaſtis'd 2 2 
What cauſe to bluſh at home? 


— 


In life's decline, when men relapſe 


Into the ſpores of youth, 


The ſecond ebild out-foo!s the firſt, 


And tempts the laſh of truth. 


| 
| 
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Shall a mere truant from the grave 
With rival boys engage ? 
His trembling voice — do bag 
And ape the pet's rage? 
| _ 5 let me ons, 
5 fault who, y, ſhares, 
; And tell myſelf, Layer On him, 
What more becomes our years. 
And if your breaſt with prudent zeal 
For Reſignation glos, 
You will not diſapprove a juſt 
EKeſentment on its foes, 


| Ia youth, Voltaire ! our foibles lead 
For ſome indulgence due; 


When heads are white their thoughts and ais ; 


Should change their colour too. 

* you cheated by your wit ! 5 

| age is bopnd to 

By nature” J law A mind dis diſcreet, 

For j Joys it takes away; 

A mighty change is wrought by years, 

Y r! | | 

tis honor to lie hid, 

17 Praiſe to be forgot. 


The wile, as flowers, which ſpread at noon, | 


And all their charms expoſe, 
When evening dumps, and ſhades deſcend, 
L eir evolutions clole. 

What though your Muſe bas why brd. 
Is chat our erue-ſublime? 
Ours, hoary friend! is to prefer - 

E to time: 

| Why cloſe a life ſ juſtly K 

Wich ſuch bold-eraſh as * this? 

This for renown? · yes, ſuch as makes 

rity a bliſs : 

Your traſh, with mine, at open war, 

I F obſtinately bent, 

e wits below, to ſow your tares 
Of g loom and diſcontent; | 
Wu ſo much ſunſhine at command, 

Vu hy light with darkneſs mix? 
Y ſh with pain our plenſure? wn 
our Helicon with Styx? 

Your works in our divided minds 

2 ugnant paſſions rale, 
Conſound us with à double te, 
We ſhudder whilſt we praiſe; 
A curious web, as finely , 
7 r As 8 — 9 pace 
From 2 of poiſon „ 
Wich horror we — 
Mean as it is, if this is read 
With a difdainful air, 
I can't forgive ſo great a foo 
To my dear friend Voltaire: 
Carly I knew bim, early prais'd, 
And long to pralſe him late; 
His genius greatly I admire, 
Nor would deplore his late; 


* Candide. + Secord Pave. 


| 


— 
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A fate how much to be deplor'd ! 
At v ich Hur nature ſtarts ; 

Forbcar to fal on your own M ord, 
To periſh by your parts: 

% But great your name”-- To feed on fir, 
Were then immortals born? 

Nothing is great, of which more grent, 
More glorivu* 1s the (corn. | 

Can fame your entenle from the worm 


Which gnaws u in the grave, 
Or foul from that which never dies, 


Applauding Europe fave ? 


But fame you loſe ; good ſenſe alone 


Nor boaſt your 


© 
| 
i 
1 


, 
1 


Your idol, praiſe can claim ;— 
When wild wit murders happineſs, 
It puts to death our fame | | 
genius, talents bri ghts 
Ex'n dances will deipiie, | 
If in your weſtern bears is miis d 
A genius for the ſkies ; 


Your tafte too fail; what moſt excels 
True taſte muſt rel iſn moſt ! 


: And what, to rival palms above, 


Can proudeſt laurels boaſt ? 


Sound heads ſalvation's * helmet ſeek, 


Reſplendent are its rays, 
Ler that ſuffice ; it needs no plume, 
Of ſublunary praile. | 


| dive this enable couch'd Voltai ire 


To ſee that All is right,” 
* eye, by flaſh of wit ſtruck bliad, 
Reſtoring to its fight; _ | 
If fo, all 's well : who much * err. ; 
That much have been ſorgiven; 


| IT ſpeak with joy, with | 105 he'll bear, 5 


« Voitaires are, now, in heaven.“ 


Nay, ſuch * divine, 
So boundleis in degree, 

Its marvellous of love extends 
(Stoc:p moſt profound !) to me: 

12 others eruel ſtars arraign, 
Or dell on their diftre{ ; 

But let my page, for mercies 


pour'd, | 
A grateiul heart express: i 


| __ the preſent God was feen; 


Of old, in Eden fair; 
The God x preſent, by plain . 
Or providential care, 
| I behold paſſing through my liſe; 
His awful voice | hear; 
And. conſcious of my nakedneſe, 
Would hide myſeit for ſear: 
But where the trees, or where the clouds, = 
Can cover from his fight? 


Naked the center to that eve, 


To which the ſun is night. 


As yonder glittering lamps on high 
Through night illumin'd roll ; . 
May thoughts of kim, by whom they thine, 

Chaſe darkneſs from my ſoul; 


Ar. vis 17. EY Which — ridiceles. FF 
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My foul, which reads - | Cloy'd with a glut of all we wiſh, 
in my minute affairs, Our wiſh we reliſh leſs; 
As ir his ample manuſcript | | Sncceſs, a fort of ſuicide, 1 
Of ſan, and meon, and ſtars; Is ruin'd by ſucceſs: ' 
And knows him not more bent aright, | Sometimes he led me near to death, | | 
To wield that vaſt machine, | And, pointing to the grave, ; [ 
Than to correct one erting thought I Bid terror whiſper kind advice 
In my ſmall world within; | And taught the tomb to fave : j 
A world, that ſhall ſurvive the fall | To raiſe my thoughts beyond where worlds | 
Of all his wonders here, ; As ſpangles o*er us ſhine, ; | 
Survive, when {urs ten thouſand drop, I One day he gave, and hid the next : 
And leave a darken'd ſphere. My ſoul's delight reſign, - { 
Yon matter groſs, how bright it ſhines ! we to ourſelves, but through the means 9 
For time how great his care! | | Of mirrers, are unknown ; | 
Sure ſpirit and <ternity In this my fate can you deſcry ; 
| Far richer glories ſhare; — I No features of your own? / 
bes. ce | {And if you can, let that excuſe þ 
Our contemplation dwell ; I Theſe {elt-recording lines; 4 
On thoſe my thoughts how juſtly thrown, A record, madeſty forbids, . 
By what I now ſhall tell: ; | Or to ſmall bounds confines : : | 
When back ward with attentive mind Ii grief why deep ingulph'd ? You fee | 
Life's labyrinth | trace, | ; | | You ſuſſer nothing rare; 7 
| 1 find him far myſelf beyond | Uncommon grief for common fate! 1 
5 Propitious to my peace: That wiſdom eannot bear. . 4 
Through all the crooked paths 1 trod | When ſtreams flow back ward to their fource, 
My folly he purſued; | I Ant humble flames Ceſ:end, ; 
My heart aſtray to quick return IAnd mountains wing'd ſhall fly aloft, 1 
5 111 woo'd ; = : I Then human ſorrows end; L 
On my capricions will, „„ 2 When forrows domineer, 
How many reſcues did l = | I When fortitude has loſt its . | 
Beneath the maſk of il! _. [ And freezes into fer: 
How many foes in ambuſh laid | Tue pang moſt poignant of my life 
Beneath my ſoul's deſire! 78 I. Now beightens my delight; 
The deepeſt penitents are made Il ſee a fair creation riſe 
By what we moſt admire, & From chaos, and old night, 
Have I not ſometimes (real good I From what ſeem'd horror, and deſpair, | 
So little mortals know!) I The richeſt harveſt roſe; | 
Mounting the ſummit of my wiſh, | : | And gave me iu the nod divine 4 
Profoundly plung'd in woe? I An abſolute repoſe. 5 2] 
I rarely plann'd, but cauſe l found = | Of all the plunders of mankind, | 
My plan's defeat to blets: _ by More groſs, or frequent, none, i 
Olt | lamented an event; W II ban in their grief and joy — J 
It turn'd to my ſuccefſs. Etter pally are ſhown. | l 
8 By ſharpen'd appetite to give | ; | But whither points all rnis parade! | 
To good intenſe delight, It ſays, that ncar you lies | | 
Through dark and deep perplexities | 1 A book, perhaps, yet unperus'd, fl 
Hle led me to the right. | I Which you {hould greatly prize: | | 
And is not this the gloomy path, | | of ſcle-peruſal, ſcience rare! = 
Which you are treading now ? 1 Few know the mighty gain; | # 
The path moſt gloomy leads to light, ILearn'd Prelates, ſelf-unread, may ted 41 
When our p:oud paſſions bow: ?: J Their Bibles ober in vain: 
When labouring under fancy'd ill, © | Self-knowledge, which from heaven ing li 
My tpirits to ſuitatn, | (60 fages tell us) came 3 
He kindly cur'd with ſovereign II | What is it, but a daughter fair 
„ Of unimagin'd pain. Of my maternal theme? 
Pain'd ſenſe from fancy'd tyranny ; Unletter'd and untravel'd men 
Alone can jet us free; Ty An oracle might find, 
Till ſunk in miſery» 


The Delphos of the mind. | 


3D 


A thouſan4 miſeries we feel, 1 As Would they conſult their own contents, 
Vor. VIII. 
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Enter your boſon ; there you'll meet 
A revelation new, 

A revelation perſonal ; 

Which none can read but you. 


There will you clearly read reveal'd 
In your enlighten'd thought, 
By mercies manifold, through life, 
Io freſh remembrance _ 
A wighty Being! and in Him 
A complicated friend, 
A father, brother, ſpouſe; no 4. 
Of death, divorce, or end: 
Who ſuch a matchleſs friend embrace, 
And lodge him in their heart, 
Full well, from agonies exempt, 
With other friends may part: 
As when o'erloaded branches bear 
Large cluſters big with wine, 
We ſcarce re one falling leaf 
| From the t vine. | 
My ſhort advice to you may ſound | 
Obſcure or ſomewhat odd, 


| Though *tis the beſt that man can give,— 


« Ev'n be content with God.” 


Through love he gave you the deceas'd, | 


Through greater took him hence; 
This reaſon ſully could evince, 
Thougli murmur'd at by ſenſe. 


Z . This friend, far paſt the kindeſt kind, - 


ls paſt the orcateſt great; 3 
His greatneſs iet me touch in points 
Not foreign to your ſtate; | 


: His c. re, this inftant, reads your heurt; . | 


2 truth les obvious hear; 

This inſtant its moſt ſecret thoughts | 
Arc founding in his ear: 
Diſpute you this? Oh! ftand in awe, 
And ccafe your forrow; know, 


; That tears now trickling down, He au | 


Ten thouſand years ago; 
And twice ten thouſand hence, if you 


Pour temper reconcile 
To rcafon's bound, will he behold | » 
Your prudence with a „5 


2 fmile, which through eternity 
iffuſes ſo bright rays, 

The dimmaſt deifics e'en guilt, 
II guilt, at laſt, obeys: 


our guilt (for guilt it is to mourn, 
Whitey ſuch a fovereign reigns) 
, Your gullt diminiſh ; peace purſue; 
How glorious peace in pains! 
Here, then, your ſorrows ceaſe ; if not, 
Think how unhappy they, 
Who guilt increaſe by ſtreaming tears, 
Which guilt ſhould waſh away; | 


of tears that guſh profuſe reſtrain; 

| Whence burſt thoſe diſmal ſighs ? 

"They from the throbbing breaſt of one 
"OP truth ads moſt _ ritt; 


"I 


( 


| 


998 it, and exult!) 
Enjoy a lar 


| Than is indulg's to you, ed yrs, 


Of God's impartial care; 


Anxious for each, as if on cach 


His care for all was thrown ; 
For all his care as abſolute, 
As all had been but one, 


And is He then fo ncar! fo kind 


How little then, and great, 


That riddle, man! O let me gaze | 
At wonders in his fate; 


His fate, who yeſterday did crawl 
A worm from darkneſs deep, 


A turf, to-morrow ſleep; 


| How mean !— And yet, if well obey d 


His mighty Maſter's call, 
The whole creation for mean man 


| The darken'd fun, and riſing ad, 


Is doom'd a boon too ſmall : 


| Too finall the whole creation „ 


For emmets in ms duſt! : 
Account amazing! yet molt true; 
My ſong is bold, yet juſt : 


Man born for infinite, in whom 


Nor period can deſtroy 
The power, in exquiſite Extremes, 
To ſuffer, or enjoy ; | 
Give him earth's empire (if no more) 
He's beggar d, and undone! 
Imprifon'd in unbounded ſpace! 
| Benighted by the fun! 


For what the ſun's meridian's blaze 
To the moſt feeble ray 


Swells here, the vain to pleaſe ; 
The mind moſt ſober kindles mot 
At truths ſublime as theſc ; 


2 | Tuey warm een me. -I dare not lex. 


Divine ambition ſtrove 


1 Not to bleſs only, but confound, 


Nay, »ight us with its love; 


And yet fo frightful what, or r kind, 


As that the rending rock, 


So formidable ſpoke ? 


Ard are we darker than that ſun 7 ; | 

Than rocks more hard, and blin.. : 
We are ?—if not to ſuch a God 
In agonies reſign'd. | 


| Yes, e'en in agonies forbeas 


Io doubt almiglity love; 
 Whiate'er endears eternity, 
Is mercy from above; 


| What moſt cmbitters time, that mos 


Eternity endears, 


And thus, by plunging in diſtreſs 
Exalts us to the 1 ; 


And ſhall, with brother-worms, GD 


Which glimmers from the diſtant da. „ 
Ot uncreated day? 


Iris not the Poet's rapture feign' g- 
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Joy's fountain head! where bliſs o'er blifs, 
O'er wonders wonders riſe, 

And an Omni; oteace prepares 

| Its banquet for the wiſe : 


Ambroſial banquet | rich in wines 
Nefareous to the foul ! 


What trauſports ſparkle from the ſtream, 
As angels fill the bowl! 


Fountain profuſe of every bliſs ! 

G -e ill immenſe prevails; 
Man's line can't fathom its profound; 
An angel's plummet fails. 


Thy lose and might, by what they how, 


Who judge, nor dream of more; 
They ak a drop, how deep the ſea ! 
One land, how wide the ſhoce! 


Of thy exuberant good-w will, 
Oticnded Deity ! 


The thouſandth part who comprehends, 
A deity is He. | 


How yonder ample azure field 
| With radiant worlds is ſown! 
Ho tubes aſtoniſn us with thoſe. 
More deep in zther thrown !. 
And thoſe beyond of brighter worlds 
Why not a million more ?— 
In lieu of anſu er, let us all 
Fall proſtrate, and adore. 


0 Since thou art infinite in power, 


Nor thy indulgence leſs; 
Since man, quite impotent and blind, | 
Ott drops into diſtreſs; 

Say, what is Reſignation ? Tis 

Man's weakneſs underſtood; 
And wiidom graſping, with an band 

Far ſtronger, every good. 
Let raſh ref iners ſtaad appall'd, 
ln Thee who dare not tiuſt; 
Wheſr abject ſouls, like demons *. 
ate murmuring in the duſt; 


For man to murmur, or repine 


At what by Thee is done, 
No leſs abſurd, than to complain 
Of dar' neſs 1 in the ſuns. | 


Who would not, with an heart a at . | 


Bright eye, unclouded brow, 
nn and goodneſs at the helm, 
The raugheſt ocean plougn? 


What, though l'm ſwallow'd 1 in | the deep? 


Though mountaias o'er me roar ? 
: | Jehovah reigns ! as Jonah ſafe, 
I'm landed, and adore; 


Thy will is welcome, let it wear 
Its moſt tremendous form; 


_ waves; rage, winds ! Lknow, that Thou 


Can'ſt ſave me by a ſtorm. 


| From Thee immortal ſpirits born, 
To Thee, their fountain, mag 
If wiſe; as curl'd around to theirs 


Meaaqivg acans below: 


5 ö 


| 


| Not leſs compell' by Reaſons call, 


To Thee our fouls afpire, 


| Than to thy ſkies, by nature's law, 


High mounts material fire ; 


| To Thee aſpiring they 4 


I feel my foirits riſe, 


i 1 feel myſclf thy ſon, and pant 


For patrimonial ſkies ; 


Since ardent thirſt of future g 

(| | 
E | To Thee man's prudence frongly ii * 
; Since great thy love, and great our want, 
| 


And bliſs our aim; pronounce us all 


And generous ſenſe of — 4 
And binds affection faſt; 


And men the wiſeſt blind, 
Diſtracted, or reſign d; 


| Refign'd through duty, intereſt, fan; 


Deep ſhame! dare ! complain, 


| When (wondrous Truth 1) in heaven itſelf 


Joy ow'd its birth to pain? 


And pain for me ! for me was drain'd 


Gals overffowing bowl; 
And ſhall one drop to murmur bold 
Provoke my guilty ſoul ? 5 5 


ir pardon'd this, what cauſe, what crime: 


Can indignation raiſe ? 


The ſan was lighted up to ſhine, 


And man was born to praiſe; 


I And when to praiſe the man ſhall ceaſe, 


Or ſan vo ſtrike the view; 


| A cloud diſhonours both ; but man's | 5 


The blacker of the two: 


For oh ! Ingratitude how black ! 
With mult profound amaze 


At love, which man belov'd o —. 


Aſteniſh'd angels gaze. 


Praiſe, more divine than prayer; 
Prayer points our ready path to heaven ; 
Praiſe is already there. 


1 Let plauſire Reſignation riſe, 
4 


All virtues thronging into ane, 


Aud baniſh all complaint; 


It finiſhes the ſaint; | 
| Makes the man bleſs' d, as man en be; 


IJ Life's labours renders light 3 


And lights our ſun by night; 


I | Tis nature's brighteſt ornament, _ 
|} Thericheſt gitt of graze, 
| Rival of angels, and ſupreme 


1 Proprietor of peace; 


4 Nay, peace beyond, no ſmall degree 


Of rapture 't will impart ; 


« All heaven is in your heart.” 


nut who to heaven their hearts can raiſe ? 


Deny'd divine ſupport, 


Al virtue dies; ſupport divine 


The wiſe with ardour court: 
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: 1 Praiſe cheats, and warms, like —e— wine; "Ip 


Darts beams through fates incumbent gloom, | 


Know, Madam ! when your heart 's in heaven, | 


When 


— 
[ 
4 

i 
4 
| 
. 
| 
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When prayer partakes the ſeraph's fire, 
"Tis mounted on his wing, 

Burſts thiough heaven's cryſtal gates, and gains 
Sure audience of its King: 

The labouring ſoul from ſore diſtreſs 
That ble{*'d expedient frees; 

I fee you far advanc'd in peace; 
I ſee you on your knees : 

Hcw on that poſture has the beam 

Divine for ev: r ſhone! | 

An humble heart, God's * other ſeat Y 
The rival of his throne : 


And ſtoops Omnipotence fo low ! 


And concetcends to dwell, 


Eternity's inhabitant, 


Well pleas'd, in fuch a cell? 


Such han- ur how ſhall we repay! ? 
How treat our gueſt divine? 

The ſaciiſie ſupreme be lain! 
Let ſelf- ili die: Reſign. 


Thus tar, at large, on our diſeaſe; 
Now jet the canſe be ſhown, 

Whence riſcs, and will ever riſe, 

Ihe diſmal human groan : 

What our ſole fountain of diſtreſs ? 

F Strong paſſion for this ſcene ; 

That trifies make important, — 

Ot mighty moment mean; 


When earth's dark maxims poiſon ſhed 
On our polluted fou's, 
Our hearts and intereſts fly as far | | 
 Aiunder, as the poles; + 


| Like princes in a cnttage nuts '4 
__ Unknown their royal race, 
With alje® aims, and fordid joys, 
Orr grandeur we diſgrace; 

O! for an Archimedes new, 

Of moral powers poſſeſs'd, 
The world to move, and quite expel 
That traitor from the breaſt, 


: No ſmall advantage may be reap'd 
From thought whence we deſrend; 
From weighing well, and prizing weightt 
Our origin, and nd; 3h 


From far above the riſing ſun 
To this dim ſcene we came; 
And may, if wiſe, for ever haſk, 

in great Jehovah's beam: 

Let that bright bcam on Reaſon rouz d 
In aweful luſtre riſe, 
_ Earth's giant ills are dwarf'd at once, 
And all diſquiet dies. | 
Earth's glories too their ſplendour loſe, 
Thoſe phantoms charm no more; 
Empire's a feather for a fool, | 
And Indian mines are poor: 


Then levell'd quite, whilſt yet alive, 
The monarch and his ſlave; 

Nod wait cnlighten'd minds to learn 

| That leſſon from the grave: 


Lat, li. Ig. 


| Which thrones beſtows, and, when they fail, 


„ K 


And labour to be loſt} 
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A George the Third would then be low 
As Lewis in renown, 

| Could he not boaſt of gloty more 

Than ſparkles from a crown, 


| When human glory riſes high 


As human glory can; 
When, though the King is truly great, 
Still greater is the Man; 


Type man is dead, where virtue fails; 


And theugh the Monarch proud 
In grandeur ſhines, his gorgeous robe 
s but a gaudy ſhroud. 


_ | Wiſdom ! where art thou? None on earth, 


Though graſping wealth, fame, power, 
But what, O death ! through thy IR, 
Is w'ter every hour; 

Approach how ſwift, how unconfin'd 1 
Worms feaſt on viands rare, 


8 Thoſe liftle epicures have kings 


To grace their bill of fare : 


From kings what reſignation due 
To that almighty will, 


Can throne them higher ſtill? * 
Who truly great ? The good and 3 oy 


The maſters of a mind 
} The will divine to do — *Y 
To ſufter it reſign'd. 


7 Madam! if that may give it weight, 


The trifle you receive 
| Is dated from a ſolemn ſcene, 
The border of tbe grave; 


W here ſtrongly (trikes the trembling foul 
Et-raity's dread power, : 


Jas burſting on it through the thin 


| Partition of an hour ; 


| Hear this, Voltaire! but this Go me, | 


Nuss hazard of your frown ; 


| However, ſparc it; ere you die 


Such thoughts will be your own. 


| In mercy to yourſelf fordear 


My notions to chaſtiſe, 


2 Leſt unawares the gay Voltaire 


Should blame Voltaire the wiſe : 


- {|} Fame's trumpet rattling i in your car, 


Now, makes us difagree ; 


| When a far louder trumpet ſounds, ; 
Voltaire will cloſe with me: | 


| How ſhocking is that modeſty, 
W hich keeps ſome honeſt men 
From urging what their hearts ſuggeſt, 
When brav'd by folly's pen 


| | Acuulting truths, of which inall —& 


Is fown the ſacred ſeed ! 
Our conſtitution's orthodox, 


1 And cloſes with our creed: 


| What then are they, whoſe proud conceits 
Superior wiſdom boaſt ? 
| Wretches, who fight their own belief, 


Thougl 
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Though Vice, by no ſuperior joys | 
Her heroes keeps in pay 
Through pure dilinterelied love 


Of ruin they obey ! 


Strict their devotion to the wrong, 

__ Thovyh tempted by no prize; 

Hard their commandments, and their creed 
A n-aguzine of lyes 

From fancy's forge : gay fancy Gniles 

At reaſon plain, and cool; 

Fancy, u hoſe curious trade it is 

Io make the ſineſt fool. 


1 Voltaire! long life's the greateſt curſe 


That mortals can receive, 
When they imagine the chief end 
Oi living is to live; 


Quite thoughtleſs of their * of t death, 
That hirth-day of their forrow! ! 
Knowing, it may be diſtant far, 
Nor cruſh them till—to-morrow. 


Theſe are cold, northern thoughts, conceiv 4 


Reneath an humble cot; 


= Not mine, your gentys, or your ſtate, 


No * caſtle is my lot : 


But ſoon, quite level ſhall we lies 
And, what pride moſt hemoans, 


8 Our parts, in rank ſo diſtant now, 


As level as our bones ; 


| Hear you that ſound ? Alarming found! 


Prepare to meet your fate! 


[-- One, who writes Finis to our works, 


Is knocking at the gat; 


5 Far other works will ſoon be weigh! a; 


Far other judges fit; 
Far other crowns be loft or won, 
Than fire ambitious wit: 


Their wit far brighteſt will be prov'd, 
Who ſunk it in good tenſe; 

— vencration molt profound 
Of dread Omnipotence. 


"Ti is that alone unlocks the gate. 
Ot bleſt Eternity; 


odo! mapy'ſt thou thou never, never loſe | 


That more than f golden key! = 


| Whate'er may ſeem too rough excl, 
Your good | hav: at heart: 
Since from my foul I with you well; 
As yet we mult not part: : 
Shall you, and I, in love with life, 
Life's future ſchemes contrive, _ 


The world in wonder not unjuſt, 
That we are {till alive? | 


What have we left? How mean in man 
A ſhadow's ſhade to crave ! 

When life, fo vain ! is vainer ſtill, 

_ "Tis time to take your leave: 


* Letter to Lord Lyttc!tans 


Of folly, by lewd wits p 


Happier, than happieſt life, is death, 
Who failing in the field 

Of cont with his reb« 1 will, 
Writes Vici, on his thield ; 


So falling man, immortal heir 


Of an eternal prize; 
Undaunted at the gloomy grave, 
Deſcends into the ſkies. | 


| ©! bos diforder'd our machine, 


When contradictions mix! 
When nature ſtrikes no leſs than twelve, 
And folly points at fix ! | 


To mend the moments of your heart, 


How great is my delight 


| Gently to wind your morals up, 


And ſet your hand aright ! 


| That band, which ſpread your wiſdom wide 


To poiſon diſtant lands: 
Repent, recant ; the tainted age 
Your antidote demands; 


| To Satan dreadfulty reſign' 4. 


Whole herds ruth down the deep 
affets' d, 
And periſh in the a”. 


_ | Men's praiſe your vanity purſues ; 


Tis well, purſue it (till ; 


| But let it be of men deceas d, 


And you'll refign the will; 


L And how ſuperior they to thoſe 


At whole applauſe you aim; 


s 1 How very far ſuperior they 
| In number, and in name! 


* POSTSCRIPT. 


| | THUS * I written, when to write 


No mortal ſnould preſume; 


| Or only write, What none can blame, 


Hic jacet—for his tomb: 


I The public frowns, and cenſures loud 


My puerile employ ; > 


I Though juſt the cenſure, if you ſmile, | 


The ſcandal I enjoy ; 


|} But ſing no more no more I ſing 


Or reaſſume the lyre, 


' | Unleſs vouchtat'd an humble part 5 


Where Raphael leads the choir : 5 = 


What myriads ſwell the concert loud! 
Their golden harps reſound 


| 1 High, as the footſtool of the throne, 


And deep, as hell profound; 


Hell {horrid contraſt!) chord and fong : 


| Of raptur'd angels drowns 
In felſ-will's peal of blaſphemics, 


And hideous burlt of groans; 


But drowns them not to me; I hear 
Hlarmonious thunders roll | 
(In language low of men to ſpeak) 
From echoing pole to pole 


Whilt 


oo m W 


— uo — 4 oo, a — —— — 


— — 
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bin this grand chorus ſhakes the Rie- 


„Above, beneath the ſun, 


Through boundleſs age, by men, by gods, 


* Jehorah's will be done.” 


Tis done in heaven; whence headlong barl'd 


Self-will with — fell; 


And mult from earth be baniſh'd i -- 


Or earths another hell; 


Madam! felf-will inflits your pains : 
Selt-will's the deadly foe 


Which deepens all the diſmal ſhades, 


And points the ſhafts of woe: 
Vour debt to nature fully paid, 
No virtue claims her due: 8 
Zut virtue?s cauſe | need not plead, 
Tis fafe; [ write to You: 
You know, that virtues baſis lies | 
la ever j: adging right; | | 


And wiping error's clouds away, 
Which dim the mental fight : 


Why mourn the dead? you wrong the 2 gre, 


From ſtorm that ſafe relort; 
We are flill toſſing out at ſea, 
5 Our admiral i in port. | 


Was death deny'd, this world, a ſeene 
Ho diſmal and forlorn ? 

5 To death we owe, that 'tis to man 

A bleſſing to be born; 


_— every other bleſſing fails, 


Or ſapp'd by ſlow decay, 


= oe, ſtorm by ſudden blaſts of fate, 


Is ſwiftly whirl'd avay; 5 
5 How happy! that no ſtorm, or time, 
Of death can rob the juſt ! 

None pluck from their unaching heads 
Soft pillows iu the duſt ! | 


| Well-pleasd to bear heaven's darkeſt frown, 


Tour utmoſt power employ ; 
Tiis noble chemittry to turn 
Neceſſity to joy. 


8 Whate' er the colour of my fate, 
My fate ſhall be my choice: 


= E Determin'd am I, whilſt I breathe, 


To praiſe and to rejoice ; 


What ample cauſe ! triumphant hope! 
O rich eternity ! 

I flart not at a world in flames, 12 

Charm'd with one glimpſe of thee. 


And thou! its great inhabitant ? 


lou glorious doſt thou ſhine! 


And dart through ſorrow, 3 * | 


A beam of joy divine! 
The void of joy (with ſome concern 
The truth ſevere I tell) 

Is an impenitent in guilt, 
A fool or infidel : | 
| Weigh this, ye pupils of Voltaire! 


Prom joyleſs mur mur free; 
Or, let us know, which character 


-- Shall gon you of ths tires 


- ] A crown has been 


- + + 


A teacher thron'd in P:unp 
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| Reſign, ve 


! this leſſon none 

Teo deeply can inftill ; | 
2 by more, 
Than have reſign d the will; 


Though will refign'd the meaneſt mah es 


Superior in renown, 


| And richer in celeſtial eyes, 


Than him who wears a crown; 


| Hence, in the boſom cold of age, 


It kindled a ſtrange aim, 


| To mine in ſong; and bid me boaſt 


The grandeur of my theme; 


| But oh ! how far preſump tion falls 


Its lofty theme below 


Our thoughts in life's December ions, 
And numbers ceaſe to fon. 


| Firſt ! greateſt ! beſt! grant what I wrote. 


For others, neꝰer may rife 


4 To brand the writer ; thou alone 


Canꝰ ſt make our — wiſe z 


I And how unwile! —_— : 


How infamous the fault! 
mp of 


8 
& Indeed, beneath the taught ! — 


INeans moſt infallible to make 


The world an infidel ; | 
And, with inſtructions moſt — 


Io pave a path to hell; | 
140 for a clean and ardent heart, 


O! for a ſoul on fire, 


f Thy praiſe, begun on earth, whos 


Where angels fling the lyre; 
How cold is man? to him how hard 

(Hard, what moſt eaſy ſeems). 
o ſet a juſt eſteem on that, 


Which yet he—moſt eſteems. | 


N 1 What ſhall we lay, when boundleſs bliſs 


Is offer'd to mankind, 


And, to that offer mas a race 


Ot rationals is blind? 


| ! of human nature ne*er too gh 
| Are our ideas wrought; | 


Of human merit ne'er too low 


* "RO? the daring em. , 


; 
| 
| 
| 
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| | [II I have long, and with impatience, ſought 


To eaſe the fullneſs of my grateful thought, 
My fame at once, and duty to purſue, 


bs | And pleaſe the public, by reſpeR to you 


Ton 


—_ 


PTrIrIOILOFLDDCOCCANS IN FT 


+ 2% 5% 29» 


. 
= 


$90.3 


e 


on 2&- 


The fun's bright orb, and Cato be forgot. 


5 
Her ſummer's heats nor fruits alone beſtow, {| 

They reap the harveſt, and ſubdue the foe; 
And when black ſtorms confeſs the diſtant ſun, 


Dei partial fortune on our virtue ſmile ? | 
i dtd the ſce pre, in great Anna's hand, 


oer virtue ſmouths the tumult of the main, 


Argell and Churchill but the glory ſhare, 
Watle millions lie ſubdued by Anna's prayer. 
Conſtant devotion did her time divide, 


Not want of reſt, or the ſun's parting ray, 
But finiſh'd duty, limited the day. 
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Though you, loug ſince beyond Britannia 
known, 7M 
Hare ſpread your country's glory with own ; 
To me you never did more lovely thine, 
Than when fo late the kindled wrath divine 
YGcnch'd our ambition, in great Anna's fate, 
And darken'd all the pomp of human ſtate. 
Though you are rick in fame, and fame decay, 
Though rais'd in life, and greatneſs fade away, 


Your luſtre brightens : virtue cuts the gloom , And provideatly ſcatters all his grain 
n OVIGENTIY ICALTETS 2 . 


With purer rays, aud ſparkles near a tomb. 
Know, fir, the great eſteem and honour due, 
1 choſe that moment to profeſs to you, 

When ſadneſs reignid, when fortune, fo ſevere, 
Had warm'd our boſoms to be moſt ſincere. 
And when no motives could have force to raiſe 
A ſcrious value, and provoke my praiſe, 

But ſuch as riſe above, and far tranſcend 
Whatever plorics with this world ſhall end, 
Then ſhining forth, when deepeſt ſhades ſhall blot 


—_— 


ag but ah! my theme I need not tell, 


Sec every eye with conſcious ſorrow ſwell : | 


Who now to verſe would raiſe his kumble voice, 
Can only ſhew his duty, not his choice. 


| How great the weight of grief our hearts ſuſtain ! 
We languiſh, and to ſpeak is to complain. 


Let us look back, (for who too oft can view 


That maſt illuſtrious ſcene, for ever New!) 


dee all the ſeaſons ſhine on Anna's throne, 
And pay 2 canſtant tribute, not their own. 


Her winters wear the wreaths her ſummets won. 
Revolving pleafſur's in their turns appear, 

And trizu pls arc the product of the year. | 
I's crown the wh9!e, great joys in greater ceaſe, 


Ard glorious victory is loſt in peace. 


Whence tl:is prefufon on our favour'd iſle ? "I 


»1:0tch ſort!; this rich indulgence e er our land? 
i,ngrateful Britaia ! quit thy groundleſs claim, 


4 uy qveen and thy good fortune are the ſame. 
Hear, with alarms our trumpets fill the (ky ; | 
Tie Anna reigns: the Gallic ſquadrons fir. 
We fpread cvr can raſs to the ſouthern ſhore; 


Tis Arna reigns ! the ſouth reſigns her ſlore. 

And {wells the ſield with mountains of the ſlain. 
How great her zeal! how fervent her deſire! 

How did her foul in holy warmth expire! | 

Nor ſet returns of pleaſure or of pride. 

How tweet ſucceeding fleep ! what lovely themes 


Smil'd in her thoughts, and ſoften'd all her 


dreams 


Her royal couch deſcending angels ſpread 
And join d their wings a ſhelter o er her bead. 


— . to 


| 


= Became our title to the regal ſtore. Nx 


| Is virtue's great reward puſh'd off by fate: 


4 
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Though Europe's wealth and glory claim'd a 


art, 
Relipion's cauſe reign'd miſtreſs of her heart: 
She ſaw, and griev'd to fee, the mean eſtate 
Of thoſe who round the hallow'd altar wait; 
She ſhed her bounty, piouſly profuſe, 
And thought it mote her own in ſacred uſe. 
Thus on his furrow ſee the tiller ſtand, 
And fill with genial ſeed his laviſh hand; 
He truſts the kindneſs of the fruitful plain, 


What ſtrikes my ſight ? does proud Auguſta | 
| rife | | 
New to behold, and awfully furprize ! 


Her lofty brow more numerous turrets c 


And facred domes on palaces look Jown ; 
A noble pride of piety is ſhowh, 


And temples caſt a luſtre on the throne. 


How wonld this work another's glory raiſe ! 
But Anna's greatneſs robs her of the praiie. 
Drown'd in a brighter blaze it ditappears, 


| Who dry'd the widow's, and the orphan's tears 5 


Who ſtoop'd from high to ſuccour the diſtreſt, 
And reconcile the wounded heart to teſt? 3 
Great in her goodneſs, well could we perceive, 


| Whoever ſought, it was a queen that gave. 


Misfortune loſt her name, her guiltleſs frown 

But made another debtor to the crown; 

And each unfriendly ſtroke, from fate we bore, 

Thus injur'd trees adopt a foreign ſhoot, - 

And their wounds bloſſom with a fairer fruit, 
Ye numbers, who on your misfortunes thriv'd,. 


When firſt the dreadful blaſt of fame arriv'd, 


Say what a ſhock, what agonies you felt, 
How did your fouls with tender anguiſh melt! 
That giicf which living Anna's love ſuppreft, 
Shook Jike a tempeſt every grateful breaſt, 


| A ſecond fate our linking fortunes try'd! 


A ſecond time our tender parents dy d! 
Heroes returning from the field we crown, 


4 | And deify the haughiy victor's frown. 


His ſplendid wealth tco raſhly we admire, _ 
Catch the diſeaſe, and burn with equal fire 
Wiſcly to ſpend, is the great art of gain; 

| And one reliev'd tranſcends a million flain. 
When time ſhall aſk, where once Ramillia iav, 


| Or Danube flow'd that ſwept whole troops away, 


One drop of water, that refreſh'd the dry, 


Shall riſe a fountain of eternal joy. | 


But ah! to that unknown and diſtant date; 


— 


Hete random ſhafts in every breaſt are found, 
Virtue and merit but provoke the wound. 
Auguſt in native worth and regal ſtate, 


a Anna fate arbitreſs of Europe's fate; 
| To diſtant realms did every accent fly, 


J Silent, nor longer awful to be ſeen, 


And nations watch'd each motion of her eye. 

| How ſmall a ſpot contains the mighty queen! 
No throng of ſuppliant princes mark the place, 
Where Britain's greatneſs is compos d in peace 
The broken earth is ſcarce diſcern'd to riſe, 


And a ſtone tells us — Ws 


5 We bending bleſs' d the Gods, and aſk d no more. 


392 


YOUNG'S 


Thus end matureſt honours of the crown! 
This is the laſt :onclufion of renown ! | 
so when with idle ſkill the wanton boy 1 
Breathes through his tube; he ſees, with eager 


| * 

The — bubble, in its rifing ſmall; 
And by degrees expands the glittering ball. 
But when, to full perfection blown, it flies 
_ High in the air, and ſhines in varions dyes, | 
The little monarch, with a falling tear, | 
Sees his world burſt at once, and diſappear. 
"Tis not in ſorrow to reverie our doom, | 
No groans unleck th' incxorable tomb! | 
Why then this fond in-ulgence of our woe! 
What fruit can riſe, or what advantage flow ! 


Ves, this advantage; from our deep diſtreſs . | 


Me _ how much in George the Gods can 
bleſs. | _ 
Had a leſs glorious princeſs left the throne, 


N 


But half the hero had at firſt been ſhown: | 


5 an Anna falling all the king employs, | 
To vindicate from guilt our riſing joys : | 
Our joys ariſe and innocently ſhine, 


Auſpicious monarch ! what a praiſe is thine! E 


Welcome, great ſtranger, to Britannia's throne! 


Nor let thy country think thee all her own. | 
Of thy delay how oft did we complain! [ 


Our hopes reach'd out, and met thee on the 

| main. | | | 4 | 
Wich prayer we ſmooth the billows for thy fleet ; 
With ardent wiſhes fill thy ſwelling ſhect ; 1 
And when thy foot took place on Albion's ſhore, 


Wat hand bnt thine ſhould conquer and com- 


= poie, 9 85 | 
| Repel the daring youth's preſamptuous aim, | 
And by his rival's greatneſs give him fame? 
Now in ſome foreign court he may fit down, 
And quit without a bluih, the Britith crown. 
Secure his honour, though he loſe his ftore, | 
And take a lucky moment to be poor. | 2 
J 


| 


Nor thick, great fir, now firſt, at this late | 


„ | | 55 
In Britain's favour, you exert your power; 
To ns, far back in time, I joy to trace 
The numerous tokens of your princely grace. 
| Whether you choſe to thunder on the Rhine, 
lIuſpire grave councils, or in courts to ſhine; 


Che greater debt was on Britannia laid: 
They all conſpir'd this mighty man to raiſe, 
And your new ſubjects proudly (hare the praiſe. 
All ſhare ; but may not we have leave ty boaſt 
That we contemplate, and enjoy it moſt? 
This ancient nurſe of arts, indulg'd by fate 4 
On gentle ifis* bank, à calm retreat, | 
For many rolling ages juſtly fam'd, | 
| Has through the world her loyalty proclaim'd ; 


And often pour'd (too well the truth is known!) 


Her blood and treaſure to ſupport the throne ! 
For England's church her lateſt accents flrain'd; | 


POEMS. 
In all the fervencics of zeal for thee. 
boaſt 


And ſeas divide thee from the Britiſh coaſt ? 
The crown's impatient to encloſe thy head : 


Why ſtay thy fert? the cloth of gold is ſpread, 


Our ſtrict obedience through the world (hall tell 
That king's a Biiton, who can go-ern well! 
— > 3 | 


Tur 


To. 


|  KNIGUT OF THE MOST NOBLE ORDER Of 


| THE GAR TER. 


| MDCCXXVIs 
ITH invocations ſome their breaſts in» 
flame; | | a 
I need no Muſe, a Walpole is my theme. 
Ye mighty dead, ye garter'd ſons of praiſe! 
Our morning ſtars! our boaſt in former days! 


—_— | 3 
Lur'd by the pomp of this diſlingniſh'd day, 


One, throw the mantle's crimſon folds around; 
By that, the ſword on his proud thigh be plac'd; 


Wiſe Burleigh plant the p:umage on his head; 
And Edward own fince firſt lie fix'd the race, 
None pieſt fair gloty with a ſwifter pace. 


it bids his blood with generous ardour boil; 
His blood, from virtue's celebrated fource, 


| Pour'd down the ſteep of time, a lengthen'd | 
| In the more ſcenes your genius was difplay'd, | Ras ths = 


courſe ; HS 
That men prepar'd may juſt attention pay, _ 
Warn'd by the dawn to mark the glorious daf, 
When all the ſcatter'd merits ot his line 
Collected to a point, intenſely ſhine. Eq 
See, Britain, ſce thy Walpole ſhine from far, 
His azure ribbon, and his radiant (tar : 


| 


A ſtar that, with auſpicious beams, ſhall glide 
Thy vefel fafe, through fortune's rougheſt tides 


If peace ſtill ſmiles, by this ſhall commer? 
ſteer hi CoD SSI e 

A finiih'd courſe, in triumph round the ſphere; 

And, gathering tribute from each diſtant ſhore, 


And freedom with his dying hand retain'd, 


| 


In Biitain's lap the world's abundancet pour | 


What though thy birth a diſtant kingdom | 
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Which hovering o'er, your purple wings dil. 6 


tc WY > wy of 


Steop, and attend : by one, the knee be bound; | 


This, claſp the diamond-girdle round his waiſt; 4 
His breaſt, with rays, let juſt Godolphin ſpread; 


Wen fate would call ſome mighty genius | 
__ forth „„ 1718 5 
To wake a drooping age to godlike worth, 


1 Or aid ſome favourite king's illuſtrious toil, 


_ 2 qty pe 2 wt >, 
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The fruit of f. rvice, and the bleme: a 


Ons glary the, A „rd iter 12 Wipe Ty 


ln deep eter; ry to launch the n un ! 
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rents grlaltn'd, this ſtar ſna'l dart its beams 


Is 
- 


Through that black cloud which riling from the 


Thames. 
With thunder, form * of Deunſwiek's wrath, is 
ſent 
To claim the ſeas, ard awe the cont nent. 
This thall direct it, where tlie holt eo throw, 
A {tar for v ©, 4 met to the fog, 

A+ this the rute hall! inden, and ire: 
Me breaſt, O“. alpole, glos war 4s ful Ire. 
The ſlicans of trova! dount „„ turn'd by thee: 

Re fre ſu tre 3; * thunains ot 50. "Iv, 
My fortung hews, u. Ten arts are Waſpo'e's care, 
* hat d ler wort th i us co dJeſpair : 


Since Brunſ'wick's mile has oth zd Ny Maſe, 

Chatte be her conduct, and ſulli ne her views. 

Talſe pratt s are the whoredoms of the pen, 

* ich proteitute: Fair fame to warthlels men: 
his proianatiun Cf celeſtial ire 

Make: dals defy iſe, uhat wi: men ow): | almire: 


Le: thoſe I pra: s itant tmes be knoten, 


Not by their author's merit, but their oon. 
If others think the taik is hard, to Werd 


Ham veil; rank fiifttery's vivicions fool! * 


* 


And rooted dee: ong means muſt ct them free 


Patron * au patriot! let thera bg of thee. 
While vilgar tions ignol,lor ir moars wary 
Nor thote rttain, woen winter chills tlie vrar; 

The genzgrotis Orauge, negra the ſun, 


With veoronscharras cn. throw „the Seaton runz 


De Hes the er . U Wird he r chain. are; 


rei 
And flowers and hut. in rival pomy ave fen: 


Where bloſtoms : ., HE tara blobiums b. it; 
And ian tt. cr 10 PR tlie: 1* at! 2 N. * 


, 
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On Walrole, bus, may pleas 1 Bris ann ie. 


At once her ornament me prout to. 
» 
Muu d, and giltedt by the roval "I 
He, when the „ipping Malts ofen er! 


Its owt can pity, aud ns rage d tir; 


| Jets fa v no honnurs „ but. tonrely #r 378 
VP ntuled pol is £ the ok "mm of. 75 Ar- | | 
= No wing. r Knows, th ny 7:1 malig f 47903 ric 1s . 


[ 
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Ey wiſlom d:cply root ad i in mere :s; 


* 
- 


And the harm 4 Muti. bebe er in is ae, 
O how ] uhma, enkir led twnthe tene; 


Thy nume in view, No "ts Ot re. 51 2 


4 
& Beholt! a man of owfert eich uu he, 
«& * 


4 roud's 


© Whote glory great, vnt neural pre. ars, 
The genuine erow th of ſervices and ys; 
„ Ng ſudden exh:lation drawn on h; 5h, 


* And fondly gilt by partial majeſty ; 
„One bear ing; oreateſt toils with wreate? ed ſe 


2 ww +& 


One born to ſerve us, and vet born to p! aka L 


1 
hom, while cur rights in equal ſe ales he Iavs, 


The prince way tr aft, and yet the neople praite ; 
* His genius ardent, yet hi: judgrnent clear, 
6«& 

His tongue is flowing, and his heart fincere, 


n Kaigh! ef the Bab, aud Wn of the Carter. 
You. Ville 5 3 


— * 


vw 0tch, foon, Boat hien for arts, and pubkhe 
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ec 2 9 conncil gnides, his temper chears our iſe, 


im.” | 
Tor then to Britain, blet with ſuch a ſon, 

To Walpole joy, by whom the prize is won; 
Who noviv comcious meets the ſmiles of fate. 
Fra2 grentnets lies in dating to be great. 
Let daſtard fouls, or affectation, run 
To thades, nor wear hricht honours fairly won; 
Such men prefer, ritl-: 41 by falſe applauſe, 


4 The rite of modeſty to virtue's cauſe. 


en which make the ſace of virtue fair, 
N great to merit, and tis Wilt tO wear; | 
"Tis holiling up the prize to public view, _ 

| Confirms orown virtue, and inflames the new; 


fell on {0 ons Heiolitens che luſtre of our age and eli ne. 


And meds lich ſeeds of w orth't for future time. 
AEN chiets alan, in gels of flau zutetr fam'd, 
oll, this azure bloom of glory claim'd, 
” when ſtern Ajax pour'd a pu. ble foods 
"Phe vicler rofe, fair > ughter of his N 
Now rival «ifdom dares the wreath die ide, 
And both Minerras riſe in equal Pride: | 
Proclaiming lou, a mon irch Fus the throne, 
Who ſhiges illuſtrious not in wars alone. 
Let kame look lovely in Britannia's ever ; 
They coidly court deſert, who fame deſhiſe. 
For what's ambition, but fair virtue's fail ? | 
Ard what applauſe, but her propitious gale ? 
When ſwell'd with that, ſhe fleets before the wind 
or ghorious aims, as to the port deſign'd; | 
hen chafn'd, without it, to the labouring car, 
tre tolls] the pants! nor gains the flying ore, 
from her bitnime ben ta ts, or turn'd ade "Fs 
Dy ils of egy, ut by fortunc's tile: 
| bor on- that has ſueee «ded ten are loſt, 
of ron 4 twenty, ere they make the cast. 
Innen bet inner to vorth divine incite, 
K: ali ter 409153, but throw thoſe beams aright. 
hen ert Irwauphy e t iu downward tends, 
en voni, bers, lie on land, deſceuds. 
Outinma the galt. jon coufin'd to feu, 
| \ nd „e to 5 th, „kale virtue? s due: 
alt e has thrown the proud enclofure dawn; 
| gs 11g deſert e: nhracus fair renown, | 
SY uch rival“ d. lat the pecranc ſmiling ſee 


iomitian, in jollice to their own degree, 


11. 7 wad FE, ritt! * Nrale (ts heftow 4 


love. 
F „on! frownes of fate mines Miſs to dard, 
ct tvijefs merit, and et king reward. 
Cos are moſt Geis by ov 1 0 e: cel, 
| and Kings met ire them, by rc ing «ell. 
Thu 0 itron9 che twangins nerve, and CLAW 


| * ekt, : 


port is the winond arrow's eavard M722 

bus it an enge it trans on High, 

I. Neg in the worn, it ſoars into the kv. 
Tuns wh'le I fing thee with unequal lays, 

And wound pe. hap! that worth I mean to praiſes 

Vet } tranioend m, ſelf, I rife in fame, 

Not Lite. ty my genius, but my * | 

No more: for in this dread ſuſpenſe of fate, 

Non ing domns am, aud i in dark debat- 


| 


— 
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* And, fr niling, gives three kingdoms cauſe to 


In worth Uke that whence firſt the —_— 


. cigh | 
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Weigh peace and wer, now Europe's eyes are 


bent 
On mighty Brunſwick, for the great event, 


Brunſwick, of kings, the terror, or defence 
1 Who dares detain thee at a world's expener? 


t 8 | AN | | 

nr To Tur 
| RIGHT HON. GEO. LORD LANSDOWNE, 
4 « Parnaſſia laurus | 
| SN A EO | 5 Vins. 


mp cc xi. 


. aus rul's th 8 
And great Auguſlus rul'd the | 
| While wppkant Kings in all their pomp and ſtate, 
Swarm'd in his courts, and throng'd his palace 
8 te; | TI 
: Hoe did oft” the mighty man detain, 

And ſootbꝰd his breaſt with no ignoble ſtrain ; 
Now ſoar d aloft, now ſtruck an humbler ſtring ; 
And taught the Roman genius how to ſing. 

Pardon, if I his freedom dare purſue, | 

Who knows no want of Cæſar, finding you; 
The Muſe's friend is pleas'd the Muſe thould 


That partial to his darling he may prove, 
And ſhining throngs for her approach remove, 
To all the world induſtrious to prockiim 

— His love of Arts, and boalt the glorious flame. 

Long has the weſtern world reclin'd her head, 

Pour'd forth her forrow; and hewail*d her dead; 

Fell diſcord throagh ber borders fiercely rang'd, 

And ſhook her nations, and her monarchs chang'd; 
Zy land and fea its utmoſt rage employ'd; 

Nor heaven repair'd ſo faſt as men deſtroy d. 

In vain kind ſummers plenteous ficlds beſtuw'd, 

I .n vain the vintage liberally flow'd; 

Alarms from loaden boards all pleafures chac'd, 
And robb'd the rich Burzundian grape of talc ; 
T. e ſmiles of Nature could no bleſſing brivg, 
The fruitful autumn, or the flowery ſpring; 


Not by the various aſpects of the year; 
— s ſound proclaim'd a milder (ky, 


— lo Is'd, arrives at laſt, 
No peace, repuls'd, arrives at l. 
And bids us ſin 1 | 
- Bids every nation ceaſe her wonted moan, | 
And every Monarch call his crown his on: 
omen tler virtues now ſacceed; 

; lager 6 the grent man doen to bleed; 

Renown'd in councils, brave Argyle ſhall tell, 
Wiſdom avd proweſs in one may dwell : 
Through milder tracks he ſoars to deathleſs fame, 


JF 


| { Nothing ſo cheap and vulgar but can pleaſe, 


No firſt with joy beheld, well pleas'd on one, 
| Who makes him lefs t his darling fon; | 
| is der bs Donal as. r 
Your glorious friend in his own private ſtats. | 


IA nnd happy e. 
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| | No more the riſing harveſt whets the tworg, 
Ito longer waves uncertain of its lord; 

Who caſt the ſced, the golden ſheaf ſhall claim, 

Nor chance of battle change the maſter's name, 


flows ; | 5 

The brighter ſun a fuller day be ſtows; 

All nature ſeems to wear a chearful face, 
And thank great Anna for returning peace, 


Each ſtream unſtain'd with blood more ſmoothly | 


The patient thus, when on his bed of pais, 
No longer he invokes the gods in vain, 

But riſes o new life ; in every field 

He finds Elyſtum, 1ivers nectar yield; 


{| And borrow beauties from his late diſeaſe. 
Nor is it peace alone, but ſuch a peace, 
| As more than bids the rage of battle ceaſe, 


feed; 


In faithful friends we loſe our glorious foes, 
And ſtrifes of love exalt our ſweet repoſe. 


_ graceful Bolin your friend advance, 
Nor miſs his in the court of France; 


So well receiv'd, fo welcome, ſo at home, 
r 


The monarch pleas'd, deſcending from bis throne, , | 


Will not that Aana call him all her own; 
He claims a part, and looking round to find 8 
Something might ſpeak the fulneſs of his mind, 


 Renew'd his grief, and robb'd him of a tear; 


To make our nations longer two, in vain 


Does nature interpoſe the raging main: 
| The Gallic ſhore to diſtant Britain grows, 


For Lewis 'Thames, the Seine for Anna flows: 
From conflicts paſs'd each other's worth we find, 
And thence in ſtriftet friendſhip now are join'd; 


And former injuries endearments prove. 


| That cauſe of fear to Churchill could afford ? 
Who ſworn to Bourben's ſceptre, but muſt frame 


| Vaſt thoughts of him, that could brave Tals 
diſtinouiſh's by the ſword and ſpear, | . — 10 
TIT dein | Thus generous hatred in affeCtion ends, 
| And war, which rais'd the foes, compleats the . 


tame ? 


friends. 


| (The dazzling proſpect makes my boſom glow); 


For many moons ſees only ſkies and main; 


The perils of the dreadful ocean o'er, $ 
Cauſe to regret his wealth no more ſhall find, 
Nor curſe the merey of the fea and wind; 
By hardeſt fate condemn d to ſerve a foe 


Death may determine war, and re it ſucceed, | 


"Cauſe nought ſurvives on which our rage my | 


A diamond ſhines, which oft had touch'd him near, | 


Each wound recciv'd, now pleads the eauſe of love, |} 
What Briton but muſt prize th” illuſtrious ſword, | ö 


Commerce ſhall lift her ſwelling ſails, and roll | 
| | Her wealthy flects ſecure from pole to pole: 
{| The Britiſh merchant, who with care and pain 


When now in view of his lov'd native ſhore, | 


Aud without trembliog ut relound his game, ieee ike e bg : WY 


To feed her young, 


Io conquer is to make diſſenſion ceaſe, 1 
That man may ſerve the King of kings in geace. 
Religion now thall all her rays diſpenſe, 

And ſhine abroad in perfect excellence; 


The meagre famine, and the ſpotted peſt, 


Shall dend their full united force, to bleſs 


But there are conqueſts.to 
Above the ſplendour of an earthly throne; 
Conqueſts ! whoſe triumph is too great, within 
The tcanty bounds of matter to begin; 
| Too glorious. to ſhine forth, till it has run 
Beyond. this darkneſs of the ſtars and fun, þ 
And (hall whole ages paſt be ſtill, ſtill but begun. 


| Who or at Agincourt or-Creſly fell; 
© 
Tul 
What farther paſſes in the world below. 
© The hraveſt of mankind ſhall now have leave 


And make us grudge ourſelves that wealth, their 
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ect Philomela providently flies | I 


Ta diſtant woods and ſtreams, for ſuch ſupplies, 
and make them try the wing, 
And with their tender notes attempt to ling : 


| Mean while, the fowler ſpreads his ſecret ſnare, 


And renders vain the tuneful mother's care. 
Britannia's bold adventurer of late, 

The foaming ocean plongh'd with equal fate. 
| Goodneſs is greatneſs. in its utmoll height, 
And power a curſe, if not a friend to right: 


Elſe we may dread ſome greater curſe at hand, 
To ſcourge a thoughtleſs and ungrateful land: 
Now war is weary, and retir'd to reſt; 


Deputed in hey ſtead, may blaſt the day, 
And ſweep the relicks of the ſword away. 
When peaceful Numa fill'd the Roman throne, 


Jove in the fulneſs of his glory ſhone ; 


Wiſe Solomon, a ſtranger to the ſword, 
Was born to raiſe a temple to the Lord, 


Speak peace eternal to Britannia's iſle. 
Thoſe mighty ſouls, whom. military care 
Diverted from their only affair | 


Th' almighty Author of their late ſucceſs. 
And what is all the world ſubdued to this? 9 
The grave ſets bounds to ſubJunary bliſs; N 
great Anna known,, 


Heroic ſhades! whom war has ſwept away, 
Look down, and ſmile on this auſpicious day: 


Now boaſt your deaths; to thoſe your glory tel], 


Then deep into eternity retire, = 


cater things. than peace or war enquirez; * 
content, and nnconcern'd to know 1 


To die but once, ner piece- meal ſeek the grave: 


on gain or pleaſure bent, we ſhall not meet 
Sad melancholy numbers in each ſtreet 


(Owners of bones diſpers'd on Flandria's plain, ; 


Leſt it an inſult of their woes appear, 
blood 


| Perhaps preſerv'd, who ſtarve, or beg for food. 


Devotion ſhall run pure, and diſengage | 


From that, ſtrange fate of mixing peace with. 
rage. | | Z 

| On havns without a fin we now may call, 

An 


Be Chriſtians while we pray, nor in one breath 
Ak Mercy for ourſelves, for others Death, = 


guiltleſs to our Maker proſtrate fall; 


| 4 | The thunder of the ba 
Anne too ſhall build, and every ſacred pile 4 
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But O! I view with tranſport arts reſtor'd, 
Which double uſe to Britain ſhall afford; 

Secure her glory purchas'd in the field, 

And yet for future peace ſweet motives yield > 
While we contemplate on the painted wall, 
The preſſing Briton, and the flying Gaul, 

In ſuch bright images, ſuch living grace, 

As leave great Raphael but the ſecond place; 


| Our cheeks ſhall glow, our heaving boſoms riſe, 
| And martial ardors ſparkle in our eyes; 
| Much we hall triumph in our battles paſt, 


And yet conſent thoſe battles prove our laſt ; 


Left, while in arms for brighter fame we ſtrive, 
We loſe the means to keep that fame alive, — 


In ſilent. groves the birds delight to ſing, 


| Or near the margin of a ſecret ſpring: 
Nov all is calm, ſwect muſic ſhall improve, 
Nor kindle 


| Put mbar be varkling voir, the wembling 


rage, but be the nurſe of love. 


rin 
Or. . IGIIIEY when the Muſes ſing ? 
| The: Muſe, my Lord, your care above the reſt, 
With riſing joꝝ dilates —_ breaſt ; 

le ceas d to roar, 
Ere Greece her godlike Poets taught to foar;- 
Rome's. dreadful foe, great Hannibal, was dead, 
And all her warlike neighbours round her. bled ; 


| For Janus ſhut, her. 5 San rung. 


| Calls. forth her monarchs, bids her heroes rage. 
And monrning beauty melt the crouded ſtages 


Charms back paſt ages, gives to Britain's. uſe 


+ | The nobleſt virtues.time did een produce: == 


Leaves fam d biſtorians* boaſted art behind; 
| 


The hero's preſence deep impreſſion makes 3 
Tue ſcenes. hiv ſaul and body reunite, = 


| Furniſh-a voice, produce him to the ſight; 
_ | Make our contemporary him. that ſtoad 
. \ High in renown, perhaps before the flood 8 


Make Neſtor / to this age advice afford, 


| And Hector for our ſervice draw his ſword. 
| More glory to. an Author what can bring, | 
| ſervice to his country ſpring, 
han from thoſe labours, which, in man's deſpight,. 
| Poſſeſs him with a. paſſion ſor the right? 5 


Whence nob 


With honeſt magic make the knave inclin'd 


Or waſting in the bottom of the main); I Fo pay devotion to the virtuous mind =: 
Iso turn us back from joy, in tender fear, Through all. her toils and dangers. bid him rove, 


And with her wants and angriſn fall in love ? 


Who hews the godlike Montezuma groan, 
Aud does not wiſh the glorious pain his o? 


Lend but your underſtanding, and their ill. 


Can domineer at pleaſure o'er your will: 
Nor is the ſhort-1iv*'d conqueſt quickly paſtz 
Shame, if not choice, will held the convert fall. 


| With pleaſing force unlock a ſecret ſoul, 


I And ſteal a truth, which every ſober hour 
(The proſe of life) had kept within her power? 


$ 


rney keep the ſoul alone, and that's confin'd,, 
| Sought out with pains, and but by proxy peaks ⁊ | 


How often have | ſeew the generous bowl 


— 
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Thegrape viftorions often bas prevail'd, 


Whe n gold and beauty, racks and tortures, fail'd: 


ct when the ſpirit's tumuit was allay d, 
She mourn'd, perhaps, the ſentiment b.tray'd ; 
But mourn'd too late, nor longer could deny, 
And on her own conlcTten charge the Ive. 

Thus they, whom neither the prevailing ! love 
Of goodneis here, or mercy from above, 
Or fear of tuture pains, or human laws 


Could render ailvocates in virtuc's cause, 
Caught by the ſcene have vnawares ref:vn'd 


* 


{8 2 9 ＋ 12 


Their wonted ditpotition of the mind: 

By flow degrees prevails the pleaſing tale, 

As circling glaites on our ſenſes teal ; 

Till thronghly by the Mutes? banquet warm'd, 
The paſſions toffing, all the fou! alarm'd, 


They tun mere zcalots futh'd with gloitous rage, 


Ric in their feats, and ſcarce forbear the lage, 
Aſſiſtance to wrong' d innocence to bring, 
Or turn the poignard on tome tyrant. king. 
Ho can they cool to villains? how ſub ide 
To dregs of vice, from ſuch a godlise pride? 
To ſpoiling orphans how to-day retuin, 
Who wept lait night to ſee Monimia mourn! þ- 
In this gay ſchool of virtue, whom fo nt 
To govern, and control the world of wit, 
2s Talbot, Lanſcovne's friend, has Britain 
-- ang? - 

Him poliſmn'd Italy has ; cal her own; 
He in the lap of cle gance was bred, | 
And trac'd the Muſes to their fountain head: 
But much we hope, he will enjoy at home 
What's nearer ancient than the modern Rome. 
Nor fear | mention of rhe court of France, 
When I the Britiſh genius would advance; 
There too has 8k rev ſbury improv'd his raite; 
Yet ſtill we dure invite him to our feaſt : 
For Corneille's jake I ſhall my thoughts cup prcis 
Of Oroonoto, and preſume bim le: : 
What though we wrong um ? Ifabchla's woe 
Waters thote hays that hall for ever crow, 

Our foes coate!ls, ror we the pra: retale, 
The Drama oloites in the Biitith Nin, 
The French. are delicate, and nicely led 
Ot cloſe intrigze the I. hive wt; 
Our genius more allot the groiid, oh. in ure, 
Our treng: I can make te of os Pin Aion 


. a 
They raitc a great emioſity i indeed, 
2 kis dark maze to c tune hei fret i; 
We rouze th? action s, an; od tout hero frow 


8 beneath ome formina l- bloc: 
They hh: we weep 23 the G. 245 Au! 25 and care | 
We heighten into terror and © les pair; | 
Strike home, the ſtr: ng. f. p: aße 1 boldlly: ach. 
Nor fear our au,ν,⏑j§ mould be p'cns'd tou lad. 
V' hu oh great in nature ue can gten y draw, 
ans for b.autics the Ur a matte | 
The fair of Cælar i, a tale toy 71 in 
The ficli. Je Gutlic tate to r t. uin; 
Their art would have purple xt, ai in terwove 
The golden arras with var flowers of lone 2 
We kuow Heaven made him a tar greater man 
Than any Cætar, in a human plan 
And ſuch we draw him, nor are 1 refn'd, 
10 Baud ee Will what Een da din d. 


law. 


| 


+ He made one nature, 
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To claim attention, and the heart inva%, 
Shaketpcare but rot the play tht Alaiolity -: 
Uur neighbour's ſtage- art too bare-fac' fl betray s, 

is £1 cat Corvcille at every ſcene we prailc ; 
On Nature? turer aid Britannia calls, 


.* 
"s 


Then with a ſigh returns our audience home, 
Fiom Venice, Epvpt, Perſia. Greece, or Name. 
France yields not to the glory of our lines, 
B ut manly conduct of our {irony deſigus; 
Chat oft they think more jullly we wot own, 
Nat antient Grecce a truer ſenſe has thywn : 


C 


Ve C tumor mes err by ttining more to do. 

are ers s mcancſt perſons taught, 

But 2 * a ſentiment, you make a fault; 

Nor dare we: charge chem with Tie want of fumes 

 Wico we boaſt more, we own onfelves to blame. 
And yet in Shakeſpeare tomerhing till 1 find, 

That makes me icfs eſteem all human- ind; 

and another fonr.d, 

Both in his page with maſter-{trokes atound 3 

His witches, fairies, and iachanted iſt», 


| Bid us no longer at our nuries ſmile ;; 


Of loſt hiſtorians we almoſt complain, 

Nor think it the creation of his brain. 

Who iives, when his Othello's in a trance? 
With his great Talbot “ too he conquer'd France 


I! Long we may hope brave 'Falbot's * will 
+. vow: 


In grcat dcfoendants, Shakeſpeare has but one; 
And him, my lord, permit me not to name, 


| Dat in kind ſilence ſpare his rival's ſhame ;— 


Let in vain that author would fupprefs, 
What can't be greater, cannot be made !efs 
Each reader will defeat my fruitleſs aim, 

And to himY It great Agamemnon name. 


F- Shout Sha akefpeare nie unileſs'd with Talbor's 


fn! EC, 


THE: 
Put 4f that reionine ſtar propitious . 
And ” nd mis his gentle rogs with thing z 
Ev'n l, by far the miancit of your ages 
Sh it 107 N nt my p38 hon for the ltag: . 
uus did the Wilbalmighty dimilow, 
guman force con}; nine 5 the golden bough, 


And iure the labour of the weakeſt hand. 
Hulpicions fort! that gives me leave to writs 
Fob. vou, the Males glory and delight; 
en. to rad, nor falle encomiums raiſe, 
Ani weortity an Author with your praiſe s 


Praiſe wounds a noble mind, when *tis not due, 


But centure's ſelf will pleaſe, my lord, fem 


you; 

Taults are our pride and gain, when you a 
12 point them out, and each us how to mend. 
Vit though the great man tet his cofers wide, 
Ihat cannot gratify the Poet's pride; 

Meld intpiration, if tis truly good, 

Is Leſt ꝛcwarded, when beſt undei ſlood. 


Joux c. 


| None think of Shakeſpeare till the custain falls; 


| Greece toyht but juſtly, they think jultly too; 


1 


— . a. D.- 


Ev Shakeſpeare 5 as world curſe this . 


Ne | 
5 hich let the tree with caſe at Jore's command, | 
4 
f 
| 


* 4n anceſtor of the duke of Sbreesfoury, bo cow 
2 Frans er ewn by Shakeſpearts 


woe 


"The Muſe, which from her Lanidowne jcars no 


And | piciume to uſe your patience ill, 


| A theme that's able to exalt my Muſe. 
Without a Harb of his immortal flame? 
Whether we chooſe to love or to admire, 


And ſuch familiar glories ſpread around, 
As more incline the ſtander-by to raiſe 
His value for himſelf, than you to praiſe. 


 Bl:fs all, on none an obligation lay; 
So turn'd by nature's hand for ail that's well, 


| You to be happy want not to be ſeen; IE | 
Though priz'd in public, you can file alone, 
Nor court an apptobation but your oon: 


Vou, were all blind, would {till deſerve applauſe; | 


Nor are in pain left merit you ſhould know; 
Nor ſhun the well-deſerver as a foe; _ 

A troubleſome acquaintance, that will cham 
To be well us'd, or dye vour check with ſhine. 


And wander penſive o'er the barren ſtrand ; 
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The Muſes write ſor glory not for gold, 
is tar beneath their nature to be told : 


Fhe greateſt gain is feorn'd, but as it ſerves 


To ſprak a fente of what the Muſe deferves; 


wrong, 
Beit judge, as well as ſubject, of her ſong. 
Should this great theme allure me ier ſtill, 


The world would plead my cauſe, and none but 
_ | | 
Will take diſguſt at what I now purſue : : 


Since what is mean my Muſe can't raiſe, I'll | 
__ chooſe. 


For who, not void of thought, can Granville 
name, | 


Whether we ſeek the patriot, or the triend, 
Let Bolinzbroke, let Anna recommend; 


You melt the tender, and th' ambitious fire. 
Such native graces without thought abound, 


Thus you befriend the moit heroic way, 


"Tis ſcarce a virtue when you molt excel. 


Though tweet * 9 graceful i 1s your 
mien, 


In throngs, not conſcious of thoſe eyes that gaze 
In wonder fix d, though reſolute to pleaf::; 


The world's vour glory s witne's, not its cauſe; 
That lies be „ ond the limits ot the day, 


Angels heholl it, and their God obey. 


Y ou take delight iu others excellence; 
A gift, Wich Nature rarely does Apen 'Y 
OI all that breathe 'tis you, perhaps, alone 
V. ould be well pleas'd to tec yourtelf outdone. 
You with not thoſe, who thew your name reſpact. 
So little worth, as might excuſe neglect; | 


* 


You with your country's good; that told fo well 
Your powers are known, th' event | need not tell. 
When Neflor froke, none aſk'd if he prevail'd; 
That pod of fweet perſuaſion never fail'd ; 

And ſuch great fame had Hlector's valour wrovoit 
"to meant he conqucr'd, only ſaid he ſought. = 
When youu, my lord, to ſylvan ſcenes retreat, 

No crouds around tor pleaſure, or for tate, 

You are not caſt upon a ſtranger land, 


Nor are you by receiv*d example taught, 
In toys to ſhun thr diſcipline of thought; 
But uncontin'd by bounds of time and place, 
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Converſe with thoſe the delyge ſwept away, 
Or thote whote midnight is Britannia's day. 
Books not fo much in form, as give conten* 
To thoſe ideas your own thaughts pre tent; 
Your only gain trom turning volumes "Ur, 


15 Un, Hog eauſe to like youriclt the moe : 


In Greeran ages you arc only taught 

With more reipecti to value your own thought ; 

Great Tully grew immortal, while he drew 

Thoſe precepts we behold alive in you ; 

Your life is to achufled to their ſchools, = 

It makes that hiſtory they meant for rules. 

Wl:zt joy, & nat pleaſing trantport, mutt rite 

Within your breatts and liſt you to the tkies, 

| When in cach larncd page that you anfold, | 

You find tome pait of your own conduct told! 
So pleas'd, and io turpris'd, /fincas Hood, 

And tuch triumphant raptures hr'd his blood, 

When far from Trojan thores the hero ſpy 4 

Ris ſtory ihining {oith in all its pride; 

Admir'd himiclt, and ſaw his actions aud 

| The praite and worder of a toreign land, | 
He knows not halt his being, who's contin'd _ 

In converſe, and reflection on mankind : 

Your foul, which underſtands her charter well, 

 Didains impriton'd by thoſe ſkies to ducil; 

| Ranges Eternity witkout the leave | 

Of death, nor waits the paſſage of the grave. 

When pains eternal, and etcrnal bliſs, 


mils, 
In heavenly numbers. you vour < ind ak 
And for your e»te to deathk is fame deicer d. 


| Ye kings! would ye true greatvets underttarid, 


Read Seneca grown rich in Granville 's hand *. 
| Behold the "olories of your life complcat ! 
Still at a flow, and permanently great; | 
New moments ſhed new pleatares as they fly, 
And vet vour greateit is, that you mull dic. 

4 hus Anna faw, and raited you to the icat 
of hononr, and confets'd ber tervant great ; 


Confetsd, not made him ſuch ; for tauhtui Fame 
| Her trumpet fu eld long lince with Cianvill. O 


Though you in ay the title wear, 

Your name thall be the title of your heir; 

| Farther tl an ermin make his glory known, 
And caſt in ſhades tbe favour of a throne. 


From threnes the beam of high diſtinction ſpringsʒ 


The ſoul's endowment from the King of 8 
Lo! one great day calls forth ten mighty e 
produce ten Gran ville's in five thoufand ycars; 
Inna, be thou content to fix the fate 


| Of various kingdoms, and control the great 


But O! to bid thy Granville brigiv'=r line ! 


Jo him that great prerogative retign, 


Who the ſun's heiglit can raite at pla fore h. ber, 
His lamp illumine, ſet his flames on ite, 

| Yet ſtill one Llifs, one glory, I forbear, 

A darling friend whom near your heart you y 4 
That lovely youth, my lord, whom you uſt Dla. 
That 18 * thus familiar with your name, 


, 2 bis 22 $ Tragedy intitl:d © Heroic Live. 


You Gavole cempauious frem all human raw; | 


YourGe 


Bis 


When theſe high cares — * thoughts Sb :- 


= þ 
— 


_ Death kind to thee, but ah ! to thee _ 


Wuen firſt injorm'd of his approaching fate; 
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He's friendly, oren, in his eonduct nice, 
Nor terve thele virtues to atone for vice: 
Vice he has none, or ſuch as none with leſs, 
But friends indeed, good-nature in exceſs. 
You cannot buaſt the merit of a choice, | 
In mat ing Inm your own, tu as nature's voice, 
Which call'd too loud by man to be withitood, 
Pleading a ty, far nearer than of blood; 
Similitude of manners, ſuch a mind, 

As makes you leſs the wonder of mankind. 
Such cafe his common converſe recommends, 
As he ner felt a paſſion, but his friend's; 
Yet xd his principles, beyond the force 
Of all beneath the fun, to bend his courſe . 
Thus the tall cedar, beautiful and fair, 


Flatters the motions of the wanton air; : 
Kalutes each patling breeze with head reclin'd; 


The pliant bran. hes dance in every wind: 
But fix'd the ſtem her upright ſtate maintains, 


J — And all the fury of the North diſdains. 
How are you blefs'd in ſuch a matchleſs friend! 


Alis! with me che joys of friendihip end; 

O Hairifoa ! 1 muſt, Iwill complain; 
Tears ſooth the ſouPs diſtreſs, though ſhed in vain ; 
Nidft thou return, and bleſs thy native ſhore 
With welcome peace, and is my friend no more? 
Thy taſk was early done, and I muſt own 


But tis in me a vanity to mourn, 
The ſorrows of the great thy tomb adorn; 
Strufford and Bolingbroke the laſs perceive, 


They gyieve, and make thee envy'd in thy - a I 


With aching heart, and a foreboding mind, 
1 night to day in painful journey join'd, | 


But reach'd the partner of my foul too late: 
Tas paſt, his cheek was cold, that tuneful | 


tongue, 
Which lis charme:! with itz melodious ſong, 
Now b:ingniſt'd, wanted firength to teak his 
| pan, | 
Scarce raid a feeble grean, and funk again: 
art of life, in which he bore a part, 
"mY ot ike an arrow through my bleeding heart. 
ro what ferr'd all his promis'd wealth and | 
e 
Tut more to load that we unhappy hour 2 
Vet {till prevail'd the greatnets of his mind; 
Vat, not in health, or life itſelf confin'd, 
Felt through his mortal pangs Bricannia's peace, 
Mounted to joy, and finil'd in death's embrace. 
His fpigt now juſt ready to reſign, 
Xo longer now his own, no longer mine, 


11 £4.05 my * his ſwimming exe-balls 


ro!}, 

xy hand hie Pass and enter in my foul ; 
Then with a groan f uppord me, 0 i beware 
Or holding worth, however gicat, too Gear Te. 


3 Lcriſeig 5 Nabe, 1e Ordevs. 
YouxG, 


12 The Author as * bererils that wal ingeniaus gene | 


aun, Ar. 


| IF ill. im Harriſon, Fellow of N 
Felge, Orran—Y 11 0, See more bon uf 
Gens of Bin 17, 4 F. 


„n to Sroiſt. þ 


Enjoy the 


Pardon, my lord, the privilege of grief, 
That in untimely freedom ſeeks relief ; 
To better fate your love | recommend, 


1O! may you never loſe ſo dear a friend! 


May — interrupt your happy hours ; 
bleſſings peace on Europe ſnowers : 

Nor yet diſdain thoſe blefſings to adorn ; 

To make the Muſe immortal, you was bor n. 

Sing; and in lateſt time, when ſtory's dark, 

This period your ſurviving fame ſhall mark; 


save from the gulph of years this glorious age, 


72 thus illuſtrate their hiſtorian's page. 
The crown of Spain in doubtful balance . | 


| | And Anna Britain ſway'd, when Granville fy 


That noted year Europa ſheath'd her ſword, 
| Yoni this * man was firit ſaluted lord, 
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MR. POPE. 


- CONCERNING 


--þ THE AUTHORS OF THE AGE, 


MDCCXXX. 


future wood, 


: Or turn the volumes of the wiſe aud good, 


Our ſenate meets; at parties, parties bawl, 
And pamphlets ſtun the ſtreets, and load the gall; | 


| | 80 ruſhing tides bring things obſcene to light, 
_ | Foul wrecks emerge, and dead dogs ſwim in Gght; 


The civil torrent foams, the tumult reigns, 


Letters, Eſſays, Sock, Buſkin, Satire, __ 
And all the Garret thunders on the throng ! 
| 0 Pope ! I burſt; nor can, nor will, ks . 


} Truce, truce, ye Vandals! my tormented ear 
Leſs dreads a pillory than a pamphleteer ; 


 Shan' tl Cats vengeance in my power? 
For who can write the true abſurd like me ?— 
Thy pardon, Codrrs! who, I mean, but thee ? ? 


|} Pope! if like mine, or Codrus', were thy flyle, 


The blood of vipers had not ſtain d thy file; 


Merit leſs folid, leſs deſpite bad bred; 


| They had not bit, and then they had not bd. 
| Fame is a public miſtreſs, none enjoys, 

| But, more or leſs, his rival's peace deſtroys ; 
With ame, in juſt proportion, envy grows; 
The man that makes à character, — 4 on faes 2 
Slight, pee iſh inſecis round a genius riſe, 

As a bright day awakes the world of flies; 


| With hearty malice, but with feeble wing, 


| bas ſhe v mer live) they flutter, and they ſting : 


LST you at Twickenham plan the 


And Codrus* proſe works up, and Lico's ſtrains. 
Lo! what from cellars riſe, what ruſh. From bib, | 
| Where ſpeculation roaſted near the ſky; | 


I'll write; let others, in their turn, complain: 


I've heard myſelf to death ; and, phgud each 


1 


Rich, poor, male, female, young, old, gay, or fad ; 
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But as by . waſps proclaim 

"The faĩreſt fruit, fo theſe the faireſt fame. 
Shall we not cenſure all the motley train, 

Whether with ale irri or champaign? 

Whether they tread the vale of , or climb, 

And whet their appetites vn cliffs of rhyme ; 
The college floven, or embroider'd ſpark ; 

The purple prelate, or the pariſh clerk ; Z 

The quiet Quidnunc, or demandin £ prig 

The plaintiff Tory, or detendant V "ry 5 


Whether extremely witty, or quite mad 

Profoundly dull, or ſhallowly polite ; 

Men that read well, or men that only write z 

| Whether peers, porters, tay lors, tune the reeds, 

And meaſuring words to meaſuring ſhapes ſuc» | 

ceeds; 

For bankrupts write, when ruin'd ſhops are ſhut, 

As magpos crawl from out a periſh'd nut. 

His hammer this, and that his trowel quits, 

And, wanting ſenſe for tradeſmen, ſerve for wits. 

By thriving men ſubſiſts each other trade; 

Of every broken craft a writer's mad. 

Thus his material, Paper, takes its birth | 
From. tatter'd rags of all the ſtuff on earth, 

Hail, fruitful jfe to thee alone belong 
_ Millions of wits, and brokers in old ſong; 

Thee well a land of liberty we name, 

| Where all are free to ſcandal and to ſhame ; 
Thy _ by print, may ſet their hearts at caſe, 
| And be mankind 8 contempt, whene'er wy 


| Like — filth, their vile and abject a 
ls unperceiv'd, but when it gives oſſence: 
This heavy proſe our injur'd reaſon tires; 
Their verſe immortal kindles looſe deſires: 
Our age they puzzle, and corrupt our prime, 
Our ſport and pity, puniſhment and crime. 
| What glorious motives urge our Authors on, 
Thus to undo, and thus to be undone | 
One loſes his eſtate, and down he fits, 
To fhew (in vain !) he ſtill retains his wits : 
Another marries, and his dear proves keen; 
He writes as an Hypnotic for the ſpleen: 
Some write, confia'd by phyſic ; fome, by debt: 


Some, for tis Sunday; ſome, ſome becauſe tis > 

EY There 's ten editions f his old Jac 4 REY | : 
Theſe, nature's communurs, who want a home, 
| Claim the wide world for their majeftic Gone; = 


b Sans - 
| Throug h piavate pique ſome do the publ: c right, 
And — their king and country out of ſpight: * 
Another writes becauſe his farher writ, | 
And proves himſelf a baſtard by his wit. 
Has Lico learning, humour, thougut proſound? 
Neither: why write then? He wants twenty 
pound: _ 
His belly, not his brains, this impulſe g give: 
He 'll grow immortal; for he cannot live : 
He rubs his awful front, and takes his . 
With no proviſion made, bur of his tlieme; 
Perhaps a title has his fancy ſmit, 
Or a quaint motto, which he thinks has wit : 
He . __ in inſpiration puts his truſt, 


lene - wrong his thoughts, the gods vill make | 


juſt; 
Genius diregly from the gods deſcends, 


1 . r 
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Thus having reafon'd with b ill, 
In immortality he dips his quill : 


And, fince blank paper is deny'd the preſs, 


He mingles the whole alphabet by gueſs : 

In various ſets, which various words compoſe, 

Of which, he hopes, mankind the meaning 
knows. | 


| 80 ſounds ſpontaneous from the Sibyl broke, 


| Dark to herſelf the wonders which the ſpoke 


The prieſts found out the meaning, if they coull; 

And nations ſtar d at what none ande: ſtood. 
Clodio dreſs' d, danc'd, drags, viſited, (the 

| whole 

And great concern of an immortal foul !) 

Oft have I faid, © Awake! exift ! and ſtrive 

For birth! nor think to loiter is to live!“ 

As oft I overheard the dimer far, 

Who daily met the loiterer in his war, 

«© Pl meet thee youth, at White's * the youth 

Wh 

« PII mect thee there, and falls his factifice ; ; 

His for une ſquander' d, leaves Eis virtue bare 

To every bribe, and blind to every ſnare ; 

Clodio for bread his indolence mult quit, 

Or turn a foldier, or commence a wits. 


How muſt Spain tremble, and the German 


b | ſhake! 
Such writers have we ! all. but ſenſe, they print; 
Ev'n George's praiſe is dated from the Mint. 2 


In arms contemptible, in arts profane, 


reign. 
Reform your lives before you thus a1 ire, 
And ſteal (fer you cen feat } cœleſtial tire, 
O! the juſt contraſt! O] the beautcous ſhife ! 
*T wixt their cool writings, and ;indaric Vfe ; 


fire; 


| They cheat the lender, and their works the bay er. 
| | | I reverence misfortune, not deride 53 
| pity poverty, but laugh at pride: 


Tor who ſo fad, but muſt tome micth confels 
At gay Caſtruchio' s miſccllanecus dcs? 


_—_ xrote, 


They make a private ſtudy of the ftreet ; 
Ang, louking full on every inan . v meet, 
Run ſouſe againſt his chaps; 
To find they did not tee, . ouly 82 d. 
low muſt theſe bars be rapt inte ie nies? 
You need not vent, you feet your exit; :fies. 

Will they pertilt ? "Vis mudnucis 5 I. iu. tor, "vn, 
See — contin'd—® O, that 's aheady debe.“ 


| loſt, as by lealcs, by the works they print, 


Have took, for lite, poſle on of the Mint. 
If you miſtake, and pity tiicſe poor men, 
Eulalia, they cry, and write again. 
Such wits their nuilance manfully expoſe, 
| And then pronounce juſt judges learning s foes; 


O frail concluſion; the reverſe is true; 


it fe. 0 lcaraing they «1 be b to von: 


| 208 ho — diſtruſt — 


— 1 


Such heroes nave we! all, but life, they lake © 


Such ſwords, tuch pens, ditgrace a monarch 


| They write with phlegm, bur then they hve with 55 


PP 2 


Though there 's but one of the dull works be ; 


„ ſtands ana 4 


| a — 5 CER 


—— 
þ — 


— 


7 — 
= 


— — — — — — 


| 


Wiite they with rage? The tempeſt _] 


And weed the cock 
There's true good-nature in your diiccipect; 
In juſtice to the good, the bad neglect: 


40S 


Treat them, ye judges ! with an honeſt ſcorn, 


from tlic generous cot u: 


For immortality, if hardthips plead, 

It is not theirs who write, but ours who read. 
But, O! what wiſdom can convince a fool, 

But that tis dulnets to conceive him dull? 

* Dis fav experience takes the centor's p rt, 


Con- iection, not trom reaſon, Lat hom {ſmarts 


A virgin- author, recent from the press, 


The ſhects yet we?, applands his great ſueceſs; 
Surveys them, nals them, takes their charms 


to bed, | MK 
Thofe in his hand, and glory in his head: 
*Tis joy dao great; a fever uf delight 5 


His heart beats thick, nor cloie his ey es all night: 


Bur, riüng the next moin to au his tame, 
He huds that without flecping he coul dream: 
So {parks, they fav, take 20 de les to hed, 
And hnd next day the devil in their lead. 

In vain advertiſements the town verſpicad ; 
hey 're epitaphs, and fav the work is deal. 


oo * ho preſs tor fame, but ſmall recruits will raiſe ; 


off * iS Poiunteers alone Can give the bays. 
A famous author viſits a great men, 
Of his Immortal work dit plays the phin, 
And ſay s, „Sir, l'm your triend; all fears dit- 
mis; 


&* Your glory, and my own, ſhall live by this ; 


* Your. power. is tixt, your fame tluough time 


CONVEY 1 
* * And Britain F arop; 05 Que n —ix I ain paid.“ 
\ Stateſman has his anſuci in a trice; | 
Sir, ſuch a genius is beyon d all 1 - 
+ Wit man can pay for this 2” way he turns: 


THis work is tolded. and his TS burns: 


s patron he will p:tronize no more; 
gut mines he a tempeſt got of door. 
| uit is the patriot, aud extinct his name! 


Jui comes the piece, anouur, and the {ame ; : 
For A, his magic pen evokes an O, 


And tures ths tide of Europe on the for 2 

Ic rams his 4ull with ſcandal and with ſeat; | 
ut *tis fo very foul, it woii't go off; | 
breadtul Eis thunder, white unprinted, roar ; 
But, when once publiſh d, 
| niere. 

Thus diſtant buohears fright, but, nearer draw, 


awe. 
Can thoſe oblige, whoſe heads and hearts are 
lach? | 
Ng; every party tainted by their touch. 
Infected perions ſiy each publie place 
And none, or encmies alone, —— : 


Yo the foul fiend their every paſſion 's ſold: 


They love, and hate, extempore, for gold: 
"hat image of thei: fury can we form? 
lnefs and rage, a puddle in a ſtorm. | 
i: oft they in peace ? If you are pleas'd to buy, 
T's ſwell your fuls, like Lapland winds they fly: 


* 


flags; 


A gese- lyfcs tawgs tem with his bags; 


What knot can hind him, his evaiton ſach ?. 


they are heard no 
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Let him be what he will, Turk, Pagan, Tew 
| For Uhriltian miniſters of ſtate arc tow. 
Behind the curtain lurks the fountain bead, 


| That pours his politics through pipes of lead ; 


Whilſt far and near cjaculate, and ſpout 


ober tea and coffee, poiton to the rout : 


But when they have be fpatter'd all they may, 


| The ſtatetman throws his filthy [quirts away! 


With golden forceps, theſe, anotner takes, 

And ſtate elixirs of the vipers makes. 

| The rial Itateſman wants wherewith to pey 
A tervile ſycophant, ir well they weigh 

How much it coſts the wretch to be fo baſe ; 

Nor can the greateft powers enough 4i/rrace, 

Enough ie, inch proſtitute applauſe, 


cauſe. 
But are our writers ever in u the wrong? 

Does virtue ne'er ſeduce the venal tongue ? 
Yes; if well brib il, for virtuc's felt they fight ; 


| rigilt: 

| Whor'cr their crimes for intereſt only quit, 
Sin on in vv tue, and good deeds commit. 
TNouglit but inconitancy Britannia meets, 
And biken faith ia their ahandon'd ſheets ; 


| | From the fame hand how rarious is the page! ? 


What civil war their brother pamphlets wage! 

Tracts battle wall, felf=contradiCtions glare; 

Say, is this lunacy Il wiſh it were. 

Ik iuch our writers, ſtartled at the ſight, 

Ir eions may bleſs their ſtars they cannot write! 
How ;uttly Proteus” tranſwigrations fit 

broe monſtrous chanyes of a modern wit! 

Now ſuch a gentle ffrcaiz of cloquence 

As ſeldom ries to the verge of ferie; 

Now, by mad rige, trans: .orm'd into a flime, 

u ich yet fit eppines, well apply *d, can tame; 

Now, on immodelt traſh, the ſine olſceue 

luvites the tod n to ſap at D:ury-lane ; 

A dreadful lian, now he roars at power, 

Which feuds him to his rothers at the Tower; 

"He 's now arent, and his double tongue 

Salutes, nay licks, the feet of thoſe he ſtung; 


©? 


One knot he well deſerves, which might do much. 


| Thote kveſold monlters, modern zuthors mal: 


bred, | 
When the breir 's perifled 4 in a human head. 


things, 


1 Made up af venom, volumes, deins, and ſtings! 
Thrown from the Tree of Knowledge, like * 


curſt 
To ſcribble in the duſt, was Snake the fiſt. 
What if the figure hould in faci you true ? 
It did in Elkenah *, why not in you ? 
{Poor Elkenah, all other changes paſt, 
For bread in Smithfield 4 agns hiſt at laſt, 
Spit ſtreams of hre to make the butchers gape. 
And found his manners ſui. ed to his ape: 5 


Saul, ths city her. 


r well they weigh how much it ſtains their 


| Still in the wrong, though champions — the 


The flood, flame, fine, the lion, and the ſuake, 7 


The Snake reigns molt, gon, Pliny fay * ale 
The bluck's a block, aud turns to mirth your | 


Ye grovciling, trodden, , ſtript, turncoat 


1 qd. a co 


— 


w —— * 
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So lis'd your Prototype; and jo he dy'd. 


Flaſtens to paper for our mirth again: 
Too ſoon (O merry-melanchaly fate!) 
| Tes beg in rhyme, and uarble throngh a grate: 


And, though full conſcious of his injar%d purſe, | 
Lintot relents, nor Curll can with them worſe. 

$0 fare the men, who writers dare commence 

Without their patent, probity and ſente. 


Witch heavy, 
Ram their coarſe nonſenſe down, though ne er 


— — — 


YOUNG'S POEMS. 


Pach is the fate of talents mim̃pply'd; | 
9 
Th abandon'd manners of our writing train 

ay tempt mankind to think religion vain ; 
But in their fate, their habit, and their mien, 
That gods there ate is eminently ſeen ; 


Heav'n ſtands adſolv'd by vengeance on their pen, | 


And marks the murderers of fame from men : 


Through meagre jaws they draw their venal | 


breath, 


As ghaſtly as their brothers in Macketh : 


Their feet through faithleſs leather meet the dirt, 
And oftener chang'd their principles than ſhirt. 
The tranſient veſtments of theſe frugal men, 


e man lampoonꝰ d forgets it at the üghi; 


The friend through pity gives, the foe through 
ſpite; 


— 


From theſe, their politics our Quidnunes ſeek, 


| And Saturday *s the learning of the week : 


Theſe labourin ing) wits, like paviours, mend our ways, 
uge, repeated, flat eſſays; 


ſo dull; 


And hem at every thump upon your ſcull: 
Tuc ſtaunch- bred writing hounds begin the err, 
And honeſt folly echoes to the „ 
O how | laugh, when la man ſee, 


Thanking a villain for his 7 rity / 
Who ſtretches ont a moſt reſpcctful ear, 


With fnares for woodcocks in his holy leer: 


it tickles through my ſoul to hear the cock's 
Sincere encomium on his friend the fox, 
Sole patron of his liberties ant rights / 


Whil gracelets Reynard liſtens till he bites. 
As, when the trumpct ſounds, thy o*rioadec i 


ſlate 


Diſcharges all her aer and proflivate ; 
+: -Cvines of ail kinds difhonon*? weapons wield, 
_ And |'riſons pour their filth into the field; 


Thus nature's refuſe, and the dregs of men, 


_ Compoſe the black miliiia of the gen. 4 


EPISTLE s 3 


FROM. oxronp. | 


LL write at Lads: hall the rage abate 
| Here, where it molt ſhould ſhine, the 
Muſes' feet ? 
W here, mortai, or immortal, as they pleale, | 
The learn'd may chuſe eternity or ealc ? 
Has not a . Royal Patron willy ſtrove 
To woo the Mut: in he Athenian grove ? 


Added new (rings to her harmonious ihell, 


And given new tongues to thoſe who ſpoke ſo 


well ? 
» King George 4 
vor. vin, T King 8. a 


* 


- Some needfut precepts how to dor ite, aud live- 


Wich whom would you conſult to gain the hays ? 


With thoſe great authors whole fam'd works you bd 
read ? | | 1 
Tis well: go, then, conſult the laurel'd ſhade, wi 

What antucr will the laurel'd ſhade return? * | 
Hear it, and tremble! he commands you burn 


That boaſt of nough: more excellent than wil. = 


| (Revers'd ambition 1) pant to be forget. 


| 3 F 
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Let o/c inſtruct, with truth's Iluſtrious ray, 
Awake the world. and fcare our ow!s away. 
Mean while, O friend! indulge me, if | give. 


Serious ſhould be an anthor's final views; 

Who write for pure amuſement, ne%r amuſe. 
An Author! Tis a venerable name! 

Ho few deſerve it, and what numbers claim 

Unbleſt with ſenſe abore their peers reſin'd, 

Who ſhall! ſtand up, Jiafatcrs to mankind ? 

| Nay, who dare Hine, if not in virtue — 

That ſole proprietor of juſt applauſe? | 
Ye reſtleſs men, «ho pant for kticr'd praiſe. 


0 — 


3 


. '1 
[1 f 
3 * 


The nablell works his envy'd genius writ, 


It this be true, as tis a truth moſt dread, 
Woe to the page which has not 16.5 to plcad ! 
Fontaine and Chaucer, dying, wiſnh'd unwrote 
The ſprightlieſt cHorts of their wanton thought : ry 
 Sidncy and Waller, brighteſt ſons of fame, 4 
Condemn the cha: m of ages to the flame: | 
And in onc point is all true um —_— | 160 
Lo think 14 early we muſt think at ls. 

Immo tal wits, ev'n dad, break nature's > foun, 
injurious (till to virtue's ſacred cauſe; 
And their guilt growing, as their bodies rot, 


« - 
-— —— 
— — — 
- — - * 


Tims ends your courted fue : does lucre then, | 
The facred thirſt of geld, betray your pen? 2 : | 
ln proſe tis blameable, in verſe dis worſe, „„ bl 
| Provokes the Mule, extorts Apollo's curſe; 5 4 
His ſacred influence never ihould be fold; 4 
| "Tis arravt fiorony to ling for gold: | L 
is immortality ſhould 1 re your wind; . pens | 
| Scorn a leſs paymaſter than 20 mankind. re E7 
k biibes ye ſerk, know this, ye writing tribe * L 

Who writes for virtue has the largeſt bribe : 

All 's onthe party of the virtuous man; xl 
The good will ſurely ſerve him, if they —_— 


| | The bad, when intereſt or ambition guide, 


Aud tis at once their intere/! and their pride - 

But ſhould both fail to take him to their care, 
He beaſts a greater friend, and both may ſpare. | 

| Letters to man uncommon light ditpenſe ; | 
And what is virtue, but faperior ſenſe ? 


I In parts and learning ye who place your pride, 
ur faults are crimes, your crimes are 3 


dy'd. 
What is nd of the firſt renown, _ J | 
| But 1:ttcr'd knaves, and atheijfts in a gown ? —_— 
"1 is harder far to pleaſe than give offence; 
The leaſt miſconduct damns the brighted fer  '- _ 
Each ſhallow pate, that cannot read yovy name, 4 | 4d 
Can read your life, and will be proud to blame. 5 b 


Flagitiaus manners make impreſſions deep 


On thoſe that o'er a page of Milton fleep : 
Nor in their dulneſs thirk to fave your ſhame, 


True, theſe ave fools; but wits men "OP the 
ſame, 


wv; its 


Should date aſk public audience of mankind. 
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_ Wits are a deſpicable race of men, 
If they confine their talents to the pen; 
When the man ſhocks us, while the writer ſhines, | 
Our tcorn in life, our envy in his lines. 

Yet, proud of parts, with prudence ſome diſpenſe, 
And play the fool, becauſe they're men of lenſe. 
What inſtances bleed recent in each thought, 

Of men to ruin by their genius brought! 
Againſt their wills what numbers ruin ſhun, 
Purely through want of wit to be undone ? 
Nature has ſhewn, by making it ſo rare, 
That vs a jewel which we need not wear. 
Of plain ſound /enſe life's current coin is made; 

With that we drive the moſt fubſtantial trade. 
Prudence protects and guides us, wit betrays ; 
A ſplendid fource of ill ten thouſand ways; 

A certain ſnare to miſeries immenſe ; | 
A gay prerogative from common ſenſe ; 

_ Unleſs ſtrong judgment that wild thing can tame, 
And break to paths of virtue and of fame. 
But grant your judgment equal to the beſt, 

Senſe fils your head, and genius fires your breaſt; 
Yet ſtill forbear: your wit (conſider well) 
.*Tis great to ſhew, but greater to corceal ; 

As it is great to ſeize the golden prize 
Of place or power; but greater to deſpiſe. 
Il ſtill you languiſh for an author's name, 

Think private merit leſs than public fame, 
And fancy not to write is not to live; 
Deſerre, and take, the great prerogative. 5 

But ponder what it is; how dear twill colt, 
Jo write one page which you may juſtly booſt. | 


And for their ſtipend an immortal fame: 
Nothing but what is folid or refin'd, 


Severely weigh your learning and your wit: 
Keep down your pride by what is nobly writ; 
No writer, fam d in your own way, paſs o'er; 
Nuch truſt example, but reflexion more: | 
More had the antients writ, ay more had 
„ 
Which ſhews ſome work let for modern 
_ thought. 
This weigh'd i know; and, "SAY 
Toil, burn for that; but do not aim at more; 
Above, beneath it, the juſt limits fix; 
And ⁊ealouſly prefer four lines to fix. 


Write and re-write, blot out, and write again, | 


And for its tei ſs ne'er applaud your pen. 
Leave to the jockeys that Newmarket praiic, 
_ Slow runs the Pegaſus that wins the bays. 
Much time for memertalit y to pay, | 
Is juſt and wife; for le is thrown away. 
Time only can mature the labouring brain; 
Time is the father, and the midwite gain: 
The ſame good ſenſe that makes a man excel, 
still makes him doubt he ner has written well. 
Downright impoſlibilities they fee ; 
What man can be immortal in a werk? 
Excuie no fault ; ; though beauritul, 
harm; 


One fault luocks more than twenty beauties charm. 


' will 


| 


| 


| 


| 
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| Our age demands . Addiſon 
And you this commendable burt have done. 
Now writers find, as once Achilles found, 
The whole is mortal, if a part's unſound. 
He that Atriles out, and ſtrikes not out the beft, 
Pours luſtre in, and dignifies the reſt. 
Give e'er ſo little, if what's right be there, 
We praiſe for what you burn, and what you ſpare: 
The part you burn, ſmells ſweet before the ſhrine, 
And is as incenſe to the part divine. 
Nor frequent write, though you can do it well: 
Men may too oft, though not too much, excel. 
A few good works gain fame, more unk their 
price; 7 
Mankind are fickle, and hate paying twice: 
They granted you writ well, what can they more, 
Unleſs ycu let them praiſe for giving o'er ? 
Do boldly what you do; and let your page 
Smile, if it imiles, and it it rages, rage. 
So faintly Lucius cenſures and commende, 


| That Lucius has no foes, except his friends. 


Let ſatire leſs engage you than applauſe : 


| It ſhews a generous mind to wink at flaws : 


ls genius yours? Be yours a glerious end, 

Be your tings, country's, truth? s, religions friend + 
The public glory by your own beget; 

Run nations, run poſterity, in debt. 

And fince the fam'd alone make others lire, 


| bo Firſt have that glory you preſume to give. 
II fatire charms, ſtrike — but _ the 


mans - -- 


6 Tis dull to be as witty as you can. 
| Senſe may be good, yet not deſerve the preſs; | Satire recoils whenever charg'd too pigb; 3 
* Who write, an awful character profeſs; | 


Ihe world as pupil of their witdom chin. | 


| | Round your own fame the fatal ſplinters fly. 
| As the ſott plume gives ſwiftneſs to the dart, 


Good- breeding ſends the ſatire to the heart. 


Petaults in thoſe alone ſbould give offence ! 


| Who ſtrikes the ferjon, pleads | his innocence. 


My nartow- minded fatire can't extend 
To Codrus” form ; 
Himſelf thould publiſh that (the world agree) | 
Before his works, or in the pillory. _ 

Let him be black, fair, tall, ſhort, thin, or at, 
Dirty or clean, | | find no thawe | in that. 
Is that call'd humour? It has this pretence, 
is neither virtue, breeding, w wit or ſcenic. 
Unleſs you boaſt the genius of a Swift, 
Beware of humour, the dull rogue's laft ſift. 


They're duplicates, and twenty are but one. 


Mens manners o'er, and half your volumes burn; 
To nurſe with quick reflection be your ſtrife, 


lite; 
When moſt unſought, ſuch inſpirations riſe, 
Slighted by fools, and cherith'd by the wite : 
Expect peculiar fame from theſe alone; 


Lite, like their bibles, coolly men turn oer; 


Hencs unexperienc'd children of threeſcore. 


| Painters and ſurgeons may the fruHure ſcanz ES. 
Genine and morals de with you the man : | 


I'm not ſo much his Wi: "3% 


Can others write like you? Your talk give o er, 
| *'Tis printing what was publiſh'd long before. 
| Tf nought pecvliar through your Jabuurs run, 


1 


Think frequently, think cloſe, read nature, turn 


Thoughts born from preſent objects, warm from 59 


Their make an author, theſe are all your own. | 


Tree 


| 


Clear be the Kyle, the very ſound of force, 


Live up to the full luſtre of your lines: 
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True, A as all men 
dream ; 

And if they ſlightly think, tis much the ſame. 
Letters admit wot of a 2 3 | 

They give you netbiag, or they give a crown, 

No work e'er gain'd tue fame, or ever can, | 

But what did honor to the uame of man. 
Weighty the ſulject, cogent the di tſcourſe, 


Eaſy the conduct, ſimple the de fron, 


_ Striking the zroral, and the ſoul divine: 
Loet nature art, and judgment wit, exceed; 


O'er learning 1eaton rein; o'er that, your 
Creed : | 


Thus ine ſeeds, at once, and laurel*s, grow; 
Do thus, and rite a Pope, or a P=ſpreau : 


And when your genius exquilitely ſhines, 


Parts but expoſc thoſe men who virtue quit; 
A fallen angel is a fallen wit; | 
And they plead Lucifer's deteſted cauſe, 


Who for bare talents challenge our applauſe. 


Sure, next to writing, the molt idle thing 
Is gravely to harangne on what we üng. 


To wound immortals, or to * the y TY 


Of twenty pamphlets level'd at my head, 
Thus have I forg'd a buckler in my brain, 
Of recent form, to ſerve me this campaign ; 

And ſafely hope to quit the dreadful field 


' Unleſs dire Codrgs rouſes to the fray 


Would you reſtore juſt honours, to the pen? 
From able writers riſe to worthy men. 
Who's this with nonſenſe, nonſenſe would | 


<< reſtrain ? 
„Who 's this (chey cry) ſo vainly ſchools the 


« yain ? 


« Who damns our traſh, with ſo much traſh re- 


« plete ? 


« As, three ells round, huge Cheyne rails at | 


« meat? 


Shall I with Bavius then my voice ck. 


And challenge all mankind to find one fault ? 2 
With huge 
And darken reafon with dogmatic rage? 

As if, ene tedious volume writ in rhyme, 


examens overwhelm my page, 
In proſe a duller could excuſe the crime ? 


At that tribunal ſtands the writing tribe, 


Which nothing can intimidate or bribe. 
. is hs Judge 3 Time has nor friend nor 


2 Falſe 46 muſt ad and the true wil grow. 


Armed with this truth, all critics I defy ; ; 


For if I fall, by my own pen I die: 
: While faaclers ſtrive with proud but fruitleſs 


pain, | 
| Sore preſt with danger, and in awful a” 


Delug'd with ink, and fleep behind my ſhield; 


In all his might, and damns me—for a day. 
As turns a flock of geeſe, and, on the green, 


Poke out their foolich necks in aukward tpleen, Ike race of men that follow courts, tis true, 


| Elin. zu they got; aud moe than all, their due; 
| | | Still 


(Ridiculous in rage !) to 5%, not bite, 


| Se war r their quills, when ſors of du!neſs writ 


Y 


— 


| 
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BY MR. DODDINGTON. 
AFTERWARDS LORD MELCOMBZE., 


« — Dax cenſet Amiculus, ut fo 


0 Cucus iter monjirare velit" | 3 
E ſtrength of genius, by experience 
taught, 


Gives thee to ſound the depths of human 


thought, 


I To trace the various workings of the mind, 
And rule the ſecret ſprings, t that rule mankiad ; 


(Rare gift!) vet, Walpole, wilt thou condercend 


| To liſten, if thy unexperienc'd friend 


Can aught of uſe impart, though void of fall, 
And win attention by ſincere gond-will; 


Fot friendſhip, ſometimes, want of parts ſupplies, 


The heart may furnith what the head denies. 
As when the rapid Rhone, o'er ewelling tides, 


To grace old Ocean's court, in triumpł. rides, 5 
rich his ſource, he drains 2 thouſand 


Thou 
prings, 

Nor ſcorns the tribute each ſmall als bri ings. 
So thou ſhalt, hence, abſorb each ſceble ray, 
Each dawn of meaning, in thy brighter day; 
Shalt like, or, where thou canſt not like, excuſe, 


Since no mean intereſt ſhall proſane th: Muſe, 
No malice, wrapt in truth's diſguiſe, oiend, 


Nor flattery taint the freedom of the friend. 
When firſt a generous mind ſurveys the great, 
And views the crowds that on their fortune wait 3 


| Plcas'd with the ſhow (though little underſtood) 
_ | He oaly fees the power, to do the good; 
| Thinks, till he tries, tis godlike to diſpoſe, 


And gtatitude ſtill ſprings, where bounty tows 3 
That every grant ſincere "atfeQtion wins, 
And where our wants have e:d, our love bakes : 


But thoſe who long the paths of ſtate have vod, 
Learn from the clamours of the murmuring 


.crowd, 


Which cramm'd, yet craving gil, their — 


beſicge, 


ſeris eaſier far to give, than to oblige. 


This of my conduct jeems the niceſt part, 
ſhe chief perfection of the ſtateſman's art, 
To give to fair aſſent a fairer face, = 
Or ſoften a refuſal into grace: 

But few there are that can be truly kind, 


| | Or know to fix their fayovrs on the mind; | 
Hence, ſome, whene'er they, would oblige, offend, 


And while they make the fortune, loſe the friend; 


For great men want not, wat to give, but how. 


1 


Still give, unthank'd ; ſtill fyrander, not beſtow ; 
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Still aſk, but ne'er conſult their own deſerts, 

And meaſure by their intereſt, not their parts: 
From this miitake ſo many men we ſee, 

But ill become the thing they wiſh'd to be; 

Hence diſcontent, and freth demands wile, 


More power, more favour in the great man's 


eyes; 


Al feel a want, though none the cauſe ſuſpects, 
But hate their patron, for their own defects; 


Such none can pleaſe, but who reforms their 


hearts, 


And, when he gives them places, gives them 


parts. 


As theſe o'erprize their worth, ſo ſure the great 


May fell their favcur at too Ss a rate; © 
When merit pines, white clamour is preferr'd, 
And long attachment waits among the herd; 

_ When no diftinetion, where diſtinction 's 1 | 
Marks from the many the ſupe:ior few; n 

M hen firong cabal conſtrains them to de juſt, 
Aud makes them give at laſt—becauſe they muſt; 


What hopes that men of ical worth ſhould prize, 


What neither friendſhip gives, nor merit buys ? 
The man who juſtly o'er the whole preſides, 


His well-weigh'd choice with wiſe atfeftion | 


guides 


Knows when to ſtop with grace, and when ad- 


Vance, | 

Nor gires through importunity or chance ; 1 

But thinks how little gratitude is ow'd, 
Vw hen favours are extorted, not beſtow*d 


Whey, fafe on ſhore ourſelres, we "re the 


ceroad 

Surround the great, importunate, and loud; 

Through ſuch a tumult, tis no eaſy taſk 

ao drive the man of rca' worth toaſky3 ; 

_ drrrovnded thus, and giddy with the ſhow, | 
Tis hard for great men, rip! tly to teftow ; 

Frem hence fo few are kill'a, in either caſe, 

Je aſk with dignity, or gire with grace. | 

Sometimes the great, ieduc'd by love of parts, 

_ Confvit om genius, aod neglect our hearts; 


Pleas'd with the — ſparks that genius 


flings, 
They lift us, towering on heir eagle 8 wings, 


lark out the flights by which themſelves begun, 


And teach our dazzled eyes to hear the ſun; 
Lill we ferget the hand that made us great, 
And grow to envy, nct to emulate : 

To emulate, a generous warmth implies, 

ro reach the virtues, that make great men r 

- _ envy wears 2 mean malignant face, | 

Ard aims not at their virtues—hut the ir Py 

Such to oblige, how vain is the pretence ! 

When every favour is a freſh offence, 

By w: ich ſuperior power is ſtill imply'd, 
And, wuile it helps their fortune, hurts their 
| pride. 

*lipht is the hate, neglect e er hardſhips breed; 

But thoſe who hate ſrom enxry, hate indeed. 

Since fo perplex'd the choice, whom ſhall 
we tiuſlt ” 

Yet! inks I hear thee ery—The brave and 50 
unn by no mean ſears or hopes control'd, 
"Ye ferves thee fiom offeCtion, uot for gold. 


| 
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We love the honeſt, and eſteem the brave, 
| IDeſpiſe the coxcomb, but deteſt the knave; 
No ſhew of parts the truly wiſe ſeduce, 
To think that knaves can be of real uſe. 
The man who contradicts the public voice, 
And flrives to dignify a worthleſs choice, 
| Attempts a taſk that on that choice reflects, 
And lends us light to point out new defects. 
One worthleſs man, that gains what he pretends, 
Diſguſts a thouſand unpretending friends: 
And fince no art can make a counterpaſs, 
Or add the weight of gold to mimic braſs, 
hen princes to bad ore their image join, | 
hey more debaſe the fiamp, than raite the coin, 
Be thine the care, true merit to reward, 


And gain the good—nor will that taſk be hard; 
| Souls form'd alike ſo quick by nature blend, 

An honeſt man is more than half thy friend, 
Him, no mean wu, or haſte to riſe, ſhall 


fway, 

Thy choice to ſully, or thy truſt betray : 
Ambition, here, ſhall at due diſtance ſtand ; 3 
Nor is wit dangerous in an honeſt hand: 
Beũdes, if failings at the bottom lie, 
We view thoſe failings with a lover's eye; 
Though ſmall his => let him do his deſt, 
Our wiſhes and belief ſupply the reſt. 

Let others barter ſervile faith for gold, 


| His irienditip is not to be bought or old * 
ierce oppoſition he, unmov'd, ſhall face, 


lodeſt in favour, daring in diſgrace, 
To ſhare thy adverſe fate alone, pretend; 


In power, a ſervant; out of power, a friend. 


Here pour thy favours in an ample fload, 
Indulge thy boundleſs thirſt of doing good: 
Nor thiak that good to him alone confin'd ; 
Such to oblige, is to oblige mankind. 
If thus thy mighty walter's ſteps thou trace 
*he Lrave to cherith, and the good to grace ; 
1 ng ſhalt thou ſtand from rage and faction free, 


Oi ſail a victim dangerous to the foe, 


blow; 


| While honour, * affection join 3 


To deck thy cloſe, aud brighten thy decline; 
plac'd, 


| With "friendlhip guarded, and with virtre red, 8 
In aweful zuin, like Rome?s ſenate, fall. 
1 2 The prey and worſhip of the wondering "Gaul. 


No doubt, to genius ſome reward is due, 
(Excluding that, were ſatirizing you; 
ut, yet, believe thy undeſigning friend, 
When truth and genius for thy choice N 


caſt, 


| Let probity be firſt, and parts the laſt. 


On theſe foundations if thou dar'ſt be great, 


Aud check the growth of folly and deceit; 
When party rage ſhall droop through length of 


days, 


And calumny be ripen'd into praiſe, 


Then future times ſhall to thy worth allow 


That fame, which envy would call flattery now. 


And teach us long to love the king, through thee + 


And make him tremble when * — the | 


 (Illuftrions doom ) the great, when thus «ie 


Though both have weight when in the balance 


oa „ 3 
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Thus far my zeal, though for the taſk unfit, 
Has pointed out the rocks where others ſplit ; 
By that iuſpir'd, though ſtranger to the Nine, 
And negligent of any tame—but thine, 
1 take the triendly, but ſuper fluous part; 
You act from t nature what I teach from art. 


| 


THE OLD MAN'S RELAPSE. 


VERSES OCCASIONED BY THE FOREGOING 


EPISTLE. 
&«& — Sofitss ſuſitat 3 Vino. 1 
5 . = % | 


FROM man's too curious and impatient ſight, | 
5 he future, heaven involves in thickeſt night, 
| Credit grey hairs : _ though freedom much we 
_  hoath, 
Some leaſt perform, what they determine moſt, 
What ſudden changes our reſolves betray ? ? 
 To-morrow is a fatire on to-day, 


And thews its weakneſs. Whom ſhall men . | 


lieve, 


| When conſtantly themſelves, themſelves FRF 


11. * 
Long had I bid my once-loy'd Muſe adieu ; 
. You warm old age; my paſũon burns anew. 
Ho ſweet your verſe ! how great your force of 
mind! 


5 What power of words what Kill in dark man- 


_ kind! 
Polite the conduct; generous the deſign ; | 
And beauty files, and ſt:ength ſuſtains, each line. 
Thus Mars and Venus arc, once more, beſet , 
| Fous wit has caught them in its golden net. 


__ 

| But he ſtrikes home with molt exalted — 
1s, haughiy genius taught to know its place; 

And, where worth thines, its — cieſt to 

8 bend, 

With zeal devoted to that go. ilike end. 
when we diſcern fo richa vein of ſenſe, 
Through the ſmooth flow of pureſ: cloquence ; 
*Tis lixc the limpid ſtreams of Tagus roll'd 
O'er boundleſs os o er Tg beds of 8e. 


But whence 0 Built d, io refin* 4 a piece? 
The tongue denies it to old Rome and Grerce; 
The Genius bids the moderns doubt their claim, 
And ſlowly take poſſeſſion of the fame. : 
But I nor know, nor care by whom 'twas writ, 
Encugh for me that tis from human wit, 
That ſooths my pride: all glory in the pen 

| huh Bas . honor to the race of men. 


But this 3 others "7 * 2 z ike zppbaule 
a ancient and a * modern Horace draus. 


| C Bute: 


POEMS. 


But they to glory by degrees aroſe, 
Meridian luſtre you, at once diſcloſe, 

'Tis continence of mind, unknown before, 
To write fo well, and yet to write no more. 
Mors bright renown can human nature claim, 
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Than to deſerve, and fly immortal fame ? 


VI, 


Next to the godlike praiſe of writing _ | 


is on that praiſe with juſt delight to dell. 


O, for ſome God my drooping foul to raiſe ! 
That l might imitate, as well as praiſe; 
For all commend : ev'n foes your fame confeſt; 


Nor would Auguſtus” age have priz d it leſs; 


An ape, whici: had not held its pride fo long, 
But for the want of fo compleat a long. 


VII. 


TA colden period ſhall from you commence : : 


Peace ſhall be ſign d "twixt wit and manly ſenſe; 
Whether your genius or your rank they view, 
The Muſes find their Halifax in you. 

Like him ſucceed! nor think my zral is ſhewn 


For you; 'tis Britain's intereſt, not your own, 


For lofty ſtations are but golden ſnares, 
Which tempt the great to "fall in love with cares. 


vm. 

would proceed, but age has chill'd my vein, 
Tas a ſhort fever, and I'm cool again. | 
| Though life I hate, methinks I could renew 


Fits talteleſs, painful courſe, to ſing of you. 


When ſuch the ſubject, who ſhall curb his flight? 
When ſuch your genius, who ſhall dare to write? 
In pure reſpect, I give my rhyming o'er, | 
And, to commend you moſt, commend no more. 


3 IX. | 
Adieu, ma er thou art! on death's pale coaſt | 
Fre long I ll talk thee o'er with Diyden's ghoſt; 
The bard will ſmile. A laſt, a long farewell ! 


AY _ | Henceforth I hide me in my duſky cell; 


There wait the friendly ſtroke that ſts me ſice, 

And think of immortality and thee— 

My ſtrains are number'd by the tuneful Nine; 

Each maid preſents her FO" ud al pteſc it 
thee mine. 


VERSES + SENT 1 BY LORD MELCOMBE 70 
| DOCTOR YOUNG | 


nor rene BEFORE urs LorDSu1P's Darn“. 


m companion * my ds. . 
Lov'd for genius, worth, and truth ! 
Take what friendſhip can impart, 


Tribute of a feeling heart ; 


9 4 Poetica Epifle from the late Lord ATai- 
* comve to the Earl of Bute, with correction: by the 
« Auther of the Night Thcugits,? was Publ iſbed in 
| 470, 7 | 


Take ; 


Take the Muſeꝰs lateſt ſpark*, 
| Ere we drop into tbe datk. 

He, who parts and virtue gave, 

Bad Thee look beyond the grave; 
Genius ſoars, and Virtue guides; 
Above, the love of God preſides. 
There 's a gulph *twixt us and God; 
Let the gloomy path be trod: 

Why ſtand ſhivering on the ſhore ? 
Why not boldly venture o'er ? 

Where unerring Virtue guides, 

Let us have the winds and tides : | 
Safe, through ſeas of doubts and fears, 
Rides = bark which Virtue ſteers. 


; —_ 


SE A-P IE C E: 


cox ir AINING 


1. THE BRITISH SAILOR'S EXULTATION. | 


u. HIS PRAYER BEFORE ENGAGEMENT. 


THE DEDICATION. 
2 MR. VOLTAIRE. 


qe Muſe, 35 tics & flies 
From frozen clime to milder ſkies ; 


A — of favour, her: denv'd; 
Conſcious of faults, her bluſhing pride 
: W = 
| _ --- 

+ To dive full deep in ancient daye, 

The warrior ardent deeds to raife, _ 
And e , aggrandize ;—the glory, Thine; 

I)hine is the drama, how renown'd! 
Thine, Epi: loſtier trump to ſound ;— 
: But let Ab b fea-ftrung harp be Mline 
| i --- 

But 3 % his dolphin ? „ Know'ſh thou, 
LE. where !— 8 
| May that be found in Thee, Voltaire! = 


Save thou from harm my plunge into the wave: 


How will thy name illuſtrious raiſe 
My ſinking ſong! Mere mortal lays, 
Ho —— * are reſcued from the our | 


&« Tell me, * ſt 1 who courts: my ſmile ? 
« What ſtranger ſtray d from yonder iſle !— 


On Dorſet downs, when Milton's page, 
With Sin and Death, provok'd thy rage, 
Thy rage — * who ſooth'd with gentle 
| _ rhymes? 


„See Ar. Cuft*s Lif: of Young. 


t 4d, of the Aken Klee XP, n 


ö 


| 


No ſtranger, Sir! though born in foreign elimes; 
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is 


Who kindly * thy cenſarc's eye, 
And gove thee clearly to deſcry 

Sound judgment giving law to ſancy ſtrong ? 
Who half inclin'd thee to confeſs, 

Not could thy modeity do lets, 


That Milton" 5 bliudueſs lay not in his ſong ? 


vi. 
But ſuch debates long ſince are flown ; 
For ever ſet the ſuns that ſhone 


on airy paſtimes, ere our brows were grey: 


How ſhortly ſhall we Both forget, 
To thee my patron I my debt, 


BY And thou to thine for — _— 


The preſent, in oblivion caſt, 
Full ſoon ſhall ſlee p, as ſleeps the paſt; 


= Full ſoon the wide diſtinction die between 


The frowns and favours of the great ; 
High fluſh"d ſucee ſs, and pale defeat; 
[The Gallic gaiety, and Britiſh tpleen. 


_—_— VIII. 
Te wing 4, ye rapid moments! ſtay :— 
Gh friend ! ! as deaf as rapid, they ; 
Life s little drama done, the curtain falls 
Doſt thou not hear it? I can hear, | 
Though nothing ſtrikes the liſtening ear; 


: —— nn laſt! Eternal loudly calls! 


„„ ay | 
Nor calls i in vain; ; the call inſpires 
Far other counſels and defires, | 


: | Than once prevail'd ; we ſtand on higher ground; 
5 From chilling blaſts ſhe ſceks thy chearing beam, | 1 


What ſcenes we fee !—Exalted aim? 
With ardours ac, our ſpirits flame; 


a SEA-PIECE. 


o. THE FIRST. 


an 22 32 crown'do 


THE BRITISH athens EXULTATION.- 


P lofty founds let "MN delight _ 
Who brave the foe, but fear the fight; 


-4 And, bold in word, of arms decline the ſtroke : 


*Tis mean to boaſt ; but great to lend 
To foes the canals of a friend, 


And warn hem of the * they provoke. | 


„ 
ww 3 ariſe theſe hand alarms ? ? 


Why gleams the ſouth with brandiſh'd arms ? = 


War, bath'd in blood, from curſt ambition 
ſprings: 
Ambition ! mean, ignoble pride! . 
Perhaps their ardours may ſubſide, 


When weigh” d the wondeys Britain $ failor ſings- 
| 


* 


n 


Haſte's the huge oak, or ſhadeleſs foreſt leaves; 


| When thrones unjuſt wake vengeance : — 


| When brav'd Britannia s awful ſenate — 


F The wn of Ind, and confidence of — 
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Ir. 
Hear, and revzere.—At Britain's nod, 
From each enchanted grove and wood 


The mountain pines aſſume new forms, 
Spread canvaſs-wings, aud fly through ſtorms, 
And ride o'er rocks, and dance on foaming waves. 


She ned: again: the — earth 


Diſcloſes a tremendous birth ; : 
In ſmoaking rivers runs her molten ore; ; | 


Thence monſters of enormous ſize, 
And hideous aſpect, threatening riſe, 
Flame from the deck, from trem 
roar. RN 
+... 


Theſe miniſters of fate fulfil, : ; | 8 


On empires wide, an i/and”s will, 


powers 


In ſudden night, and ponderous balls, 1 
And floods of flame, the tempeſt fails, [ 


In her * grand 3 ſhe 8 
In patriot picture, what may raiſe, | 1 
Of inſolent attempts, a warm diſdain ; 5 
From hope's triumphant ſummit thrown, 
Like varted lightning, ſwiftly down | 


Britannia ſheaths hes courage keen, | 
And ſpares her nitrous magazine; 


And leave all law below them; then they 
. | 
They thunder from reſounding ſeas, 
Touch * their injur'd maſter's _ of fire. | 


": * 


Then fu ies riſe ! the battle caves ! 


And rends the {ies ! and warms the waves! | 7 


And calls a tempeſt from the peaceful deep, 
In ſpite of nature, foite oi Jove, _ 
While all-terenc, and huſh'd above, 

T W winds 1 in azure chambers r ; 


A thenked > the FRI hem 


 Hurls from her diſcembewei?d womb ; E 
| Chan d, glowing globes, in drezd alliance Join'd, | 


| Red-wing'd by Urong, ſulphureous blaſts, 
Sweep, in black whirlwinds, men and maſts; 


| behind. | 


| 3 1 | 


| 


| Dwarf 3 riſe in t nted fields ; 
The wreath immortal ccean viclds, | 
There war's whole ſting. is ihot, whole fire is 
ſpent, 


| Whole glory blooms : how pale, how tame, 


How lambent is Beilona's flame? 


How her ſtorms languiſh on the continent! 
* Heſe of Lok, 


.0 


ing baſtions f 
| To patient Britain's angry brow belongs. 
x11. = 


IV, | 


| Drop _ feign*d thunder, and attempt the true. 


: Her cannon flumber, till the proud afpire, | 
BH 


: Ard leave ling'd, naked, 3 decks 


XI. 
From the dread front of entient war 
Leſs terror frown'd ; her ſcythed cat. 
| Her caſtled elephant, and battering heam, 
Stoop to thoſe engines which deny 
Superior terror to the ſky, 


And boaſt their W 
. 


X11. 
The Abs the thunder, and to cloud, 
The night by day, the ſea of blood, 


| Hoſts whirPd in air, the yell of ſinking throngs, 


The graveleſs dead, an ccean warm d, 
A firmament by mortals ftorm®d, 


| or do I dream ? Or do ! rare? 
Or fee I Vulcan's footy cave, 


Thoſe ſwarthy gods of til and bear, 
Loud peals on mountain anvils hear, 


_ | And panting tempeſts rouze the roating fame. 


„ 
Ye ſons of Etna! hear my call; 
_ Untiniſh'd let thoſe baubles fall, 
Yon ſhield of Mars, Minerva's helmet blve : 
Your ſtrokes ſuf; pend, ye hrawny throng ! 
Charm'd by the magic of my ſoog, 


„ 
. * FR firſt take rapid / Sete, 8 

Fierce flame, and clouds of thickeſt night, 
And ghaſtly terror, paler than the dead, 
Then borrow from the north his roar, 
Mix Lroans and deaths ; one þbial pour 


| of wrong'd Britannia's wrath ; and it is made: 


| Gaul ſtarts and trembles—at your dreadfu} trade. 


ac” 


ove THE SECOND: | 


1 wHICu 18 | 


THE SAILOR'S PR AYER BEFORE. 


O form'd the 1 ordain-d to break 
Gaul's haughty plan, and Bourbon ſhakg; 
if Britain' s crimes ſupport not Britain's foes, 
And edge their ſwords : O power divine! 

If bleſt by Thee the bold deſign, | 
Embartled hoſts a ſingle arm o erthrows. 


0 11. 
Te 3 dead, who fell of old 
In Britain's cauſe, by fame enroll'd 
In deathlefs annal ! deathleſs deeds inſpire; 
From oozy beds, for Britain's fake, 
Awake, illuſtrious chiefs; awake M 


9a 


1 And kindle in your ſons paternal fire. — 


N Alluding to r. D:ſcr iption of 5 


Where Jove' s red bolts the giant brothers frame ? 


| 


_— 


a ö 
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111. 

The day commiſſion'd from above, 
Dur worth to weigh, our hearts to proves 
If war's full ſhock toa feeb/e to ſuſtain ; 

Or firm to ſtand its final blow, 

When vital ſtreams of blood ſhall flow, 
And turn to crimſon 1 diſcolour d main ; 


That day s aniv'd, y fatal hour !— 


« Hear us, O Almighty Power ! 
« Our Fade in 50 


| and our ſtrength in 
l 
©« Now war's i die is thrown, 
4 [f left the day to man alone, 
4 How bliod is wiſdom, uy od + whe 


| v. 
« Let proſtrate h and awful fear, 
« And deep remor e an 12 ſincere 
« For Britain's guilt, the divinc appeaſe , 3 


« A wrath, more pry le far 
«© Than angry nature's waſteful war, 


* The vihl of mpnſt, and the rar of frag. 


- « From out the deep, to Thee we cry, 
«© To thee, at nature”: 5 helm on high ! ap 
2. Steer! thou our conduct, gread Omnigotence ! 

| To thee for ſuccour | we relort ; : 

ct Thy favour is our only port ; 


. + Our d rack of fafety, thy defence. 5 


vil. 5. 
* 0 thou. to whom the lions roar, 8 
« And, not unheard, thy boon implore ! 
cc Thy thans our burſts of cannon loud * : 
Thou canſt arreſt the dying U; 
« (Or tend it back and bid it fall | 
i On thoſe, from whoſe proud deck the thunder 


& kr oke. 


vi:r. 
Britain in vaiu extends her care 
„o climes remote, for aids in war; 
Still farther mult ic Rretch to cruſh th. oe; 
« 'Friere 's on- alliance, one alone, | 
_ *& Can crown her arms, or fix her throne ; 
8 And that aljance | is not found * ; 


- g IX. | og 
oc Ally Supreme! | we turn to Thee ; 
„We learn ohedience from the fea; 
With ſeas, and winds, henceforth, thy hs 
&« fi. tic 2 
« Tis thine our blood to freeze, or warm; 
* To rovze, or huſh the martial ſtorm; 
And turn the tile of conduæſt, at nd will. 
E WP : 
«Ti. Thine to beum ſublime renown, 
8 Fo dus nch the glories of a crown; 


is Tuio to doom, tis Thine, from death to 


tc free: 
& 70 turn aßde h 
5 Qs pick 
«Ther 


is lerel'd dart, 


be catt at: bor, we confide in Thee. 


” W 4 


L a. 


| | 


1 


14 


li 


| 


; 


| 


4 


A 
* And check ambitien's oxerwhelming wave. 


N 


rem ne bleeding deart - 
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* Thoy, who bat ta ht the north ta rant, 
« And ſtreaming + k ghts nocturnal pour 
6 Of frightful aſpect hon proud foes invade, 


Their blaſted pride with dread to ſeize, 
« Bid Britain” s flags, as meteors, blaze ; 


| And George depute to thunder in thy ſtead. 


111. 
& The »r7 -bt alone is bold and ſtrong ; 
12 Black, 1overing clouds appal the 2 
« With dread of vengeance : nature's awful fire! 
L eſs than one moment ſhouldſt Thou frown 
« Where is puiſſance and renown ? 
2 Thrones + tremble, empires link, or worlds Cx» 
4 pire. 


XIII. 


« Let George the] -oft chaflife the vain : 


«© Thou, who dur curb the rebel main, 
To mount the ſhore when boiling billows ratet 
_ « Bid George repel a bolder tide, 
The boundleſs ſwell of Gallic pride; 


XIV. 
* And when (all milder means — 
« Ambition, tam' d by loſs of blood, 
“ Regains her reaſon ; then, on angels wings, 
| « Let peace deſcend, and ſhouting greet, 


Wich peals of joy, Britannia's fleet, 

_ | © How richly freighted ! It, triumphant, brings 
0 The poiſe of kingdoms, and ms fate 
| | . PL ba hes er oi. 


IMPERIUM PELAGI. 
| . | 4 | | 5 | 
NAVAL LYRICE: 
: WRITTEN iN IMITATION or 


| PINDAR'S SPIRIT, 


32 + 
PREFACE. 


is nothing formidable in the true nature of 
E of which (with utmaſt ſubmiſſion) I conceive 


the critics have hitherto entertained a falſe idea. 


Pindar is as natural as Anacreon, though not ſo 


| 1 As a fiat lar is as much in the bounds 


of nature, 25 a flower of the field, though leſs 


ſupport at large that hint which is now given. 


proper than any for an Engliſhman ; and parti 
cularly ſeaſonable at this juncture. | 
We have more ſpecimens of good writing in 
every province, than in the ſublime ; our two fa- 
maus Epic Poems excepted. I was willing to 
make an attempt where I had ſeweſl rivals. 


+ Aurea Bavealics 


PinCaric carries a formidable bead; but there 


obvious, and of greater dignity. This i is not the 
| | received notion of Pindar; I ſhall therefore /azn 


Trad? is a very noble ſubject in itfelf ; more 


3 3 een ©@ * 5 — Lac) 


th. i. nne F 


"0 


original, though it profeſſes imitatioa. Mo man 
can be like Pindar, by imitating any of his par- | 
ticalar works; any more than like Raphael, by | 


15 too, who would be like Pindar in that which 15 
| his greateſt praiſe. Nothing ſo unlike as a 6 


hundred lines. Nothing is long or ſhort in writ- 
| ing, but relatively to the demand of the fuoject, | 
ad and the manner of treating it. A d;/{::b may be 
| tone, anda folio fort. However, | have broken this | 
Ode into Strains, each of which may be conſider- 
ed as a ſeparate Ode if you pleaſe. And if the 


Ode, than from length. 


what I think ought moſt to de declined, it for * 
nothing elſe, for our plenty of it. 


: 10 11s GRACE THE DUKE or u 


| The winds are loud; the wares 44 roll; 
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idea of the real intereſt, or poſſible glory of his 


If, on reading this Ode, any man has a fuller | 
country, than before; or a ſtronget impreſſion from 


it, or à warmer concern for it, I give up to the | 1 celebrate in ſong—Fam'd Iſle! no leis, 


eritic any farther reputation. | 
We have many copics and tranfltion; that paſs | 
for originals, This Ode | humbly conceive is an 


copying the caricans The genius and ſpirit of | 
ſac} great men muſt be collected from the dhe: 

and when thus we are poſſeſſed of it, we mult 
exert its energy in ſubjects and deſigns of our own. | 


Nothing is fo unpindarical as following Pindar on | 
the foot. Pindar is an original, and t he muſt oc 


p and a noble original. | 
As for length, Pindar has an „ Ode of ſix 


— 


variety and fullneſs of matter be conſidered, I am 
rather apprehenſive of danger from brevity in this 
But lank writing is 


— 


The Oe is the molt ſpirited kind of poetry, and 


me Piadaric is the moſt ſpirited kind of Ode ; this 1 
I ſpeak at my own very great peril : but truth 3 
has an eternal title to our 2 — we | 


are e fire to ſutfer by it. 


THE MERCHANT 
| b THE FIRST, 
ON THE 


T hrs. vf, Aoye- 
cu 2571 ge. 
5 VATOV zun A506 ray 5 


. 3: 1 70 ND. New, 04. VI. 


— -- — 


THE PRELUDE: 


The Propoſiti tions An addreſs to the veſſel that | 
o thould 1 * this 


brought over the Xing. 
occaſion. A Pindaric _ 


Ez ; = 
| THR by the ſurge my limbs are ſpread, 
The zuval oat nods o'er my head; 


Ye winds! indulge your rage no more; 
Le ſounding billows ! ceaſe to roar ; : 
The God deſcends ; ang tranſports warm my fo 
Vor- VIII. ” 


| | Vue den the derne; and, ao, hall bound 
© [5 696 er por hn es 


£ , $ 3 you to ling, ye tink; liag train? 


| {| Who thackle $r9/e, and boaſt of ab/czt 
BRITISH TRADE AND NAVIGATION. 2” 


i ve 4 of Learning! and ye mints of Fame |. : 


| 2 pare long from Cam or Iſis Qrezin, 


Diſt nectareous from the grope — 
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| 11. 
The waves are huſh'd; the winds are le! — 
This kingdom, from che kingdoms rent, 


— 
A - —- ll — 
- co FIR - N 
+ 2 
— _— - 
— — — 


"* 
— — 


By nature's favour „ from mankind, 
Than by the foaming /eu, disjoin' d; ; 
Alone in bliis! an e, in bappinels ! | 
111. | 
Though Fate and Time haze ta vp my. 
| ltraius, 
Though youth no longer ſues my veins, | 
(Thangh few their roms is this coll climate if 
run; * 
Phe royal eye diſpels my cares. 
Recals the warmth of blooming years, ty 
Returning Ceorge fepplies the Alt ſan. 4 
Iv. * 
Away, my r foul ! ſalute the Sw: | | | 
That glads the heart of Caroline, es 7 
Its grand depoſit faithful to reſtore ; | 5 2 On 
Salute the fort that ne'er lhall bold 
So rich a freight in gems or gold, 
And loaded from both Indies would be poor. 


— 
- 4 


D , 


Nm Mon 


My foul ! to thee, 7 ſpreads her file; 
Their boſoms fill with tacred-gales; 
With inſpiration from tlie godhead warm; 
Now bound for an eternal clime : 

O ſer:d het down the tide of Time, 
3 from. chlivion, and iecure from Jon. 


vr. 8 
e flag, like that to | ſoar, py 
Which Gods of old and Heroes bore 3 
Bid her a Britiſh conſtellation riſe— 


On lofty billows of ſweet ſound, 


VII. 


Silence, ye wretched ! ye profane! 8 
Gods; 
Who murder thought, and numbers main, 
Who write Pindarics cold and _ 9 8 
And ** tif Anacreontic Odes. . 
r ES _ 
ve lawful Sons of Genius riſe! 1 
Ot genuine title to the ſkies; WE: 


Fou, who file off the mortal part 
Oft glowing thought, with Aztic art, 


IX 
4 WAR L burn ! the numbers pure, | 
_ High-tlavour'd, delicate, mature, 
Spontaneous ſtream fror my natabour'd-breaſt, 
As, when ful. - ripe ned tcems the viae, | 
The generous burlts of willing wine 


| 


| STRAIN 


\ 5 Th 2＋＋ l | tha re ever tte EP 
e 
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STRAIN THE 


TuE ARGUMENT. 


attended. A proſpett of happineſs 
| Indoflry. A — qc of it in old 


Rome. The miſchief of farb. What happi- 
neſs is. Sloth its gr enemy. Trade na- 
tural to Britain, Trade invoked. HLeferibrd- 
Ie the greateſt human excellence. 
Praiſe of wealth. Its uſe, abuje, end. 
| of nature. The final mera} cauſe of it. 

The benefit of man's neceſfrics. Britain's naval 
ſtores. She makes all Nature ſerviceable to 
| Her ends. Of reaſon. Its excellence: ' How we 
ſhould form our eſtimate of things. Reafon's 
difficult taſk. My the firſt: gory * Her 
JEM in old mn, | 


3 
« OUR | Monarch comes! nor comes 5 alone!” 
| What ſhining forms ſurround his throne, 
O Sun ! as planets thee !—Fo my loud ſtrain 
| See Peace, by Wiſdom led, advance; | 
The Grace, the Muſe, the Seaſon, dance ; 
And TY ſpreads behind her 2 rn f 
| 11. | 
40 ann comes ! nor comes alone: 
Ne glories kindle round his throne, 
The viſions riſe! I triumph as l gaze : 
By Pindar led, | turn'd of fate 5 
1 5 The velume dark, tbe folds o . 
- And, ke GOA to the future blaze. 5 
„„ 
By e Jove it is n 
The mighty months in pomp . 
Fair daughters of the ſan 1— 0 thou divine, 
Bleſt induſtry ! a ſmiti ling cart! 
From thee aline derives its birth: 
| By wks the ploughthare and its males — 
IV, 7 
From a waſt, cable, aig oer, 
9 — From thee the caMmon and his car; 
On eats nurſt, rear d by thee, wealth, empire 
| grows; 
O golden Fruit ! oct well might prove 
I.! be ſacred tree, the tree of Jove; 
Al of aan can give, 1 the nc:wat oak — | 


FIRST, 


0 5 
What cannot lrgufſey — = 
When Punick war ſirft fam'd, the ous. 

Bela, active, ardent, Roman fathers meet : 

« Fell alt your groves,” a Flamen cries ; 
4 ss ſoon they fall, as ſoon they rife; 
One mou, a fore/t, and the next, a 4 ry 

mh a 
10 flth indulge nee? *Tis a toil ; 
; Enervates — and damns the wi 
Defeates creation, plunges in diſtreſs, 
| Cankers our being, all devours ; 
A full exertion of our powers! 


Dla and thence only, glows our happineſs, 
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The | 
The | 


: Spreads mas Abe 
| | See, cheriſh'd by her ſiſter, Prace, 


| | Round earth and main; — Zone | of eil. 


The nation's languid load, defy the ſtorms, 


= The ſheets unfurl, and anchors Wcig!s, 


| Worlds, worlds Sn; and peopizd ocean iwar: 5. 
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ſun ſuſpend his ſwift career, 
Ithy Nature ſeel her wonted force; 
Ere man, his active ſprings reſign d, 
Cana ruſt in body and in mind, 
ver — which he choaks the ſource. 


; VIIT.' ; 
Where, Induſtry } thy daughter fair ? 
Recal her to her native air; . 
Here, was Trade born, here bred, here fourifh'4 


| And ber bal he flourth Bere + 
What 
She's ſound of heart ; ot oe | 


vet 


, 


On thy au anchor, puſh from thore, 
Earth lies before thee, every climate court. 

And ſee, ſhe s rous'd, abſolv'd from fears, 
Her brow, in cloudleſs azure, rears, 


| | 
3 Wake, ting W e lean no more | 


. She levies gain on every place, 


| Religion, habit, cuſtom, tongue, and name! 


6 .- Again, ſhe travels with the tun, 
$ Again, ſhe draws a goiden zone 


ES 5 1 
ren thouſand active hands, that yas 
In ſhameful floth with nerves unſtrun 


The long-moor'd veſſel wing to fea, 


„ | 
His Gn Po, Ganges, Danube, Nite, = 
Their tedgy foreheads lift and tmile, 
| Their urns inverted prodigally pouc | 
Streams, charg'd with wealth, and row to !, 


Britannia for their great ally, 


With climes pod down; what can the ads d. 


mor c 


9 5 . . 


Cold Ruffia collly furs from far, 
Hot China ſends her painted] jar, 
France generous wines to crown it, Arab OS ect 


5 With gales of incenſe ſwells our falle, 


Nor diſtant Ind our merchant fails, 


| Her W ore the dallaſ of our feet. 


x Iv. 


| Luxuriant iſle ! ! What tide that "UK * 


Or ſtream that glides, or wind that blows, 


| or genial ſun that ſhines, or ſhower that poute, 


But flows, glides, breathes, ſhines, pours 
for thee ? 


| How every heart dilates to *e | | | 
Each land's each ſcaton blending on thy ſhores * 


1 


he lanyuith'd ? *rwas but fear, | 8 


 - All bletungs wound us, when diſcretion «loſt : 


= "76 NP MELO harder to eajoye 


= = | : Retain the my the declining ſun. 5 
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All thefe one Britiſh harveſt make ! 
Te ſervaat Oeran for thy ſake 
Both 6 nks and iweils : his arms thy beſam wrap) | 
And fondly give, in boundleſs dower, 


| 


To mighty George's growing power, | 


The watted world into thy loaded lap. 
xvL. 
Commerce brings riches, riches crown 
Hair Virtue with the firit renown : 
A large venue, and a large expence, 
| When hearts for others welfare glow, 


And {end as free as gods beltow, 1 


| Gives the ſull bloom to mortal excellence. | 


Glmo then my breait ; abound my gore ! 
| This, and this boldly I implure, 
Their want and apathy let Stoicks boaſt : 

© BÞ.;ffens and rites, good or ill, 
As us'd by man, demand our {kill ; 


—_ 


8 


XVIII. 
Mealib, in the virtuous and the <v; iſe, 
| _ Tis vice and folly to deipiſc : 
10 thote in praiic of poverty re five, . 
| Whole heads or hearts pervert its uſe, 
The narrowefoul'd, or the + refuſes 
The * find morals i in the mine; 
XIX. 8 
Happy the man ! who large of heart, | 
POE Has learnt the 1are illuſtrious art 1 
15 Of being rich: ftores fur v us, or they «toy ; 'P 
| From gel, il more than chemic Kill, | 
Extract not what is br; ter ſtill: 


© ue 
Plenty's a means, and j Joy her end: 
Salle minds their; joys extend: . 
A — ſnines, when others” joys are © done: : 
As % turrets, by their heiglit, | 
When humbler ſcenes reſign their light, | 
XXl. e — 
Pregnant with bleſſings, Britain ! ſwear 
No ſordid fon of thine ſhall dare | 
Offend the donor of thy wealth and peace; 
Who are his whole creation drains 
Lo pour into thy tumid veins | 
= That blocd of nation ! commerce and increaſes. 
| xXxXII. 
How warious Nature ! turgid grain | 
| Here nodding Boats the golden plain; 
There, worms WEAVE ſilben webs; . * glowing 
| vines 
Lay forth their purple to che ſun, 
Beneath the foil, there harveſts run; 
And kings“ revenues ripen in the mines. 
XXTI11 | 
What 's various Nature? Art * 
Man's foul to ſoften and refine; 


Heaven different growths to difercat lands 
imparts, 
That all may ſtand in need of an, 
And intereſt draw around the ball, 
A net do tate aud foin all humas healts. 


| ö 


{ 


0 > * 


* 


A God 1 is nuuglit but Reaſon Inſinite. | 


Ls 


; . 


[ 
To 
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xx tv. 
Thus has the great Creator's pen 
His law ſupreme, to mortal men, 
In their | neceſſities ditlinQly writ : 
Ev'n appetite ſuↄplies the place - 
Of abicot virtuc, abſent grace, 
| Hes human want Pains for human wit. 


Vaſt naval h — around 

The won@ring ſo-eiyner confound ! = 
2 ſtands the decp-aw'd continent aghaſt, 
As hee proud /cepter'd ſons ſurvey, 
At every pott, on every quay, 


| Huge mountains rite, of cable, anchor, maſt! 
XVII. | 


XXVIs 

The unwieldy tun ! the ponderous bale !— 
Each prince his own lime jet to tale 
Sees here, by ſubjQs of a Britiih king: 
How earth 's abridg'u! all nations range 
A A narrow ſpot, our "tirong Exchange?! 
And ſend the ſtreams of plenty from their ipring. 

XXVII. | 
Nor earth alone, all Nature bends 
In aid to Britain's glorious ends: | 
Toils the in trade? or blecds in honeſt zwar? 
Her keel each yielding fa enthrals, 
Each will: ng wind her canvas calls, 


Her pilot into ſervice liſts th. ſtars. 


XXVIII. 


What thongh we creep beneath the ſhade, 


Be, N And ſeem as emmets on this point, the ball 2 


Heaven lighted up the human —_— 
Heaven bid its rays traa · pierce the 18 38 


| Aud, giving gudlike Reaſon, gave us Ai. 


ARA. 
Thou golden chain *twixt Ged and men, 5 
Bleſt Reaſon! guide my life and pen; 
All ills, like ghoſts, fly trembling at thy light: | 
| Who thee obrys, reigns over all; | 
Smiles, though the ſiars around him falls 


XXX. 


The man of Reaſon is a God 
Who ſcoins to ſtoo . to Fortune's . 


1 Sole Agent lie beneath the ſhining ſphere, 


| Others are piu, are impell d, , 
Ate fr ichten'd, flatter'd, funk, or frelP3, | 
As accident is ; pleas'd to diarineer. 

. XX IJ. | 
Our 4 and ſeuri are much to vm; : 
Shall movarchs gte? or crowns le ' 
From 2rots miſtake our idle tumult ſprings; 

=; men the filly world ditarm, 
Elude the dart, diiſalee the charm, 


| WEo know the nter worth of mer ana ig 


NXXA1lls 
The er ſent object, preſent day, 
| Arc idle phantoms, and away ; 
What s ling only does . Know This, 
| Liſe, lame, friends, freedom, empire, ail. 
Peace, Commerce, Freedom, nobly all 
auch us on on Loud vs 3 vi. 


In fac confin'd, and humbly made, TY -F 


110 


UI 
o 
+ 
L 
14 
N 
4 
* 
3 


412 


XXIII. 
— though t in view 
| Go, look your «bole exiſtence throu h ; 
Thence, form your rule; thence hi yout 
For ſ@ the Gods: but as the gains, 


e, 


How great the toil ! Twin colt tore pains, | 


To ranquiſh Folly, than reduce a Stare. 


XXIV. 


the firſt palm is thine, 


arnt from thee to ſhine. 


Hence, * 
Old Britain 


By thee, — Fuarming throng, gay Freeden's : 


Ait, in war of fatal frown, 3 
| Of peace the pride, Art, flowing door, = 
| RR * * ruct our ile. 


STRAIN THE SECOND. 
2 rar ARGUMANT+ 


Arti from Commerce. Why Britains ſhould pur - 
ſue it. What wealth includes. 
digreſſion, which kind is moſt frequent in Pin- 
dar. The wealth and wonderful glory of Tyre. 
The afproach of her ruin. 
Ter crimes through all ranks and orders. Her 
_ miterable fall. The neighbouring kings juſt | 
refeftion on it. An awful image of the Divine 
Power and Vengeance. 
5 and how ber TO 


By Commerce wafted o'er the main, 

| my barbarous climes enlighten as they run; 
Arts, the rich traſſick of the foul ! | 
May travel, thus, from pole to pole, 


Ang won the world with Leaning” s Rae fin 1 | 
Tun gold to dreſs, her bloſſom into 4% “ 3 


TIO 11. . 

; - Gi ommerce e gives Larning, virtue, 5 '£ 

; Ply Commerce, then, ye Britons bold, 
Inur' d to winds and ſcas! left Gods repent : 
The Gods that thron'd you in the wave, 
- And, as the trident's emblem, gave 

b A Wer realm, that awes the continent: 2 


Rt. on : 
| And: awes ; with N ; for a is power : 


When Jove deſcends a golden ſhower, 1 


_ 'Tis navies, armies, empire, all in one 
View, emulate, outſhine old Tyre; 
la ſcailet rob'd, with gems on fire, 
. Her merchants, princes / every deck, a throne / 


| Ip: - -- 
| She fate an i aw'd the flood! 
Her falle column Ocean trod; 
She call'd rhe nations, and ſhe call'd the ſeat, 
By Both obey'd: the Syrian ſings; | 
The Cyprian's art her viol ſtrings; ® 
Togarmagh's ſleed along her valley neighs. 


Tue goldencity 


An Hiſſorical | 


The canſe of it.— | 


From what * fell, | 


© 3 


Hiace, the wor 
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: V. i 
The fir of Senir makes her floor, 
And Baſhan's oak, ttanform'd, her oar ; 
High Lebanon her maſt; far Dedan warms 
| Her mantled hoſt ; "Arabia feeds ; 
Her fail of purple Eaypt ſpreads; 3 
Arvad ſends mat iners; 2 Perſian, arms, 
V „ 
The world's laſt limit bounds her fame ; 
was her name ! 
Thoſe ſtars on earth, the topaz, onyx, blaze 
Beneath her foot : extent of coaſt, 
And rich as Nile's, let others boaſt ; 
Hers the far nobler harveſt of the ſeas. 
vII. 
oO merchant land! as Eden fair! 
Aatiem of Empires! Nature's care! 
The ſtrength of Ocean ! bead of Plenty, Springs ! 
The pride of Ifles ! In rar, rever'd ! 


a of Kingdoms! and ſupport of kings! 
== 1” 
| Great mart of nations !—But ſhe fell : 


=: Her pamper'd ſons revolt! rebel! 


— his favourite iſle loud roars the v 
The tempeſt howls ? her ſculptur'd dome 
Son, the wolf*s refuge; dragon's home! 

The land, one altar / a — aca 


7 The deſtin'd day pots on her frown ; 
The fable bur is coming down ; 


She 's on her march from yon Almighty th; = 


The fvord aad form ate in her hand; 
She trumpets ſhrill her dread : : 


For, oh! her 1 > are e red as blood, 
As crimſon deep, ontcry the flood ; 


juſt, 


Nov, venal is her council's tongue: 
How tiot, violence, and wrong, 


XI. 


© 5 = To things inglorious, far beneath N 50 LS. 
1 Thoſe bigh- born ſouls they 2 breathe . 
9 Her ſordid zoble finks! her mighty, bow! 


Is it for this, the groves around 


| Returnthe idee v ſprightly found ? 5 
| Is it for this, her grent-ones toſs the brow ? 


To nuptials cold, how glows the vein, 


4 Confoundiog kindred, and miſleading right? 
111 
[Bold Blaſphemy dares make a ſtand, 
I Aſſault the Ky, and brandiſh all her might: 8 


ſpurious lord it o'er the land ! 


Her merchant ſage, big man of war, 


5 Her judge, her frophet, nay her boary heads, 


Whoſe brows with wi/dam ſhould be crown'd, 
Her very riefts i in guilt abound ; 
's cedar all her honors ſheds. 
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Mother of crafts / loved! courted ! fear'd ! — £ 


| P-rtbe the light of earth! the beat, a.: 
COMMTRCE * uri, as well as gain; ef 


The Queen of Trade is bergie“ once wiſe and | 


What burning fueds "twixt brothers reign! 'A 


Tyre' s artizan, ſweet orator, 5 


: 
: 


To 


; 5 
. 4 


5 * us, vain! unfolds the gloffy ſtore ; 


j 
. 


= In rain ! th. golden heads her turrets rear; 


Oude o'er her tongue, add melt upon her ear. 


g vai are her gods, and vainly men adore. 


; Or pilot lezrr'd She ſinks, nor finks ale, 
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tv. 
What death of traut, / what thirſt of gold / 
Chief arm in Janes, in be cold! 
What vor I unlettar'd 5 enes HNtted high ! ! 
What public boaſts! what pri views! 
What c te pes! creteded ſte ws! 


What bomen !—praGlis'd but to ro] an eye! 


. 
O foul of heart, her faireſt * 
Decline the ſun's intruding beams, 


To ivad the midnight i in their gloomy haunts : | 


Alas l there is, who Ges them there 
There is, who flat eit e Fair, 
When - * tinkle, and the - gin chaunts. 

XVI 
. He ſees, wed thin ics !— Vorr, in vain ! 
Tis cot: r paws, and foams the rein; 
And chariots ſt;«am along the printed ſoil: 
In vain 1 Her high, preſumptuons air 
In gorgcavs veſtwents rich and rare, 


| . oe her proud thoulder throws the . man' 81 


toil. 


XVII. | 
In rohes or gems, her coſtly * | 
Greru, ſcarIdt, aznre, ſhine, in vain! 


In vain ! high-4avour'd foreign fruits, 
Sye doniar oils, and Ly lian lutes, 


. 
In vain! wines flow in various 8 
With helm and ſpear each pillar gleams; 


Th. golden wedge from »phit's coaſts, 
From Ara incenſe vain, ſhe hoalts, 


xix. 
| Bell falls ! the mighty Nebo bends ! 
Tue nations hiſs! her glory ends 


To fi. i, her confidence! ſhe flics from foes ; 5 


Foes racet her there: The wind the wave, 
Thet once aid, ſtrength, and grandeur gave, 


| yup her 1 in teas, from which 1 ner glory roſe. 


| XX. | 
"Her 3 ivory deck, embrc der d fat, 
And ma of cedar ung 51. tar ail, 


Her Gods ſink with her! to the ky, 
Which never more ſhat! mcet her eye, 


: the Hugo her ſoul out in one dreadfu! groan, 


What thouoh 0 "Di ner naval 8 
In ber ſiiſt dawn'd the Britiſh right! 2 


All flags abus her ſea-dominion greet: 1 
What though ſhe longer warr'd than Troy! 


At length ber foes that Ille deſtroy 


Whoſe conqu ſt ſail'd, as far as ſail'd her fleet. 


— Re : 


= 
The kings + cloath'd in purple ſhake 
Their aweful brows: „ O foul miſtake! 
16 O fatal pride! (they cry) this, this is ſte, 
„ Who faid—with my 1 art and am, 
In the world's wealth I wrap me warm''— 


And ſwell at heat yaia Erprefs of the Sea! 


_ | © The venyraace of Jehovah is gone out: 


9 — F 


'E her. Of Venice. 


XXIII. 
„This. This is the, who meenly ſoar d: 
& Alas! how loco to be ader'd, 
« And ſtile herſe!t a God! Through ſtormy wars 
This Fagle-Ifte her thunder bore, 
6 High- fed ber young with human gore 
% And would have built her neft among the ee. 
XXIV. 


But ah, frail man! how impotent 


| © To ſtand Heaven's vengeanec, or prevent 


* N. turn alde th · great Creator's aim 
„Shall Iſland-Kkinge with Him contend, 


XXV. 
6 this h. tber, Empyroum how, 


% When vom the bodzen mountain?s brow 


| ©© The God of Bartles takes his mighty bow: 


Ot wrath prepares to pour the flood, 
Puts on his veſture dipt in blood, 
% And marches out to ſcourge the world below. 
ATCs. —- 
« Ah! wretched lite, once calbd the greet ! 
« Ah! wretchcd Iſle, and wiſe too late ! 


M The luxury, corruption, pride, 


N I « An! freedom loft, the realms deride, 


hn Ador'd thee funding, o'er thy ruins bout: 
| XXII. 


2 5 « To ſcourge with war, or peace befloxe, 


Was thive, O fallen! fallen low! 


| | « "Twas thine, of; Jarring thrones to ſtill debates : 
| © How art thou fal 
| © Wide waſte, and night, and horror trown, 
* Where 3 ä in gold, and * . 
« ſtates.” 


len, down, down, down + 


STRAIN THE. THIRD. 


| THE ARGUMENT, | 
An inf-rence from this hiſtory. Advice to 883 
More proper to her than other Nations. Huw 
far the ſtroke of tyranny reaches. Mut up 


|} ports our endeavours. The unce; Ader 4 
fits of lib riy. Britain's obligation to purſue 


trad. Why above half the globe is fra. Bris 
tain's grandeur from her / Elution, 


Newton's praites 
State. The Leviathan deſcribed, 
fite, and ancient title to the ſeas. 
Holland. Some defpirs 
Trad: as mean. 
The late Czar. Solomon. A furprizing in- 


nit IT Compared with men of letters. 


To 
EN CE lerrn, as hearts are e foul or pare, 
.C:: iortunes wither or endure : 
Nations may . ve, or b. riſe by the wave. 
Wha: ſtorms from To. e unwilling frown, 


A people's crimes ./: down! 


| Ocear,'s the wenis oi ziehe 95 and the rev. 


| „Who makes the P::tcs beneath him bend? 
8 And ſnall drink up the tea herſelf with flame? 7 


The cer, 
the /eas, the confi Mlatiuns, deſcribed. Sir Vaac 


Britain compared with e, 
Brit=in's 
Who rirals 


Cenſurcd for it. Trades gl 248 


ſtance of magnificence. The merchant's * ; 


- 
— — ů — - 


* — 


4l4 


II. 
This Truth, O Britain! p8nder well; 
Virtues ſhould rife, 2s Fortunes ſwell : 
What is large. property ?—The fig» of good, 
Of worth ſuperior : if tis 4%, 
Anothey's treaſure we po 
| And charge the Gods with favours v af. 
111. 
\ This council ſuits Britannia's Ile, 


— High-tinb'd with wealth, and Freedom's 
| His mighty foul did, like a giant, run 


Who ſtarve, at home, on meagre tail, 
| Ard ſuck to death their mother foil, 5 
Tyxere uſeleſs caution, and a truth miſ-ſpent. 
a IV. 
Fell Tyrants ſtrike beyond the bone, 
And wound the ſoul; bow Genius down, 
Lay Virtue waſte! for worth or arts, who ſtrain, | 
- 20 them at a aon/ter*: foot? 
5 is ꝓreperiy ſupports purſuit. 
3 gives eloquence; and Freedom, gain. 


v. 


| 


5 


She pours the thought, and forms the ſtyle, 


She makes the blood and ſpirits boil ; 
1 feel her now / and rouſe, an riſe, and rave 
In Theban ſong: O Muſe, not abi, | 
Verſe is gay Freedom's gift divine: 
The man that can think greatly, is no ſlave. 
V1. | 
Others may traffick if they pleaſe 
Britain, fair daughter of the fea, 
ls born for trade; to plough her field, the ware : 
And reap the growth of every coaſt: 
A ſpeck of land! bat hat hoy hook, 
Gods gave the world, when they the waters 2 
| 1. 
ROE mnie! bebe the waokZ's wide face; 
Nor cover'd half with ſolid pace, 
Three parts are fuid; empire of the ſea! 
Aud why ? for Commerce. Ocean ſtreams 
For that, through all his various names - 
| And, if for Commerce, Ocean flows for Thee, 
| vIII. | 
Britain, like ſome great potentate 
Of Eaſtern clime, retires in ſtate, 


nigh? 
He ſhe her ſtrong guards, the waves, 
Of ſervant winds admiſſion craves, | 
yu empire has no neighbour but the ſky. 


= 7 
_ There are ber friends ; ſoft Zephyr there. 
Keen Eurus, Notus never fair, 

| Rough Boreas burſting from the pole: all urge, 

| And urge for her, their various toil ; 
The Cafpian, the broad Baltick doll, 
Aud into life the dead _— ſcourge. 


r a marſhal'd train: 


. A golden hoſt! and azure plain ! 

By turns de duty, and by turns retreat: 
They may retreat, but not from her; 
The ſtar that quits this hemiſphere 

- Muſt quit the — to want a — feet. 


| And prove their 


a Shuts out the nations! Would a Prince draw | 
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11. 
Hyad, for her, leans o'er her urn; 
For her, Orion's glory burn, 
The Pleiads glea: For Britons ſet and riſe 
The fair-fac'd ſons of Mazaroth, 
Near the deep chambers of the South, 
The raging Dog that fires the miduight ſkies- 
| XII. 
Theſe nations Newton made his on 
All intimate with him alone. 


To the vaſt volume's cloſing ſtar; 
Decypher'd every chatacter : 
His reaſon pour d new light upon the fun. 
xI11, 
Let the proud brothers of the land 
Smile at our rock and barren ſtrand, 


Not ſucb the ſea 2 let Fohe's ancient line 


| Vaſt tract and ample beings vaunt; 
| The camel /erv, fmall elephant— 
Oo Britain ! the Leviathan is thine. 
XIV. 
Leviathan! whom Nature's Arie 
Brought forth, her largeſt piece of life; 


He ſteps an iſle ! his ſports the billows warm | ; 


Dreadful Leviathan ! thy ſpout 
Invades the ſkies; the ſtars are out: 
He drinks a river, and cjects a farm. 
xv. 


m Atlantic furge around our ſbore | 


German and Caledonian roar ; 


| Their mighty Genii hold us in their lap. 


Hear Egbert, Edgar, Ethelred; 


1 
XVI. 


| Whence i is a rival, then, to ts ut! oy 
Can he be found beneath the ſkies? 


1 No, there, they dwell, that can give Britain fear : | 


The powers of earth, by rival aim 
Her 22 dut the more proclaim; 


ncar. 
Pen Venice ſits amid the waves; * 
Fer foot ambitious Ocean laves 


_ »Twixt Venice and Britannia's ifle ! 
Twixt mortal and immortal toil! 


1 built by Gods. 


XVIII. 
Let Holland triumph 88 


But not o'er friends by whom ſhe roſe ; ” 
The child of Britain! And ſhall ſhe contend ? 


It were no leſs than parricide :— 
What wonders riſe from out the tide ! 
Her High and Mighty to the rudder bend. | 


5 | 1. | 
1 And are there, then, of lofty brow, 


Who think traue mean, and ſcorn to bow | 


80 far beneath the ſtate of noble birth? 


Alas! theſe chiefs but little know - 
Commerce how hiph, themſelves how low; 


[vs fons of Fel ate the ons of cars 


The ſeas are ours.” — The am faid— 
The floods their hands, their hands the . | 


their diſlance moſt, 3s they draw 


ares nobleſt boaſt! but O what wondrous odds | 


2M 
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Xx. : 
And what have earth's mean ſons to do, 
But reap her fruits, and warm purſue 
The worid's chief good, not glut on — toil ? 
High Coramerce from the Gods came down, 
With paſs chart, and flarry crown, 
Their del-gate, to make make the nations ſmile. 


Bluſh, and behold th the Ruſſian bow, 3 

From forty crowns, his mighty brow 

To trade. To toil he turns his glorious band : 
That arm, which ſwept the bloody field, 

| See! the huge axe, or hemmer, wield; 

While /ceptres wait, and throne impatient. ſtand. 


O ſhame to Abbe. e 
_ Matchlefs example to the crown / 


014 Time is what ape boalts ſuch 2 
| * 1 2 1 n 


Ye drones / adore the man dis ine 
No; Virtye ſtill as nean decline, 


He too of Judah, great, as wiſe, 

With Hiram ſtrove in — — 2 | 
Monarchs with monarchs ſtruggle for an gar 4 
That Merchant ſinking to his 
A flood of treaſure ſwells the cave; 


The king left mwcb, the merchant bury'd more. - 


xxl v. 
1s Merchant an inglorious name? 
No; fit for Pindar ſuch a theme, 


| Too great for me; I pant beneath the weight! ! 15 


If loud as Ocean's were my voice, 
If words and thoughts to court my choice 


3 WAY T7 


. Out- number d fands, 1 _ not reach * 


Nerchants o er . heroes reign; 
Thoſe trade in blefſing, thoſe in pan, 
At laughter ſwell, and ſhout, while nations groan : 
With purple 'Monarchs, Merchants vie; 
If great to /pend, what, to ſupsly ? 


— 


| Prieſts pray for — Merchants * them 


Let Britons ſhout! earth, ſeas, and ſkies refound! 


8 xXXVI. c 
| Kings, Merchants are in league 10 lore; 
___ Earth's odours pay foft airs above, 

That o'er the teeming field prolific range; 
Planets are Merchants; take, return, 
| Luſtre and heat; by trafick burn; 
1 The whole Ci cation is one vaſt E. xchange. 
| KXVIL.. 
I. Merchant an inglorious name? 
What ſay the ſons of letter d fame, 


Proud of their volumes, twelling in their cells? 


In open life, in change of icene, 
Mid various manners, trongs of men, 
Experience, Arts, and foli4 Wiſdom dwells. 
xxVIII. 


"oth aor's metbonied., homes: ſores He ſhines in vain! hes iſle 's an iſle indeed, : 


Well-weighs; to Harry Science foars : 
Reads warm in life (dead-colour'd by the pen 
The ſcites, tongues, intereſts, of the balli: 
Who ſtudies Trade, he ſtudies all; 
Accompliſn'd Merchants are accompliſh'd Men. 


Vai treaſure taken fron —— tomb 1350 


years after bis deaths 


| While 


IS 


ö 
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STRAIN THE FOURTH. 


THE ARGUMENT, 


Pindar invoked. His praiſe. Britain ſhould de- 
cline war; but boldly aſſert her trade. En- 
couraged from the throne: Britain's condition 


without trade. Trade's character, and ſurpriz- 


ing deeds. Carthage. Solomon's temple, St. 
Paul's church. The mi/er*s character. The 
wonderful effects of trade. My religion re- 


What, true. What religien is to the merchant. 
Why trade more glorious in Britons than others. 
How war mely, and how long, to be purſued by us. 
The Briton's legacy. Columbus. His praiſe. 
America deſcribed. Worlds ſtill Anu. 


Queen Elizabeth. King _ the Second. 
2 


How mal 1 Aer rouſe 10. ſoul? 
How ſloth's laſcivious reign control 


| By verſe with undiſlinguiſh'd ardour wrought ? 


How every breaſt inflame with mine ? 
How bid my theme ſtill brighter ſhine, 


| With wealth of words, and encutauſted thought? 


11. | 
O thou Dirczan ſwan, on high, 
Round whom familiar thunders fly! 
ove attends a language line his owe : 
Thy /pirit pour, like vernal ſhowers, 
My wer/e ſhall burf* out with the flowers, | 


3 While Britains trade — — 


It. 


5 Though Britain was not born to fear, 


Graſp not at bluody fame from war ; 

Nor war decline, if thrones your right invade » 
Jove gathers tempeſt black as night; 
Jove pours the golden flood of light; 


. Let Britain thunder, or let * trade. 


iv. 
Britain a comet, or a flar, 
In commerce this, or that in wer, 


Commerce to kindle, raiſe, preſerve, 
And ſpirit dart through every nerve, 


nown'd. 


commended to the merchant, What, falſe oy. 


— — 


bl Hear from the throne. +a a voice A time = : 


g | 


1 enn SS 


To chear the glebe, and wake the flowers; 


9 The bloom call*d forth fees azure ſkies — d; 


The bird of voice is proud to ſing, 
| Induſtrious bces ply every wing, 


[ 1 and urge heir golden trac 


Trade once extinguiſh'd, Britain' fn 7 
Is gone out too ; his race is run; | 


A ſpot too ſmall to be o'ercome ; 
Ah, 3 ſafety! wretched doom | 


No foe Sill cnguer what no foe * 


1. f. 
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vis. 
Trades the fource, ſinew, foul of all: 
Trade's all herſelf ; hers, hers, the ball; 
Where molt unſeen, the goddeſs ſtill is there: 
Trade leads the dance, Trade lights the blaze, 
The courtier's pomp the ſtudent's caſe ! 
"Fwas trade — on oth and dov'd the 


- 
= 
1 
. 
U 


vii + ++ 

| What Rome nd all her gods defies? 

The punie oar. Behold it riſe | 
And datale | for the wortd! Trade gave the call; 

Nich cordial from his naval art | 

Sent the ſtrong ſpirits to his heart, 

That bid the Afric' * ball. 
ix. 

| Where is, on earth, 's bas >: 

Trade mark'd the Hi ; and 1 built the dome, 
as which his Majefty fu deigned to dwell ; : 

The walls with ſelver ſheets o erlad. 
|  Ricb, as the ſun, through ge Id winveigh”7, 
Bent the moon'd arch, and bid 


Xo 
Grandeur un!:nown to Solomon ! 
Methinks the — earth ſhould — 
Beneath yon load *: ſure, not mad: ! 
Servant and rival of the fries! | 
Heaven's uch alone can higher riſe : 
What hand immortal raiſed thee f— Humble Trade. 
| XI. 
Were badſt thou been, if left at Jar ge, | 
Thoſe finewy arms that 'd the barge, 
it at leaſure on the flow'ry green? 
If they that watch'd the midnight ſtar 
Had ſwung behind the rolling car, 
Or fit a with difyrace, where hadſt thou been! * 
XII. 
As by repletiva men conſume, 
Abundance is the miſer*s dyom ; 
* xpend it zeb/y : he that lets it ruſt, | 
Which, paſſing numerous hands, would Bike; - 
ls not a wan, but living mine, 
= Foe te the gal-, and rival to the 4%. 
XIII. 
Tal barbarous lands can poliſh fair; 
__ Make carih well worth the wiſe man's care; 
Call forth her foreſts, charm them into fleets ; ; 
Can make one houſe of human race; 
Can bid the diſtant poles embrace; 
Her" ss every ſun ; and India, India meets. : 


| \ | XIV. 
5 With bounty feeds, with laurel courts: 1 
e gives fair Virtue fairer ilill to ſnine; 
EnaQts tho guards of gain, the laws ; 
Exalts ex*n Freedom's glorious cauſe 


| Had 
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X. 
F lend each 0c her mutual aid : 
Why 8 h. un s ſmilr, in wecltb, convey 'd! 
Not to place vice, bit virtaes in our power: 
Pleaſure , is luxury, 
Boundlcfs | in tire and in d gree: 
Vienſure en, the tumalt of an leur. 


| * Lat Px 9 5; bg cn 2 YouNG. | 


1 


= w— 


Trade Monarchs crowns, and arts 8 4+ 
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| Fells bees aten gener thing, 


at jars on nature's — 


Ou. - the /pirits, and untunes the — ; 


True joy, the ſunſhine of the foul, 

A bright ſerene that calms the whole; 

knew, whow other joys influ. 
XVII. 

Merchant ! Religion is the care 

To grow as rich-—as are; 


To know falſe coin from ue; ta frvep the main; 


The mighty ae · ſecure, beyond 
The ſtrongelt tie of field, or fund. 


Commerce gives gold, Religion makes it gain, | 


XVIII. 


Join, then, Religion to thy tore, 


A Or Ind:4's mines will make thee br: 
| Greater than Tyre O bear a nobler mind 


Sea-tovercign iſle I proud tear decline, 
Traue patronize !. what glory thine, 


| Ardent to 44%, who couldit jubduc mankind ! 
column ſwell. | 


XI Ns 
Rich commerce ply with warmth divine 


1 By day, by sigi; the flars are thine, 


Weat out the ſtars in trade! eternal run 


From age to age, the noble glow, 


A rage to gain, and to ln, 


| . r EIpczol 
4 e ans Gore de (cis 


With toil, blood, treaſure, ages won; 

Thes, Edgar great bequeathyd; this, Edward bold : | 
Let FForbiſhers, let Raleighs fire! | 
O let Columbus? ſhade infpire ! 


ö | New worlds iclole, with Drake ſurround an old, ; 


r 
Columbus! ſcarce inferior fame 
For thee to find, than heaven to frame 


; That womb of guid and gem : her wide domain, 


An univerſe { her rivers, ſeas / 

| Her fruits, both men and gods to pleaſe! 

- Heaven's faireſt birth ! and, but for thee, in rain! 
XXII. 

Worlds till unkuown deep ſhadows wrap; > 

Call wonders forth from nature's lap; 

New glory pour on her Eternal Sire: 


1 O noble ſearch! O glorious care! 


Are ye not Britons ? why deſpair? 


| | New — ve due to ſuch a godlike fire. 


* | XXIII. 


| wear by the great Eliza's foul, 

. X hat Trade, as long as waters roll—- 

Ah! no; the gods chaſtiſe my 1a{h decice: a. 
Ey great Eliza do nat wear; 

For thee, O George! the gods declare: 


f And thou for them ! late time ſhall twear by thee. |» 
ade! warn's by Tyre, O make * thine * | 


XXIV. 


1 b Truth, bright as ſfars, with thee prevails; | | 


Full be thy fue, as ſwelling ſails, 
| Conſlanr, as tides, thy mind ; as maſts, clate ; 3 


| Thy. ie, an unerring helm 


To ſlcer Britannia's fickle realm; 


| | Thy numerous racy ſure anchor of her ſtate l 


# 


- 


A8 in a mirror ſhey: H adventurous thong: 


a And noble ver ſe, tis fl. al . as loog. 


(Chiron, for ſons: renown?d, his noble rage 


ä C irons the Shoveil of aformer age. 
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STRAIN THE FIFTH. 


TLE ARCUMENT, 


What 7s rhe bound of Brituims tcaver. Bevord that | 
Die fign Lyra. | 


of the mot fimed in niltery, 
What Ae conſtellations are. 
The Dol brim. Ert NUnas, 
772. Berenice. 
1e Aſeen. What e ſea is. Apoſtrophe to 
gde Emper "Or, 

7 in ſhewl:! ſteak her reſentment, What gives 
Aber. What nabe, de in evar, The Tur tar. 
. Airica, Clint, Who maſter of the 
«©0211, M hat the li, lor of the werld is, The 

| g=nealogy of glory. Ale, about it. 
the merchunt'e harvet. Ships of divine e, igin. 
Rlerchants ﬀmbaſſagers. 
| e the food of glery. Britain record. 


Argo. The wine. 
The lirn, Libra. 


wo 
BRITAN N LA'S ſtate what bounds confine ! 4 
(Of riſing thought O golden mine! 


ATountuins, Alps, Areume, gulths, 0ceansy ſet no 


— 
che ſallies till Me firikes the ſtar; 
Ear g wide, and launching far 
As wind can ily, or rolling wave relound, 
II. 


Sul ile | For Cæſars, for the fon 
Of Jove, who burſt from Macedon, 


| For gorgeous Eaſterns blazing oer mankind , 
Then, when tiey calld the world their own, | 


Not equal fame from fable ſhone : 


x They roſe to Godr, in 4. f thy ſphere confid, 


III. 
Here, no Sud for fancy”s wing ; . 
Plain truth 's illuſtrious : as I ſing, 


0 hear yon ſang ied har v repeat my lay ! 


| Your farry Irre has caught the ſound, | 
And fprealls it to the plarets round, 


11 
Tbe ſkies (Lir- print. d page !) unfold 5 


The uu ame of Heroes old; 


The d-:.1s of Gicciin marmers 
Are read by G.d:, are writ in Hare, 


. 
The les are recerds of the main, | 
Thence Argo liitens to my ſtrain; 


For rowr! fame and ung re news, 
As Britain's ſamic he here, and viecus; 


VI. 
The Whale (for Lite I ſung hi: praiſe) 
Fours grateful luſtre on my lays; - 
How ſmiles Arion's fricud * with . artial beams! 


__ Eridanus would iJatter too, 
Nut j2alouhfes his finile ſubdue; 


He fears a Britiſh rival in the Thames. 


* I. Del plir. 


vo 7. VIII. 


Te Britiſh ladies cenſared. | 


Tie Spumi mada, How Ir: 
2 3 = wg On Richmond's eye, on Berenice”s hair! 


Peace | 


De Briton N | 
pe penal yuan And, rolling, tell the nations o'er the main 


If 


* 


1 


1 


Wh be oſt can tell where ends Britannia's way. 1 
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VII. 
In pride the Lon hifts his mare, 
To ſee his Britith brothers reign 
As ſtirs below ; the Balance, Georgel from 
Thine, 
Which weighs the nations, learns to weigh 
More accurate the nigut and day; 
F. om thy fair 3 Virgo kerns to ſnil. e. 
II. 


ok Britain's court. ye leer lights ! 
How could tae wiſe-maq gaze whole ni 


But, oh ! ye practiſe framefſsl arts; 
Your own retain, ſerze others? hearts, 
Pirates, not e the Britiſh Fair, 
This truth I ſweor by Cynthia's beam. 
Fu Queen! be fuſt'd at Britain's fame; 


&« To fhare her etnpire is thy pride.” 


He, mighty power! who curbs the tide, 
* extends, throws wide Britannia's reign. 


X. 
| What i is the main! Ye kings renown'd | 
Britannia's centre, and your beurd: 
Auſtrian! where-&er Leviathan can roll, 
Is Britain's home l And Britain's mine, 
 Where=e'er the ripening ſun can ſhine, 


[ Parts are for euer ers; for her the le. 


Why, Auftrian! wit thou ws er ſtall 
On deubtful wing, and want the ſkill 
To ſce thy welfare in the erl. =? Too late 
Another Churchill thou may'ft find, 
Another Churchill, not ſo kiad, 
And other Bl:nheims, big with other * | 
XII. | 


m thev remember*it, ill dot own, 
Who reſcued an ungrateful throne ; 


' Ill thou conſider'ſt, that the 4in are bra; 


Ii dot thou weigh, that in Time's womb 
A day may fleep, a day of doom, | 
As ow tO 2 vir, as was that to / ace. 

XIII. 


4 How would'ſt thou ſmile to hear my ſtraie, 


W hoie boaſted inſpiration 's vain ? 


8 Yet what if my redlictien! ould prove truck 


Know'ft thou the f. ral pair who thine. 
Oer Britain's trading empire Tire 
As one rejected, what, if one ſucaue# 


What naval ſcene adorns the 8 
Of awful Britain's high debate *, 


_ DD... her ceu-cils, and records her ; = 
ö 


The nations Fnow, in glowiag balls 

On ſinking thrones, the tempeſt falls, 
When her auguſt — ſenates lou. 

X 
we nene t for thoughts ſo bell! ? 

Would Britaia have her anger told; 
| Ab! never let a nene r language ſound, 

Than rt which proſtrates human ſouls, 

Through Heaven's darkvauk impetuous rolls, 
And oature rocks, when angry Jove has frown” fob - 


bo. Te Sp. JL ur mad t 17% tue Hen 7 of Lars: 


| 3 N 
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XVI. 
Not realms unbeunded, not a fl 
Ot natives, not e terce of blood, 
Or reach of counſel gives the world a ler d: 
Trade calls k/m torth, aud ſets him high, 
As mortal man, o'er men can fly: 
Trade leaves poor gleanin Ly to the keeneſt /o2r 2. 
XVT! 
i Nay, her*s the ſword! For Fleets havo wings; 
Like lightning By to di lunt kings; 
Like Gods de ſeend at orce on trembling ſtates: 
Is war proclaimd? Our wars are hurPd 
To fartheſt contines of tlie world, 
Lui riae your ports, and under at your gates. 
= XVIII. 
The king of tempetts, Zolus, 
Send, forth his {in 6 perpies thus, | 
On rapiderrands : as they fiy, they rear, 
And carry ſable cl:u./:, ard ſeocep 
The land, the deſcrt, and tlie deep ! 


XIX. | 
The Pals of Neunte ever ſtrile 
On bare tee; and loath, cr like, 
As glitter bids; in endleſs error vie; 
5 Admire che Pur e and the crewn : 
| Of human eFire and rerocer, 
- Frank's the big fear? ; bright empire, but their eye. 
XX. 
a Whence Tartar & 4 x0? er Mogul GREAT? 
105 Trade gilt their titles, pour'd their ſtate; 
: While Atric's black, laſcivious, flothful . 
| To elaſp their rin, iy from teil; 
Nat meaneſ product on their ſoil, 
EN, Their feopie fell ; one half on t' other Red. 
5 XXI. 
Of Nature's Wealth from Cn ommerce vents - 
Afric 's a glaring Monument: 
Mid ctr on foreſts and tomerranite zroves 
(Curf?, in a paradife !) ſhe pine; 
Oer gererous glehe, o'er geen mines 
Her aa fanift*, trade leis native roves: 
| XXII. | | 
Nat fo thine, Chira, Hoeming-wide; 
Thy numerous fleet; m ight bri b. ge the i. e; 3 


| Thy reduces would exhavil bath India's mines : 3 


Shut be : gate of tra-b-! Cr woe 
Fo Britain's ! Europe twill o Port iow. 
| Us grarepel ſerg ! Her growth . mT lines. 
| . > AL | 
Fritain! To ef, and ſuch as the, 
_ __ The river hroail, and foaming ee 
Which ſever Iinds to mortals 4 renowned, 
Devoid of »-vc/ Killer might : 
Thoſe ſcverꝰd parts of earth wat; : 


| Trade 3 the full ui » that ſends their vigour | | 


roui. d. 
| XXIV. | | 
0 Hole, O! caulk! one ergreſrg hand 
The various ſtreams of Trade "command, 


Th..t, Iize the ſur, would ganing nations awe 3 
That awful Power the werl would brave. 
Red Wer, and Empire rand, his flave; 
Lu that 4 his ſubjects ; 5 . d Ne 42 A1. A their law. 


r Cofic. 


Le 


| Summer and Winter thei w33 
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| XXV. 
Haſt thou loobꝰd round the ſpacious earth 
From Commerce, Grandeur's humble birth: 
To George from Noah, empires living, dead, 
Th - pride, their ſhame, their riſe, thei: 
415 
Time's whole hein chronicle is all 
| One brig/t enconium, unde ſign'd, on Trade, 
L XXV1. 
f Trad: ſprings from Peace, and Wealth ſrom 
Trade, 
And Power from Wealth ! of Power is made 
The God on Farth : hail, then, the dove of Peace ! 
Whoſe olive ſpeaks the raging flood 
Cf war repreſod: what's loſs of blood ? 


War | is the death of Commerce and Inercaſe. 


XXVII. 
| Then perif} War !—Detefted War? 
Shalt thou make Gods ? light Czfar's ſtay? 


| | What calls r an fool fo loud as this has done, 
Earth ſha%es ! proud cities ſal! and Tr ener adore! | - 


From Nimrod's down to Bourbon's line? 
Why not adore too, as divine, 


+ Wide-watting ſtorms, before the genial ſun ? 
| = xxvni. 


Peace is the Merchant's former clear! 
His ar vet! harveſt round the year! 


| For Feace with laurel every wa be bound; 


Each dec carouſe, each flag fiream gut, 
Each cn found, cnch [rior ſhout ? 


For Peace let every /:cre7 ep be crown'l! 
| | "XXTX. 


Sacred are Ai pe, of birth doine! 
An angel dr. vr the Erit deſign ;. 


N With which the Patriarch Nature's r 2/7: _ 
Tee worlds aboard, an old and nzv 


He ſaie o r ſaaming billows few: - 


1 The Ge: made Human race, a I ilet, fed. 


4 


Heu ſ ren tro the Verenum?s nome = | 
1 Wh n Eritain blaz d meridian Fame“; 


 Erighr ſtone the Fans but brighter trade yore | 
law ; 

Merchants in 4, on? ceurts reder dd, 
Where prouder ſtateſmen ne er appear'd, 
Nlerchants Embaſſadors ! and Thrones i in awe. 
— | XXXI. 5 

- 7] is !/errs to know the ride, the 7. "mes; 

5 The march 67 ſtars; 3 the 117 thy of A 
theirz lend and fear 
be irs are the ſenſen, »ortzs, and yer rs ; 

| Ard cacha different garlard wears 


-Q that my ſong _ 1dd F ternity ! 


XXII. 


3 Paste 3 is the PR. oil thit reeds 


The burriog lamp of god-like dccds: 
Immortal glory pay“ flluftrious cares: 
Whither, ye Britons! are ye bound? 
O noble veyege ] glorious reurd! 


1 Launch from the 1 hames, and end ameng the 


ſtars: 
XXXI11T. 
10 to my ſi he roſe my ui, 
Your fame {ould laſt while oceans rell 


— 


w 
Ian. 


P od 
« 


* Queen Elicaceit's Neig n. 


—— 
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When other world: in deptins of time ſhall riſe, | 
As we the Greets of mighty name, 
May ze Britannia's ticet proclaim, 

Look up, and read her ſtory iu the Il ies. 

XXXIX. | 
Ye Sirens, fing; ye Tritons, blow; | 
Ye Nereids, dance ; ye Billows, flow; 
Roll to my meaſures, O ye Starry Throng; 
Lie Winds in concert breathe around; 
Fe navies! to the concert bound _... 
From Pole to Pole! To Fritaia all belong. 


THE MORAL 


Tie me# happy ſhould * the met vit Of 
Eternity, Mut Prita aims arts * bo 
| Merce ſavery. = | 


I. 
| Or Hiſsy in vain 1 the God: ee, 
Its end tultil, mcars cheriſh, ſource adore ; 
BE Vain feveliings of thy ſoul repreſs; 1 


They moit may leſe, who mott pe 
Then let blifs e, and rycmble at thy ttore. | 
IT. 


Nor be too fond of life, at beſt, = 1 
Her chear ful, not enamcur d gueſt: 


| Let thought fiy firward; "twill gay proſpeds | 


give; 

Proſpects immortal; that deride 

A Tyrian wealth, a Perſan pride, 
And make it perfe&t frrti:zde to live. 


0 for Eternity! a ſcene ! 
To fair adventurers ſerene? 

0! on that ſe to deal in pure renown ! 
Trac with Gods! What tranſports roll; 
What boundleſs inert to the foul ! 


| Adore the Gods, 8 plough the ſeas : 
Vf le thy arts, O Britain! theſe, 
Let others paat for an immenſe command; 
Let 0:4ers breathe wac's fiery G od; . 
Tanne proud ſt wider fears thy nod, 
Long as the trident Als thy * * 


Y AY 


e while Heaven-born R Laits, |] 


| Which Tracd-*s ſoft ſpurious daughter blaſts; 
For w iat is Tyranny ? A monſtrous birth 
From Luxury, by bribe: careſe“ d, 
By glowing power in de, compreſ[./l, | 


Which Gaul ks 3 mud Inns the 25 * 0 


carth. 
THE CLOSE. 


2 " „kali rec » fr i ſurg. How Surg. Fr . Ile 
te Jirdurꝰs ſubjects, Hh 620 £4 $2 an — be ' Jong 


t All. 
J | 1 


1 Till chiefs of eg 


2 Nor grudge to Britons bolt their Theban ſong. 
BRTTAIN I thus bleſt, tliy bleſing know; | 


1 Though not u 


* poor man's 5 ezprre! and the ſubjects TOW #1 
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The _ of Proſe, where thou haſt flumber'd 
ng 
Aud ſend thy flag triumphant down 
The tie of Time, to ſure rerown ; 
O blcfs my country l aud thou pay*tt my ſong, 
II 


Thau art the Brito:.'s nobleſt the mo, 
V'hy, then, unfung? My nge aim 

| To drefs uin. ſerſr, and tre the gener ce Herd; 
Not ſport imag inations vain, 

But lift, with yon ethereal train, 


rue mining Muſe, to ferve the public good, 
| II 


Of arcient art, and urciert fraiſe, 
The {pri-g-+ are open'd in my lays: 
Olympic heroes ghaſts around me throng, 
And think their Slory ſung anew 
ame they. view; 


IV. 
Not Pindar's the me with n. ĩne compares, 
As far ä as 1e eful cares 


8 Tranſcend diverſon light and glory vaix: : 


The wreath fantatiic, ſhouting throng, 
And panting need, to him belong 
| The eericteertsy not em ie, golden rein. 


Nor, Chandos! Fes the Muſe deſpiſe | 
That <vcz th glowing Etna riſe 
| (Such Pindar's br-att) thou Theron of cur tine! 
Seldom to man the Gods impart 


| A Piudar's head, er Theron's heart; 
I In lie, or ſong, how rare the rrue Sublime ! 7 
III. * TX | Y 
| None, Br 2 n will fore diſdain 


VI. 


This new, bold, moral, patriot ſtrain, : 
ith cer with [ume virtue cruwird; 
: | (How vain the Muſe!) the lay may lat, 
[ Tus twird around the Britiſh Maft, 
The Briiiſn Matt, with eller laurels bound! ! 
VII. 
Weak iar curls round naval ak. 
Aud ſmiles at wind and ſtorm unbroke ; 


7 1! By ftrenemn yo! bers tublime : thus, proud to 


ſoar, 
To Britain“; 3 cleaves my rein; 


” And lives, „nd echnes through the fais, 
3 * bile o'er the biilew Prritain's. thundzrs roar. 


FB 
| ze dumb, ye 2 rrevelirs Sons of Verie 
Who % not act! ions, but rele earſe, 


| Aud oo the m With 4 in ee * detre; 7 


— To tar wy Bri dla pavol bl „om, 
Sun Eritain's fame, with al her Hero: s fre. 


4 „ DWE CM 0 RUS. 


« Ye Siren , ing; ye Tritons, blow; 
« Ye Nercil:, cance; ye Billow?, few s 
„Roll to my mc.Qlurcs, © ye Starry 1 hrong! 
« Ye Winds! in cone-rt breathe around: 
„ Ye >; vie,! ta tuc concert bound 
% Frem Pole 10 3 e; (o Britain all belong; 


THEE, Trade! J ff, ds hoaſt no mas. | 


_ Who, cvs the nowg ht, :44: ſuatch from . 


« Pricain to Haren; from Heaveu uiccucs my 
ſong, 31 2 


The plovers when to ſcatter c'er the heath, 
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| THE SEASONS. 


SPPING. 
TEE ARGUMENT. 


TEE hen prepeſed., I-ſcribed to the Courteſe of 
Hertford. The ſeuſen ts deſer bed as it affect the 
vuricus parts of Nature, uſcending from the 


Jen the ſubje®, Its influer ce en nate mate 
ter, on vegetables, on brute animals, and laſt en 
nan; cmeluding with a diſſuaſve frem the <yild 


«nd irregular paſſion of Love, offeſed te that ef 


4 jure and happy kind, 
| ME, gentle Spring! ethercal Mildne(s, 
| come, 5 „ 
And from the boſom of yon dropping cloud, 

While muſic wakes around, veibd in a ſhower 
Of ſhadowing roſes, on our plains deſcer,d. 

0 Hertford! fitted or to ſhine in courts 
With unaffected grace, or walk the plain 
With innocence and meditation join? d 
In ſoft aſſemblage, liſten to my ſong 
Vihich thy own Scaſon paints; when Nature a 
4 bleoming and benevolent, like thee. 
Axel ſee where ſurly Winter paſſes off, 
Far to the north, and calls his ruitian blaſts: 
Eis blaſts obey, and quit the howling hill, 
The fentter'd tereſt, and the ravag'd vale; 
While ſofter gales fuccecd, at whoſe kind touch 
_ Diolving ſnows in livid torrents loſt, 6 
The mountains litt their green beads to the (7. 

As yet the trembling year is unconfrm'd, 
And Winter oft at eve reſumes the breeze, | 

_ Chills the pale morn, and bids his driving fleets 
_ DPeform tie day deligitleſs 3 fo that ſcarce 21 

The hittern knows his time with bill ingulpht 
To tha'e the ſounding marſh ;, er from the ſhore 
And ſing their wild notes to the liftening waſte. 
At latt from Aries rolls the bounteous Sun, 25 
Ad the bright Bull receives him. Then no 

* ... Wore 4 | ES 5 = 
T' expanſre atmoſphere is cramp'd with cold; 
P+rt, full of liſe, and vivifyiug ſoul, | 


*% 2 » : EN 7s y : 1 ö »* M | | 5 * 5 
... — Smag er = to 


thin, | | | | 

© Fleecy and white, Oer all- ſurrounding Heaven 
Forth fly the tepid Airs, and unconfind, 

Unbinding eurth, the moving ſoftneſs ſtrays. 

oyous th' impatient huſbandman perceives 

Relenting Nature, and his luly ficers *c 

: Drives from their fialls, to where the well-us'd 
ploug a | | | 


Lies in the ferrow, looſen'd from the froſt ; 


| Ard temper all, thou world-reviving fun, 


— WSN 


They lend their foul cr, and begia the'r toil, 
Cheer'd by th: Gmple jong and ſoaring lark. 40 
Bleanwhile ircnmbei.t oer the ſnining ſhare 
The matter Jeans, removes th obſiruaing clay, 

| _ the whole work, and fdelong lays the 
glebe. | 


{ialks 


Toto the faithful hoſom of the ground: | 
The barrow follows karſt, and ſhuts the ſcene. 


fcendl! 


50 


Into the perfect rear, Nor ye who live 
In luxury and eaie, in pomp and pride, . 
Think theſe loſt themes unworthy of your ear: 


Cf elegance and tate, by Greece refin'd. 
In ancient times, the ſacred plough employ*'d 
The kings and awful fathers of mankind: 


tribes _ | N 
Are hut the beings of a ſummer's day, 
Have held the icale of empire, ruPd the form 
Or mighty war; then, with unwearicd hand, 
 Diſdaioiug little delicacies, feiz'd os 


00 


ve generous Britons ! vererate the plougnz = 


| | And o'er your hills, and long withdraw ing vales, ? 


Let Autumn ſpread his treaſures to the tun, | 
| Juxvriapt and unbounded :; as the fea, 


Your empire owns, and from a thouſand ſhores 
| Waſts all the pon:p of Jive wto your ports; 
So with ſuperic:y boon may your rich foil, 
Exuberant, Nature's better bleſſings pour 
Oer every land, the naked nations clothe, | 
And be the exhauſdleſs granary of a world! 


Me 
13 


Delicious, breathes ; the penetrative fur, 
is terce deep-darting to the dark retreat 


In various hues; but chietly thee, gay Green! 


| FR ſmiling Nature's univerial robe! 


| . United light and ſhace } where the ſight dwells 
With growing ſtrengih, and ever-new delight. $5 


From the moiſt moadov to the wither'd hill, 
Led bv ihe breeze, the vivid verdure runs; 

An?! twells and deep-r:s to the cheriſhd eye. 

The kawthern whitens; ard the juicy groves 


There, unrettufng, tc the harneſs'd yoke 


Fut ſorth their bude, unfekling by degrees, 90 


White threuyh the neighbouring fields the ſower 
l wer to tee Higher; uith digrefjiens ar ig | | Ep 


With meafnr'd ſtep, and lib'ral throws the grain bY 


Be gracious, Heaven! for new laborious man = 
Has dune his part, Ye foftering bret zes, blow |. 
| Ye foſtening dews, ye tender ſhowers, de- 


uch themes as theſe the rural Maro ſung 55 
To wide-imperial Rome, in the full height 


And ſome, with whom compar'd your inſect 


The plough, and greatly independent Iiv'dl. 65 


Far through his ure turbulent domain, 70 


Nor only throngh the lenient air this change, 


—  Myriads on myriads, infect armies waft 
| Keen in the poiſon'd breeze; and waſteful eat, ls deepenrich'd with vegetable life, 
Through buds and bark, into the blacked core, Till in the weſtern ſky the downward ſun 

Looks out, effulgent, from amid the fluſh 1 

Of broken clouds gay-ſhifting to his beam. 199 

| The rapid radiance inftantaneous ſtrikes I 

Thy illumin'd mountain, thro? the foreſt ſtreams, 

Shakes en the floods, and in a yellow miſt, 
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Till the whole leafy foreſt ſtands diſplay 
In full. luxuriance to the tighing galcs ; 


Is heard te quiver through the clofng woods, 


Or ruſiliag turn the many twinkling leaves 


Where the deer ruſtle through the twining brake, Gf aſpin tall. Th' uncurling floods, diftus/d 
In glaily brradth, ſeem, through delußve lapſe, 


Aud the birds fing conceal'd. At once array“ 
In all the colours of thc fluſking year, 
By Nature's ſwiit and ſecret- working hand, 
The garden glows, and lis the liberal air 
With laviſh fragranc2; while the promi fruit 
Lies yet a little embryo, unperceiv'd, 
Within its crimſon tolds. Now trom the town, 
Buried in ſmoke, and flcep, and noiſome damps, 
Oft let me wander o'er the dewy fields, [drops 
Where freſhneſs breathes, and daſh the trembling 
From the bent buth, as through the verdant maze 
Ol ſweet briar edges I purive my walk; 105 
Ur taſte the f. nell of dairy ; or aſcend 
Some eminence, Auguttia, in thy plains, 
And ſee the country, far diffus'd around, 

One buundlets bluſh, one white-empurpled ſhower 
Of mingled blofloms ; where the raptur'deye 110 
Hurries from joy to joy, and hid beneath 
The fiir proſut on, yellow Autumn ſpics. 

If, bruſh'd from Ruſſian wilds, a cutting gale 


Rite not, and ſcatter from his humid wings 
The clummy mildew 3 or, dry-blowing, breathe In univerſal bounty, ſhedding herbs, 180 
11s And fruits, ald flowers, on Nature's ample lap? 


Vntimely froſt ; before whoſe baleful blat 

The full-blowa Spring through all her foliage 

| ſhrinks, 

Juoyleſs and dead, a wide dejected waſte, | 
For oft, engender'd by the hazy north, 


Their eager way. A feeble race! yet oft 


120 


95 Forgettul of their courſe is filence all, 166 


And pleaſing expectation. Herds and flocks 
| Drop the dry ſprig, and mute- implor ii. g eyo 


4 


, 
2 


The facred ſons of vengeance; on whoſe courſe 


Corroſwe famine waits, and kills the year. 125 
To check thi: plague the ſkilful armer chaff 


Aad blazing firaw before his crchard burns; 


Tin, all invelv'd in ſmoke, the latent foe 

From every cranry ſuffocated falls: 

Er ſcatters o*cr the blooms the punge:t duſt 130 
Or pepper, fatal to the froſty tribe; 
Or, whey th! envenom'd teat begins tc curl, 
With ſprinkled water drowns them in their ret , 
Nor, while they pick them up with bufy bill, 


Tue little trooping birds uawuely ſcares, 135 


Be patient, fſwains; theſe eruel- ſeeming winds 
Blow not in voin. Far hence they keep reprets 
 Thofe deepening clouds on 2iouds, ſurcherg'd with 
That oer the vait Atlantic hithcr borne, rain, 
In ec adleſs train, would quench the fummer-blaze, 
And, cheerleſs, drown the crude unripen'd year. 


The north. eaſt ſpends his rage z he now f.ut ap 


Within kis iron cave, ti effußhwe ſouth 


Warms the wide air, and oer the void of heaven 
Breathes the hig clouds with vernalihowers dilient, 


At firſta dufky wreati they ſeem to rite, | 
Scarce ftaining ætber; but by ſwitt degrees, 
Tn heaps on heaps, the doubling vapour fails 
Along the loa iky, and mingld deep 


Sits on th? horizon round a ſettled gloom : TY 50 


Not ſuch as wiutzy+.torms on mortals ſhed, 
Oppreſſing lite; L ut lovely, gentle, kind, 

And full of every hope, and ever joy, 

The wish of Nature. Gradual ſiaks the breeze 

Into  p2ric& calm, that not a breath 


i 155 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| Moiſt, bright, and 


The falling veceure, Huſh'd in ſhort ſulpenſe 
The plumy people ſtreak their wings with oil, 
To throw the lucid moiiture trickling oift, 165 
And wait th” approaching ſign to ſtrile at once 
Into the general choir. E'en mountains, vales, 
Ard foreits, ſeem impatient to demand. | 
The promis'd iweetneſs, Man ſuperior walks 
Amid the glad creation, muting praile, 
And looking lively gratitude, At lait 
The clouds coaſign their treaſures to the fields, 
And, ſoitly ſhaking on the dimpled pool 

Pre luſwe drops, let all their moitture ow 


In large effuſion oer the freſheu'd world. 1795 ; 


The ftcaling ſhower is ſcarce to pattey heard 

By ſuck as wander thro? the foreſt walks, N 
Beneath th? umbrageous multitude of leaves, 
But who can hold the ſha- le, while Heaven deſcends 


Swiit Fancy tir*d anticipates their growth, 
Ang, while the milky nutritive dittils, 
Bc holds the kindling country colour round. 


Thus all day long the full-diſtended elouds 19837 
Indulge their genial ſtores, and well-ſhower'd 


Far ſmoaking Oer th? interminable plain, | 
In twin kling myrinds lights the dewy gems, 105 
Teen, the landſcape lauglis 
around, ED 


Full ſwell the woods, their every muſic wakes, | 


Mix'd is wild cancert, with the warbling brooks 
Increas'd, the diſtant bleatir gs of the hills, 


And hollow lows reſponſiwe from the vales, 2% 


Whence blending all the ſweeten'd zephyr ſprings: 


| Mean time, refradted from yon? eaſtern cloud, 


Bcttriding earth, the grand ethereal bow 


| Shoots up immenſe, and every hue unfolds, 


In fair proportion running from the red, 205 


To where the viclet fades into the fy. TE 
| Here, awful Newton! the diſſolviag clouds 
} Form, fronting on the ſun, thy ſhow'ry priſm, _ 


And to the ſage- inſtructed eye unfold 2 
The various twine of light, by thee diſelos d, 215 
From the white mingling maze. Not fo the boy; 


| | He worderingviewsthe brightenchantment bend, 


elighttul, o'er the radiant fields, and runs 
To catch the falling glory; but, amaz'd, 
Beholds th? amufive arch before him fu, 215 
Then vaniſh quite away. Still nighe ſucceeds; 
A ſoften'd ſhade, and ſaturated earth, | 
Awaits the morning-beam, to give to light, 


Rais d thro ten thouſand different plaſlic tubes, 


The bazry treaſures of the former day. 220 


421 - 
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| 
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Cer all the earth, beyond the power 
Of betauift to number up their tribes, 
Whether be ſieals along the lonely dale, 

In ſilent fearch, or thro” the foreſt, rank 
With what the dull incurious weeds account, 
Burks his blind way, or climbs the mountain 


225 


Fired by the nodding verdure of its brow. [rock, 


With tuch a Hb'ral hand has Nature flung 
Their ſeeds abroad, blown them about in winds, | 
Innumerous mix'd them with the nurſag mould, 
The moi ſb ning current, and prolific rain. 


But who their virtues can declare? who pierce, | 


With viiiou Pure, into theſe ſecret ſtares 

Gf health, and lite, and joy? the food of man, 
by le yet he Jiv'd in innocence, aud told 236 

A length of golden years, vatteflyed in blood, 

A firanger to the ſavage arts of life, | 

Death, rapine, carnage, ſurfeit, and diſeaſe; 

The lord, and not tue tyrant, of the world. 240 

The dit freſh dawn then walꝰd the gladdewd 

Of uncorrupted blan, nor bluſn d to ſce 1 

The fluggard fleep beneath its ſacred beam: 

For their light Numbers gently fum'd away, 
And up they roſe as vig'rous as the ſun, 

Or to the culture of the williag glebe, 

Vr to the cheerful tendance ot the flock. | 
| Mean time the ſong went round; and dance and 


ſport, 
VW iſdom and friendly talk, ſucceſſive, ſtole 
Their hours away; while in the roſy vale 


245 


250 


Love breath'd his "infant ſighs from avguiin free, 


And full replete with bliſs, fave the free! pam 
That, inly thrilling, but exalts it more. 
Nor yet injurious act nor ſurly deed 


For reaſon and benevorence were law. 

Har monious Nature, ton, loo!2d ſmiling on. 

(bar ſhone the ſkins, cooPd with eternal gates, 

Aud baimy fpirit all. The youtaful Sun 
Stat his beft rays ; and ſtill the gracious clouds 


235 | 


| 1 he herds and flocks co mmixing play'd ſecure, 
uis when, emergent from the gloomy wood, 
The glaring lion ſav-, his horrid heart | 

Mas meeten'd, and he joy his-ſulten j Jy: 265 
Tor muic bell tie whole in perfect pea: 5 
_ Soft figb'd the fute; the tender voice was heard, 
Marblirg the varizd heart; the woodlands round 
Apply'd their quire 3 and w — ard waters flow'd 
Ju comſonance. Such were thoſe prime of days, 

But now thoſe white unblemiſh'd — 

WT whence 

_ The fabling poets took theie Golden Age, 


Are ſouzd no more amid theſe iron times, 


Has Toit that conc rel of harmonious powers 273 
Which ſorms the foul of happineſs, and al! 

J- off the poiſe within: the paſſhons all 
Have burt their bounds ; and Reafon, half | ex- 
r impotent, or elſe approving, ſees 
The ford chsurder. Senſcleſs and deforw'd, 280 
(onvulſwe Auger ſtorms at large; or, pale | 
And ſilent, ſettles into fell revenge. 

Baſe Envy withers at another's joy, 

And hates that excellence it cannot reach, 


And joyleſs Inhumanity 


(tinet, 
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Then ſpring 'the living herbs, profuſcly wild, | Deſponding Fear, of feeble fancies full, 


22 
Weak and unmar ly, looſens every power . 
hn Love itſelf is bitterneſs of ſoul, 
Arent ve anguith pinuing at the heart; 
Or, funk to ſordid int'ꝰreſt, feels no more 
That noble wiſh, that never-cloy'd dere, 290 


Which, ſelſiſn j joy diſdaining, ſeeks alone 

To blet; the dearer object of its flame, 

Hope fickens with extravagance 3 and Grief, 
Of life impatient, into madneſs ſwells, 


Or in dead filence waftes the weeping hours. 295 


Thete, and a thouſand mixt emotions more, 
From cver- changing views of good and ill, 
Form d infinitely various, vex the mind grows 
With endleſs ſtorm; whenee, deeply rankling, 
The partial thought, a liſtleſs unconcern, 300 
Cold, and averting from our neighbour's good: 


Then dark Diſguſt, and Hatred, winding Wiles, B 


Coward Deceit, and ruff an Violence : 
At laſt, extinct each ſocial feeling fell, 


pervades 
And petriſes the hcart. Nature, diſturl}%d, 


ge came; 


With univerſal burſt, into the g 
And oer the high-pil'd hills of fraur'd earth 
Wide dafh'd the wa ves, in undulation vaſt, 


Til, from the centre to the ſtreaming clouds, 
31s 


A ſhopeleſs ocean tumbled round the globe 
The ſraſons fince have, with ſeverer ſway, 
| Oppreſs'd a broken world: the Winter keen 


Shook forth his waſte of ſnows, and Summer ſhot 


. His peſtilential heats. Great Spring beſore 
Was known among thoſe * ſons of Heaven, 


Grean'd all the years aad fruits and bloſſoms 
bluſe*d, 


In focial ſweetneſs, on the ſclf-ſame bough. 321 


Pure was the temperate air; and even calm 
Perpetual reign'd, ſave what the zephyrs bland 


| Breath'd oer the due expanſe : for then nor 
Propp*d fatneſs down, as o'cr the ſwelling mead | . 


ſtorms 


Were taught to blow nor W to rage: 323 
| Sourf ep t the waters; no ſulphureous glooms | 


SwelPd in the ſky, and fent the lightning forth ; 
While fickly damps, and cold autumnal iogs, 
Hung not relaxing on the ſprings of life. 
But how of turbid ele ments the ſport, 
From clear to cloudy toſs'd, from hot to cold. 
And dry to moift, with inward-eating change 
Our drooping days are dwindled down to novglt, 


| Ther period fnifh'd ere ?tis well begun. $::. 
| And yet the wholcſome herd neglected dies, 
| Tho! with che pureexhilarating ſou t! 336 


| Of nutriment and health, and vital — | 
Theſe drogs ol hie! Now the diſtemper'd mind 


Beyond the ſearch of Art, ?tis copious blett : 


Fer, with hot ravine fir'd, enſanguin d Man 5 


s row become the lion of the plain, 


And weric. The wolf, who ſrom the nightly 840 2 
Fierce drags the bleating prey, ne%er drunk her 


milk, 
Nor wore ber warming fleece 3 nor hs the ſteer, 
At whoſe ſtrong cheſt the deadly tiger hangs, 
fer plovgh'd tor him. They, too, are ' texaper'd 
high, 


v ith hunger furg and wild neceſſity, 8 346 


305 
Is deem'd vindictive, to have chang'd ber courſe, 
Hence, in old duſy time, a delu | 
When the deep- eleſt difparting orb, that arch'd 
The central waters round, — ruſh'd, 31 


33% 


ST I — 


Jai a — 


And dip his tongue in gore? The beatt of prey, 


| What have ye done? ye peaceful People! what 


And, firuggling, 
Torn of the clown he feeds? and that, pernaps, 
Yo ſzell the riot of th! autumnal featt, 


_ Light on the numbers of the Samian ſage : 
_ High Heaven forbids the bold preſumptuaus 
_ Whoſe wiſeſt will has fiz'd us in a ſtate ſtrain, 


Nor, when the firft foul torrent of the brooks, 
Swell il with the vernal rains, is ebb'dd away, 
Aud, whitening, down their moſſy-tinctur d! | : | 5 N 
| 1 : F'en thooting liſtleſs languor thre? the deer, 

| Thea ſect the bank where flowering clders crowd, 
While yet the dark-brown water aids the guile, 85 


Ihe rod fine-taperiag with elatlic ſpring, 


Put let not on thy hook the tortur'd wor:u. 335 
_ Convull.ve, twiſt in a gonizing folds, . 
Which, by rapacious hunger ſwallowed deep, 
Gives, as you tear it from the blee«ling breait = 

Of the weak, helpleſs, uncomplainipg wrereh, 
Harſh pain and horror to the tender hand. 390 


This pierc*d the freams, and rons'd the ſnny race, 
Then, ifTuing chearful, to thy ſport repair: 


And light ver ætlier bear the ſhadowy clouds. 
lich to the front, this day, amid the hills 305 
And woodlands warbling round, trace up the 


The next, purſue their recky=channeV* maze 
Dan to the river, in whoſe ample wave 
Their little Naiads love to ſport at large. 400 
Juſt in the dubious point, where with the pool 
Is mig the trembling ſtream, or where it boils 
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Nor lodges pity in their ſhaggy breaft : 

But Lang whom Nature for m'd of milder clay, 

With every kind emotion in his heart, 

And taught alone to weep, wiike from her lap 350 

She pours ten thouſand delicacies, herb; | 

And fruits as num'rous as tho drops of run, 

Or beams that gave them birth; ſaail he, fair 
Form! heaven, 

Who wears ſweet ſmiles, and looks erect on 

Eer doop to mingle with the prowling herd, 355 


Blood-ftain'd, deſer ves to bleed 5 but ye, ye 
Flock: ! 


To merit death? ye, who have given us milk 

In luſcious ſtreams, and lent us your own nat 
Againſt the Winter's cold? And the plain ox, 
That harmleſs, kone:t, guil-Tefs animal! 5 
In whiHt has he offended ? he, whoſe toil, 
Paxicut, and ever ready, clothes the land 

With all the pomp of harve?, ſhall he bleed, 365 
n beneath the cruel hands 


i 


Won by his labour? Thus the feeling heart 


In this Lite age, advent'rous. to have touclyd 
That muſt not yet to pure periect ĩon rife. 375 


| ſtreum | C 
Feſcends the billowy wam, now is the time, 


To tempt the trout. The well-diſſembled tiy, 


Snatch'd from the hoary ſteed the floating line, 
And all thy ſlender wat'ry ſtores prepare. 


When with his lively ray the potent ſun 


Chi: thould the Weſtern breezes curling play, 


brooks; - | 


Arourd the ſtone, or trom the hollow*} bank 
Reverted plays in undulitiog low, 


Taey wanton riſe, or, urg'd by hunger, lea, 
Then ix, with gentle twitch, the barbed hook ;. 
Some lightly toffing to the grafly bank, 111 
And to the ſheleing fore ſlou-dragyrug ſome, 
With various hand, proportion tr their force. 
It yet too young, and catly deceiv'd, 

A worthleſs prey ſcarce bends your pliaiit rod, 41 5 
Him, piteous of his youth, and the ſnort ſpwe 
He has enjoy'd the vital light of Heaven, | 
Soft difer gave, and back into the ſtream 


From his dark haunt, benzath the tangled roots 


Behoves you then to ply you ſineſt art. 


| Long time he, follow iug cautious, ſcans the fy, 


And oft“ atteropts to ſize it, but as of? 

The diaplel water ſpe1ks his jealous fear: 428 
At latt, white havly or the ſhaded ſer) | 
Paſſes a cloud, he deſperate ta es the dcatli 
With ſullen plunge ; at once he darts along, 
Deep ſtruek, and runs out all the Enother'd li-, 
Then feeks the farthe! ooze, the Beltering weer, 


And flies aloft, and flources round the pool, 


| || Indignant of the guile. With yielding lard, 
Would tenderly ſuggeſt 3 but is enough, 370 


That feels him ſtill, yet to his furious courſe = 
Gives way, you, now retiring, following now, 


Till, floating broad upon his breathleſs fads, 
And to his fate abandon'd, to the ſhore 
You gayly drag your unreſiſting prize. 439 


Tus paſs the te mperate hours; but when: the fun 
_ | Sha's from his noon- day throne the feattcrig 5 


| clouds, 


Where ſcatter*d wild the lily of the vaio 


With all the Lowly children of the ſhade ; 
| Cr lie rcelin'd beneath you? ſpreading uh, 
Hung oer the fiecp; whence, born? ou ligt:id 
| wing, 285 | OT Co 
The ſounding culver ſhoots ; or where the ly, 


Ther: let the ehe proc thy Fancy lead 
Thro' rural ſeenes, ſuch as the Mar tuan ſwain 
Paints in the matehleſs harmony of ſong: 


| Or hy the voc won and waters Iv!Þ4, 
And lot in lonely muſing, in the dream 
 Confus%! of carebſs ſolitude, where mix 


Srotke evory guſt of paÞFon into peace, 


| All but tlie ſwellings of the ſoſten'd heart, 
| That walten, not uiſturb, the tranquil mind. — 
Uchell you? breathing protpect Lüls the Muſe 


Throw all her beauty forth. But who can paint 
Like Nature? Can Imagination boaſt, 405 
Amid its gay crention, hnes like her's? 

Or can it mix them with that matchleſs ſaill, 


There throw, nice judging, the d.luſwe Ry, 405 
Ant, as you lead it round in artful] curve, 
With eye attzwive mark the ſpringing game. 


Straight as above the ſuriace of the Rood. 


And loſs then ia each other, as appears 
In everv bud that biows? If Faney, then, 4*» 
' Uicqua) fail Lenenth the: plenfiug tab, = 


The ſpeckled captive throw :; but ficuld you lure 


Or pendant tees, the monarch of the brook, 421 


The cavern'd bank, hi: old ſecure abode, 431 


Aeroſs the ſtream, exhauſt his idle rage; 455 


Its balmy ef2ne2 breathes, where cowſtips hang 
| The dewy head, where purple violets lurk, 445 


kligh in the beetling cliF}, tis airy builds: 432 


Or catch thy{ If the Lin dfeane, gilling ſwiſt 455 
} Atiwart Imag ination's vivid eye: | Ros 


| Ten tunnel wandering images of things, 470 


— = —— x _ S. 


„ Aer 


5 


424 
Ab! what tall Language do? ah! where fad 


word 

Tiag'd with ſo many colours, and whoſe power, 

To lite approaching, may perfume my lays 

With that fine oil, thoſe aromatic galee, 

That inexhauſtive flow continual round? 
Let, tho” ſucceſsful, will the toil delight. 


475 | 


_ then, ye Virgins and ye Youths ! waoſe | 
earts 

Hare felt the raptures of refning love; = 

And thou, Amanda, come, pride of my ſong 1480 


Form'd by the Graces, Lovelineſs nn! ; 
Come with thoſe dowacaſt eyes, ſedate and 


ſweet, 
Thoſe looks demure, that deeply pier: the ſoul, 
ight of thoughtful reaion 


Where, with the 
mix'd, 

| Shines lively ang ond the feeling heart: 485 

Oh come! and the roſy-footed May | 

Stcals bluſhing on, together let us tread : 

The morning-dews ; and gather, in their prime, 

— flowers, to grace the braided 


And, ty lord bofom, that improves their 
| eets. 
See where the winding vale its laviſh flores 
| Trriguous ſpreads. Sce how the lily drinks 
7 hs lat latent rill, ſcarce oozing through the graſs, 


Of growth luxuriant, or the humid bank 
In fair profuſion decks, Long let us walk 495 
: the breeze blows from yon” extended 
| % | 
Of blofinn'd beans: Arabia cannot boaſt 
A fuller gale of joy than, lib'ral, thence 


ros 1 ence the ſenſe, and takes the raviſh'd 
_ 
Nor is the mead —— of thy 8 50 
Full of freſk verdure and unnumber'd flowers, 
The negligence of Nature, wide and wild, 
Whore, undiſguis'd by mimic Art, the ſpreads 
U ubounded beauty ta the roving eye. 
Ire their delicious taſk the fervent bees, 
in fwarmiog millions, tend: around, athwart, 
_ This” the ſoft air, the buſy nations fly, | 
Clivg to the bud, and with inſertcd tube 
Suez its pure eſſence, its ethereal ſoul; _ 
And oft with holder wing they ſcaring dare 5310 
The purple heath, or where the w ud thyme | 
Frows, 
And vellow loa:] hea * -ith the luſcious ſpoil, 
—— length the ſin ĩſſd garden to the view 
Its viſtas opens, and its alleys green. 
Snatcu'd thro? the verdant maze, the hurried | 
eye 515 
- Difraied wanders: now the bowery wal!: 
Ot covert cloſe, where ſcarce a ſpect ot day 
Falls on the lengthen'd gloom, protrated ſweeps; 
Now meets the bending fy ; the river now 
Dimpling along, the breczy rufiled lake, 420 
The foreſt darkening round, the glittering ſpire, 
TI <thereal e, and the di:iant main. 
But why fo far excurllve? when at hand, | 
_ Als theſe bluſkiug borders, bright with FR 
Aud in you? mingled v — ot flowers, 325 
1 vir-hayged Spring unboſoms every g grace: 


| Continual climb, who with a mafter-hand 


_ | Wraptioa filmy net, and clad with leaves, 
Draw the live æther, and imbibe the dew: 


505 
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The claiſy, primroſe; violet, darkly blue ; 
And Polyanthus, of unnumber'd dies; 

| The yellow wallficwer, ſtaiud with iron browr, 

And laviſh itock, that ſeents the garden rouud: 

From tle ſoft wing of vernal breezes ſhed, 

Anemanies; auriculas, enricb'd 

With ſhining meal o'cr all their velvet leaves; 

And full ra:unculaz, of glowing red. £35 

| Then comes the tulip race, where Beauty plays 
Her idle freaks; from family diffus'd 

To family, as flies the father-duſt, 

The varied colours run, and while they break 

On the charmꝰd eye, th? exulting florĩſt marks, 

With ſecret pride, thc wonders of his hand. 549 

No gradual bloom is wanting ſrom the bud, 

Firit born of Spring, to Summer“, muſky tribes ; 

Nor hyacinths, of pureſt virgin white, 
Lou-bent, and bluſhing ward ; nor jonquils, 

Of potent fragrane:: nor Narci/%us fair, 446 
As o' er the fabled fountain hanging ſtill; | 

| Nor, broad carnations, nor gay —_— pinks ; 3 
Nor it.ower'd from every butih, the damaſk roſe. 
 Infivite numbers, delicacies, ſmells, * add 
With hues on hues expreſſion cannot paint, 


490 The breath of Nature, and her endleſs bloom. 


Hail, Source of beings! univerial Soul 

Of haves and earth! Eſſentiul Pre ſence, hail! 

To Thee I bead the knee : to Thee my thoughts 
5 | 

Haſt the great whole into perfection touch'd, oi 

By Thee the various vegetative tribes, 


o 
By Thee diſpos'd into congenial foils, | 
Stands each wttraftive plant, and ſuc''s and ſwells | 
The juicy tide, a twining mais of tubes. 
At thy command the verral ſun 2wakes 
The rsd ſep, detrucied to the root 


| 


obs 


| By wintry winds, that now in fluent dance 
| And lively fermentation mou-ting, fprcads 


All this im. umerons colour®d feene of thirgs, 
As ricr.g from the vegetable world | 

My theme aſcends, with equal wing aſcends 530 

| My panting Muſe! and hark! how loud the woods | 


| Invite you forth 3 in all your gaveſt trim. 
Lend me your ſong, ye Nighting-les! oh! pour | 


The myzy-ruaning ſoul of Melody 

Into my varied verſe } while I d:duce, 3275 
From the fri note the hollow cuckow _ . 
The ſympheny of Spring, and touch a theme 
Unknown to tame, The paſſion of the groves. 
bea fr2 the ſoul of Love is ſent abroad 
Warm thro? the vital air, ard on the heart 380 
Har monious ſeizes, the gay troops begin, | 
In gallant thought, to plume tha painted wing, 
And try again the long forgotten ſtrain, 
At Frſi faint- warbling: but no ſooner grows 
The ſoſt infuſion prevalent and wide, 385 
Than, all alive, at once their joy oerfiors, 

In mi ſie unconfiv?d, Up ivrings the lark, 
 $hrill-voic'd and loud, the. Meſſenger of Morn; 
Fre yet the ſhadows fly, he mounted fmgs 

; ne the d:wming clouds, and from their haunts 


alls up the tuneful nations. Every cops 


| ad tor tree irrcqular, and buſh 


Tee out the focy hc oh 40 id ue Crocus bad | . W moidure, oer the heads 
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Of the coy choriſters that lodge withi 
Are gal of harmony. thruſh 595 
And wood-lark, oer the kind=contending throng 
Superior heard, run thro” the ſweeteſt length 

Of notes; when liſtening Philomela deigns 

To let them jo oy, and purpoſes, in thought 

Elate, to make her night excel their day. | 

The blackbird whiſtles from the thorny brake; 
The mellow bulfinch anſwers from the grove : 
Nor are the linnets, o'er the flow-cring furze 


Pourꝰd out 14 bent. Join'd to theſe, _ 


Innumerous ſon in the freſhing ſhade 6og 
Of new ſprung |: . their modulations mix 
Mellicuous : the Jays the rook, the daw, 


And each harſh pipe, diſcordaut heard alone, 


Aid the full concert, while the f ock-clove breathes | 


A melancholy murmur thre? the whole. 
is Love creates the melody, and all 

This waſte of muſic is the voiee of Love; 
That &n to birds and beaſts the tender arts 
Of plealing teaches : hence the gloſſy kind 
Try every winning way inventive love 615 
Can dictate, and in courtſhip to their maths 


610 | 


Pour forth their littie ſouls, Firſt, wide around, 


With diſtant awe, in airy rings they rove, 
_ Endeav'ring by a thouſand tricks to catch 


The cunning, conſcious, half-averted glance 620 


Of their regardleſs charmer. Should ſhe ſeem 
Softening, the leaſt approvance to beſtow, 


Their co ars burnith, 8 by hope inſpir'd, 
They briſk advance; then on a ſudden ftruck, 


Retire diforder'd; then __ approach, 625 
In fond rotation ſpread the f ed wing, 
And ſhiver every feather with deſire. | 


Conr ubial leagues agreed, to the deep woods 
They haſte away, all as their fancy leads, 


| 


1 


Pleaſure, or food, or ſecret ſafety prompts, 630 


| That Nature's great commaad may be obey'd; 
Nor all the ſweet ſenſations they perczive 

Indulg'd in vain. Some to the holly hedge 
Neſtling repair, and to the thicket fomez; 
Some to the rude protection oĩ the thorn 
Commit their feeble otispring : the eleft tree 
Offers its kind concealment to a few: 
Their food its inſecis, and its moſs their neſts : 
Others apart, far in the graſſy dale 


Or roughening waſte their humble texture weave: 
But moſt in woodland ſoliĩtudes delight, 


| 641 
ln unfrequented glooms or maggy ba ks, 
| Steep, and divided by a babbling brook, 


Whoſe murmurs ſoothe them all the belong 


| da 

When bs kind duty fix'd. Among the roots 645 
Of hazel, pendant o'er the plaintive ſtream, 
They frame the firſt foundation of their domes, 
Dry ſprigs of trees, in artful fabric laid, | 


And bound with clay together. Now "is nought | 
| 650 


Baut reſtleſs hurry — buſy air, 
Beat by unnumber'd wings. The ſwallow ſweeps 
The ſlimy pool, to build the hanging houſe 
Intent: and often from the careleſs back 
Of heres and flocks a thouſand tugging bills 
Pluck hair and wool; and oft”, = unobſerv'd, 
Steal from the barn a ſtraw, till ſoft and wagm, 
Clean and complete, their 3 grows. 
Vor. VII. 


635 


| 


| Which equally difributed, again 
The ſearch begins, Een ſo a gentle pair, 


A helpleſs family, demanding food 


425 
As thus the patient dam affiduous ſite, 
Not to be tempted from her tender taſk, 
Or by ſy arp hunger or by ſmooth delight, 660 


Tho! the 1 whole looſenꝰd Spring around her 
s, 

Her ſympathizing lover takes his ſtand 

High on th opponent bank, and ceaſcleſs fings 
The tedions time away; or elſe ſi 

Her place a moment, while ſhe ſudden flits 665 
To * the ſeanty meal. Th appointed time 
With pions toil fulfillꝰd, the callow young 
Warm'd and expanded into perfect lite, 

Their brittle bondage break, and come to light; 
670 
With conſtant clamour. O what paſſions en, 
What melting ſentiments of kindly care, 
On the new parents ſeize! away they fly 
Affectionate, and, undefiring, bear 


The moſt delicious morſel to their young, 67 > 


By Fortune funk, but form'd of generons mould, 


| And charmd with cares beyond the vulgar 


| In ſome lone cot amid the diſtant woods, 
Suſtain'd alone by providential Heaven, 


— 


breaſt, 


Oft“ as they weeping eye their infant tao, 


| Check their own appetites, and give them all, 


Nor toil alone they ſcorn ; exalting Love, 


By the great Father of the Spring inſpir'd, — | 
| Gives inſtant courage to the fearful race, . 


And to the ſimple art. With ſtealthy wing 


Should ſome rude foot their woody ban 


moleſt, 


| Amid a neighbouring buſh they ſilent drop, 

| And whirring thence, as if alarm'd, deceive 6900 

Th* unfeeling ſchoolboy. Hence around the 
head 


| Of wandering ſwain the white-wing'd plover 


Wheels | 
Her ſounding flight, and then directly on, 


In long excurſion, ikims the level lawn 694 


To tempt him from her neſt · The wild-duck 


hence 


1 Oer the rough moſs, and or the trackleſs : 


__ waſte 


The heath-hen, futters; pious fraud! to lead 


4 


The hot-purſuing fpaniel far aſtray, 
Be not the Muſe aſham'd here to bemoan 


| Her brothers of the grove, by tyrant man eo 
Inhuman caught, and in the narrow enge 

From liberty confinꝰd and boundleſs air. 

Dull are the pretty ſlaves, their plumage dull, 

| Ragged, and all its bright ning luſtre loitz 

Nor is that ſprightly wildneſs in their notes 705 


Which, clear and vig*rous, | warbles from the 
beach. 


O then, ye Friends of love and love-taug ht 


ſong, 
Spare — ſoft tribes! this barbarous art forbear ! 
It on your boſom Innocence can win, 
Muſic engage, or Piety perſuade. 
But let not chief the nightingale lament 
Her ruin'd care, too delicately fram'd 


_ 


rr vaniſn'd every tear, aud every power 


426 


To brook the harſh cdnfinement of the cage. 
Oftꝰ when, returning with her loaded hill, 
Ti aſtoniſid mother finds a vacant neſt, 7135 
Ey the hard hand of unrelenting clowns 
Kobb'd, to the ground the vain proviſion falls, 
Her pinions ruffle, and, Jlow-drooping, ſcarce 
Can bear the miourner to the peplar ſhade, 


Where, all ahandon'd to defpair, fte ugs 120 


Her ſcrrows thro? the night, ard on the bough 
Sole ſitt ng. ſtill at every "dying fall 

Takes up again her lanientable firain 

Of winding woe, till, wide around, the woods 
+ Sigh to her ſong, and with her wail reſound. 725 
| But new the feather'd youth taeir fcrmer 
: bounds, 


Ardent, diſdain, and, weighing oft their wings, 


Demand the free poſſeſſion of the fv, 
| This one glad office more, and then diffolves 
Parental love at once, now needleſs grown, 
Tnlaviſt.d Wiſdom never works in vain. 
_ ?Tis on ſome eviving, ſunny, gratefnl, mild. 
When nought but balm is breathing thro? the 
2 woods, 
With yellow luſtre bright, that the new tribes 


738 


Viht the ſpacious heavent, and look abroad 735 


On Nature's common, far as they can ſee, 
| Or wing, their ra:ige aud palture. Oer the | 
9 boug his 
Dancing about, fi)! at the giddy verge 

Their reſolution fails; their pinions till 
In lore libration ſtreteh'd, ti truſt the void 74 
Trembliag refuſe, till down be ort them fly 


The parent- guides, and chile, exhort, command, | 


Or puch them o.. Tao? ſurgi g air receives 
Its plumy burder, and their ſeli-ta ght wings 
Winnow the waving element. On ground 
Alighted, holder up again they lead, 740 
Farther and arther ou, the lungtlien ing flight, 


ERous'd into life and ac ior, light in air 
Th acquitted parents fee their ſoaring race, 
And, once rejoicing, ne ver kucm them more. 
High from the ſummit of a craggy cliff, 
Hung cer the deep, ſich as amazing frowns 
On utmoſt Kida's * ſhore, whoſe lonely race 
_ Pelign the ſctting ſun ta Indian world, 7 
Th. royal eagle draws his vigorous young, _ 
Strong-pounctd, and ardent with paternal fire: 
New ñt to raiſe a bir gdm of their own, 
Fic di tees them from his fort, the towering ſeat, 
Tor ages, of his empire, which in peace 760 
Cut: 28 he holds, while many a league to ſea 
Fe wings his courſe, and preys in difant I ſles. 
Shovel my fteps turn to the rural ſeat 

Whole lofty elms and venerable oats 

Tavite the reok, who high amid the boughs, 265 5 
In early Sprivg, his airy city builds, 

Aud c:afelefs caws amuſ ve, there, well-pleas'd, 
I might the various polity ſurvey 

Of the mixt honſehold kd. The careful hen 
(ail, all her chirving family around, 770 
Fed and detended by the fcarleſs cock, 

W 172 breatt with ardour flames as on he walks, 


3 


Te frtiet of the weſtern und: of S ot lan? 


75 
ICeer re e, and woods, and craggy nioutains, 


5 


— 


[| 


| And ferce defire. 


I 


| 
| 


| {718 every-clour'd glory to the ſun, 
| _—_ ſwims in radia--t maicly along. 


| Where fts the ſteſ herd on the grafy turf, 
Inliling, healthful, the deſcerdirg fun : 
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Gracefu}, ard crows defar ce. In the pond 
The tinely checquer'd dnck, before her train, 
Rows gorrulous, The ſtately-failiog ſwan 
Civzs out his fi.owy — ta the gale, 
And, arehir g proud hi is neck, with nory feet 
Bears forward fierce, and guards his of er-ifle, 
Protect ive of bis young. The turkey nig 
Loud tirea”niog, r:4den:; while the peacock 
fpreads 


775. 


781 


"or the wh-le homely cene the coning dove 


| 185 thick in amorous chace, ard wanton: rolls 


"The glancirg eve, and turns the changeful neck. 
While thus the gentle te nunts of the ſliacle 

Indulge their phrer loves, the . world 

Of brutes below ruſh furious into fame 

Throꝰ all his luſty veins 

The bull, de p- ſcorched, the raging paſſi on feels : 

Of paſture fc}, and negligent of fond, 791 


| Scarce ſzen, he wales a erg the yellow broom, 


While 9%r his ample tides the rambling forays 
Luxurjent ſhoot $ or thre? the mazy od 
De ected wanders, nor th? enticing hud 

| Crops, th: it preſſe: on his eur leſe ſenſe: 
And ot, in jealous maddenin g fancy wrapt, 
Fie ſeeks the "ght; and, idly butting, ſeigns 


| His rival gor'd in every Fnotty trunk: 


Him ſhould he meet, the bellowing war begins: 
The ir eyes qa n fury: ta the hollowed earth, $01 


| Whence the ſand fies, they mutter bloody decds, 


And, groaning deep, th! impetuous battle mix; 

While the fair heifer, balmy - reathing, near, 5 

Stands kind! rg up their rage. The trembling | 
| feed, | 


With this hot 3 imp! Ie ſeiz'd in every nerve, os 


Nor heeds the reir, nor hears the founding 
thong; | : 


| Blows arc not felt; but tors hirn his hene, 


And by the well-known joy to dt ant plains 
Attrad ed ſtrop g, all wild he burtts away; $10 


flie 
And, nb on the o rial ſum mit wes 
Th ercitfng gale; then #eep-deſcending cleaves 
The h-a!1. g torrents framing d- the hills, 
Een where the madue e of the tiraite;;? fircam. 
Turns in E:o% edelirs ro d: fuch is the force 
With which his frantic heart and fnews ſwell 
Nor undclighted by the boundlefs Spring 


Are the broad moniters of the foaming deep; 


- 


Dire were the frain, ard diſſonant, to ſing 


From the deep oe and gelid cavero round, 820 
They flour et and tumble in unwieldy joy. 


The cruel r-ptures of the ſavage kind: 
How, by this flame their nat ve wrath ſublin®d, 
325 


They rœam, amid the fury of the ir heart, 
The far-re ſounding wafte, in ſercer bands, 
And grow] their horrid loves: dut this the 


then.e 


I fre, enraptur'd, to the Rritiſt tur; 


Frl. iele, and leads me ta the mou tain-brow, 


£20 


Arcuad him feeds bis n en — 


7s" - 


—_— - => — — 


| In partial watch, the wonder of a werkdl 


Can he forhear to join the g 
Of Nature? can ſeree paſſions vex his breaſt, 


Is melody? 
Of How ing Spring, ye ſordid Sone of Earth, 


_ Croaly wish ty yourt.tves ; Way! 5 
by But come, 72 $C1CCOU5 Minds! in wheſe with 


Of all his works, er aative bounty 8 | 
Vith vorneſt he: im, and on your open "Ss 


Can re Me 5 s Guo ances W ait: 
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Ot various cadeuce ; and his ſportive lamb-, 
This way and that convolv'd, in rid ful glee $24 
Tueir frolics play. And now the ſprightly 
race 
luvites them forth: when fwitt, the ſignal 
given, 
T Thy ſtart aways and ſweep the maſſy mound 
I -rit runs around the hill, the rampart Ouce 
Ct iron War, in ancient barbarous times, 
V. tu diſunited Bri-'ain, ever bled, 
I oft in eternal broil; ere yet the grew 
FEY thi: d:cp-laid .odiffoluble ſtate, 
here Wealth and Commerce lift their — 
heads, 
And or our labours Liberty and Law 


$40 


845 
What is this mighty Breath, ye Sages! ſay, 


That in a powerful language, felt, not heard, 


I:iftruts the fowls of heaven, and thro? their 
breaits 


Theſe arts of love diffuſes? What, but God? 
Inſpiring God! who, boundlefs Spirit all, 8 30 
And unremitting Energy, pervacles, 


Adjuſts, ſuſtains, and ag'tates the whole, 
He ceaſeleſs works alone, and yet alone 


Seems not to work; with ſuch perſe&ion fram'd 


Is this complex tupendous ſcheme of things. 855 


But thi conceal'd to every purer eye 
Th' informing Author in his works a 
Chief, lovely Spring! 


ppears, 

in thee, and thy ſoft 
ſceres, 

The ſmiliag God is ſeen, while water, 3 


And ur, atte ſt his bounty, which exalts 360 
The brute creation to this finer thought, 
And annual melts their undeſigning hearts 
Profuſely thus in tenderneſs and joy. 7 
Still let my ſong a nobler note aſſume, 3 


And ſing tht infuſive force of Spring on Manz $6 5 
When heaven and carth, as if cor. tending, vie 


To raife his being, and ſerene his ſoul. 
2ncra! ſmile 


Mlle vevy gule is Pract, and every grove 976 
Hence! from the bounteous walks 


Hud and unte Fr g of another's wor, 


thought. 


876 


And Feral eye te, from liis dark retreat 
Taviting mode? Want; nor till inv 

your attive ſearch 
Leaves no col] wintry corner urexplor': 881 
Li e flent-working Heaven, trprifing oft 
The lonely beart with unexp:Qcd good, 


For you the roving it 1 it of the v ind 


Blow 3 Spring abroad! for vou the tee ming 
clouds 

Pero: Ain glad ne rlenty wer the wor ""Y 

Aru the E ed hi: kind rays for you, 

V. ere human race ! 

Row ring Sickneſs lists her lunguid pearl, 


Life low are? , and young- yd Health exalts 


In thoſe green days, 


1 
' 


— 


The joy of God to ſee a happy world ! 


| You wander thro? the pl. l, ſopl i ic WO ld, 
IW here in bright train continual wouders riſe, 


With foul to tLine attun'd 
| Wears to the lover s eve a hok n l. ve, 

And ail the tumult of a Ft 11 world, | 
| Tof-'d by URgenerous pas Von, inks _ 


Unutterable happineſs ! which Love 


: 


427 


The whole creation roun l. Contentment walks 
Tue ſunry glade, and feels an inward bliſs . 


| Spring o'er bis mind, beyond the power of 


kings 
To purcha* e. Pure ſeroity ap ace 
Induces thought, and coutemplation ſtill: 
By wirt d.grees the Love of Nature: works, 
Aud warms tie Loſm, till at lift ſub lim'd 
To rapture and cnthufa ic katy 
We cel the preſcet Deity, ard taſte 


&95 


0 

The ſc are the ſacred feelings of thy heart, 15 
Thy heart, iuſor nd by Realen's purer ray, 
C Lyttle on. the friend! thy paſſions thus 
And meditations vary, as at large, | | 
Courting the Muſe, thro? ele- pr thou 


ſtrayeit, 


Thy Britiſh Temple ; there along the 4:le 906 
UN ith woods ofcraung, and ſtagg*d with mofly 


rocks, 


| Whenee on each band the guſt ing waters play, 
And down the rough caſcade white-da" ing fall, 
Or gleam in lengthened viita thro? the trees, =_ 


You blept fea!;, or fit beacatl the 1 ade 
| Of folkma oaks, that tuft the ſwellic.g mounts, 


{Few graceful round by Nature's gareleſs h 


hand, 
And peafive liftey to the various voice 014 
Of rural peace : the herds, the flacke, the bir * 
The bollow-whiipcring breeze, the plaint of 
rills, | 
| That, puekng down amid the tus ĩſled roots 


Which creep around, their d:wy mur murs ſhake 


On the ſootl'd ear. From thele abſtratcd, oft? 
920 
Or to the curious or the pious cy s. 

And oſt', con. lucted by hiforic truth, 


| You tr.ad the long extent of back ward ti re, 


Planning, with warm benevolence o mind, 92 'F 


Aud honeti zeul, u: war pꝰd by pa (y rage, 
I Britanala's weal, how tron the vena} zulph 


To raiſe ber virtue, and hor arts revive ; 


Or, turning thence thy view, thcic grarer 


th. ughts 


The Mutes charm, while with Care tabe re! od, 
I You draw tl infpiring breuth of ancieut ſong, | 


Till nobly rites, emalous, thy own. , | 
Perhaps thy lov*d Lucinila f ares tiy wall, 
: they 1 4 ture * 


| 935 


The tender heart is a im pozce ; 


| And 23 it pours its copious tc. mas fad - 
In varied cc uverie, ſo terug every them, 
' You, frequent pauiin?, 


3 

turn, and from her | 
| eye 855 

Wherz wee“ wad ſenſe, 2 ad amiai.le grace, 

And liveiy ſweetneſs dwell, earaptur'd drink 

That na heli ſa ſpirit of etliercal joy; 8 

943 

Alone befiows, and on a favour'd few. 


| Mcan time you agua the Light, from whoie (a'r 


br 8 


» 
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The burſting proſpe ſpreads immenſe around, 
— and dale, and wood, and 
» 
And verdant field, and dark'ning heath between, 
And villages emboſomꝰ d ſoft in trees, 951 
And ſpiry towns by ſurging columns mark*d 
Of houſehold ſmoke, your eye excurſive roams ; 
Wide ftretching from the hall, ia whoſe kind haunt 
The hoſpitable Genius lingers ftill, 955 
To where the broken landſcape, by degrees 
Aſcending, roughens into rigid hillls, {clouds 
Oer which the Cambrian mountains, like far 
| "a ſkirt nap wy bop . duſky — : 
| uſh*d by t irit genial year, | 
Now np Age 2. © cheek a freſher bloom _ 
Shoots, leſs and lefs, the live carnatioa round: 
Her lips bluſh deeper ſweets; ſhe breathes of 
| outh ; | 
The Hiniog moiſture ſwells into her eyes 
In brighter flow ; her wiſhing boſom heaves 96 5 
With palpitations wild; kind tumults ſeize 
Her veins, and all her yielding foul is love. 
From the keen gaze her lover turns away, 
Full of the dear ecſtatic power, and ſick 


With ſigbing languiſhment. Ah then, ye Fair! 970 


Be greatly cautious of ſliding hearts; | 

Dare not the infectious figh ; the pleading look, 

Downcaſt, and low, in meek ſubmiſſion dreſt, 
But full of guile ; let not the fervent tongue, 


Prompt to deceive, with adulation ſmooth, 975 


Gain on your purpos'd will: nor in the bower, 
Where woodbiaes fiaunt, and roſes ſhed a couch, 
While Evening draws her crimſon curtains round, 
Truſt your ſoft minutes with betraying Man. 
Aud let thy aſpiring youth beware of love ; 980 
Of the ſmooth glance beware: for tis too late, 
When on his heart the torrent-ſoftneſs pours: 
Then wiſdom proſtrate lies, and fading fame 
Diſſolves in air away: while the fond foul, 
Wrapt in gay viſons of unreal blifs, 985 
Still paints th? illuſwe form; the kindling grace, 
__ TY enticing ſmile, the modeſi-ſecining eye, 


Dy Lurk ſearchleſs cunning cruelty, and death: 


Her firen voice, enchanting, draws him on 

To guileful ſhores, and meads of fatal joy. 
Een pr. ſent, in the very lap of Love 

Inglorious laid, while muſic flows around, 


| Perfumes, and oils, and wine, and wanton hours, | 


Amid the roſes fierce Repentance rears 996 
Her ſnaky creſt: a quick- returning pang 
Shoots thro? the conſcious heart, where honour 
_ | 5 wy 
And great deſign, againſt the oppreſſive load | 
Ol luxury, by fits, impatient heave. 1000 
But abſent, what fantz'tic woes arous'd 
Nage in each thought, by reſtl:ſs muſing fed, 
Chill the warm cheek, and blatt the bloom of liſe? 
Neglected Fortune flies, and ſliding ſu ift, 
Prone into ruiu fall his ſcorn'd affairs. 1005 
tis nought but gloom around; the darken'd fun 
Loſes bis light ; the roſy-boſom'd Spring | 
To weeping Fancy pines, and yon“ bright arch, 
Coutratted, bends into a duſky. vault. 


| Heard, felt, and ſeen, poſſeſſes every thought, 
Fills every ſenſe, and pants in every vein. 
Books are but formal dulneſs, tedious friends 3 
And fad amid the ſocial band he fits, 
Lonely, and unattentive. From his tongue 1015 
Th' unfiniſ}/d period falls: while borne away 
On ſwelling thought his wafted ſpirit flies 
To the vain boſom of his diſtant fair, 
And leaves the ſemblance of a lower fix d 
In melancholy fite, with head declin'd, 1029 
And love-dejected eyes. Sudden he ſlarts, 
Shook from his tender trance, and reſtleſs runs 
To glimmering ſhades and ſympathetic glooms, 
| Where the dun umbrage o'cr the falling ſtream, 
Romantic, hangs; there taro* the 


Indulging all to love; or on the bank 
Thrown, amid drooping lilies, ſwells the breeze 
With ſighs unceaſing, and the brook with tears. 


Nor quits his deep retirement till the moon 

Peeps thro* the chambers of the fleecy eaſt, 
Enlightened by degrees, and in her train 
Leads on the gentle Hours ; then forth he walks, 
Beneath the trembling languiſh of her beam, 1035 
With ſoftened ſoul, and woos the bird of eve 
To mingle woes with his ; or, while the world, 
And all the ſons of Care, lie huſh'd in ſleep, 
Aﬀeciates with the midnight ſhadows drear, 


His idly-tortur'd heart into the page Rn 
Meant for the moving meſſenger of love, 
Where 
With rifing frenzy fir'd : hut if on bed 


All night he toſſes, nor the balmy power 


In any poſture finds; till the grey Mora 
Lifts her pale luſtre on the 


. wretch, 
Exanimate by love ; and then, perhaps, 


Still interrupted by diſtracted dreams, 


- | That oer the fick imagination riſe, 
Beneath whoſe beauteous beams, bely ing Heaven, | 


And in black colours paint the mimic ſcene. | 
 Oft with tl enchantreſs of his ſoul he talks, 


To fecret-winding flewer-enwoven bowers, 
Far from the dull impertinener of Man, 


I ͤJuſt as he, eredulous, his endleſs cares 


Begins to loſe in blind oblivious love, 


how | EIN 
uro foreſts huge, and long-untravelPd heaths, 


In night and tempeſt wrapt, or ſhrinks, agbaſt, 


| | Back from the bending precipice, or wades _ 
The turbid ſtream below, and ftrives to reach 


The farther ſhore, where, ſuccourleſs and ſad, 
She with extended arms his aid implores, 


To diftance down, he rides the ridgy wave, 
Theſe are the charming agonies of love, 


Whoſe miſery delights, But thro? the heart 
| Should Jealouſy its venom once diffuſe, 


| | *Tis then delightſul miſery no more 
All Nature ſades extinQ, and the alone toro! & ' 3 


1 
0 
J 
1 
1 
( 


nfive dulk 
Strays, in heart-thrilling meditation loſt ; 1026 


Thus in ſoft anguiſh he conſumes the day, 1030 


And, ſighing to the lonely taper, pours EI 1049 | 
rapture burns on rapture, every line 

| Delirious flung, fleep from his pillow flies: 1045 : 
Exhauſted Nature finks a while to reſt, 1050 8 


Sometimes in crouds diſtreſsꝰd or, if retir'd 1055 


Snatch'd from her yielded hand, he knows not 


With deſolation brown, he wanders waſte, 1062 


But ftrives in vain 3 borne by the outrageous flood 
Or whelm'd beneath the boiling eddy finks. 10% 
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But agony unmix'd, inceſſant gall, 1075 
Corroding every thought, and blaſting all 
Love's Paradiſe. Ye fairy Proſpects, then, 

Ye Beds of Roſes, and ye Bowers of Joy, 
Farewell! ye Gleamings of departed Peace, 
Shine out your laſt ! the yellow-tinging plague 
Internal vifion taints, and in a night 1081 
Of livid gloom imagination wraps. 

Ah, then! inftead of love-enlivened cheeks, 
Of ſunny ſcatures, and of ardent eyes, Fs 
With flowing rapture bright, dark looks ſucceed, 
Euftusd, and glaring with untender fire; 1086 
A cloudedaſpeR, and a burning cheek, 

Where the whole poiſoard foul malignant fits, 

And frightens Love away. Ten thouſand fears 
_ Invented wild, ten thoufand frantic views 1090 

Of horrid rivals, hanging oa the charms 
For which he melts in fondneſs, eat him up 

With tervent anguiſh and conſuming rage. 

In vain reproaches lend their idle aid, 
Deceitful pride, and refolution frail, 1095 

Giving falſe peace a moment. Fancy pours 

Afreſh her beauties on his buſy thought, 
Her firſt endearments twining round the ſoul, 
With all the witchcraft of enſnaring love. 1099 
Straight the fierce ſtorm involves his mind anew, 
Flames thro? the nerves, and boils along the 


veins, | Delightful taſk ! to rear the tender thought, 


While anxious doubt diftrafts the tortur* heart 
For een the fad aſſurance of his fears * 
Were _ to what he feels, Thus the warm 
5 Whom Love deludes into his thorny wilds 1105 
Thro? flowery tempting paths, or leads a life 
Of fever'd rapture or of cruel care, 
His Þrighteſt aims extinguiſh'd all, and all 
His lively moments running down to waſte, 
But happy they! the happieſt of their kind! 
Whom gentler ftars unite, and in one fate 1111 
TR their fortunes, and their beings 
„mv | 3 e 
Tie not the coarſer tie of human laws, 
Unnatural oft, and foreign to the mind, 
That binds their peace, but harmony itſel', 1115 
Attuning all their paſſions into love, 
Where Friendſhip full exerts her ſofteſt power, 
Perfect eſteem, enlivened by deſire . 
neffable ; and ſympathy of foul; ; 
Thought meeting thought, and will preventing 


—— „ | 5 
With boundleſs confidence; for nought but 


The richeſt bounty of indolge:.: Heaven, 


429 
Can anſwer love, and render bliſs ſecure. 


Let him, ungenerous, who, alone intent 

To blefs himſeli, from ſordid parents buys 
The loathing virgin, in eternal cars, 
Well-merited, conſume his nights and days; 
Let barbarous nations, waoſe i::human love 
Is wild deſ.re, fierce as the ſuus they feel; 
Let eaſtery tyrants from the light of heaven 
Seclude their boſom-flaves, meanly poſſeſod 
Of a mere lifeleſs, violated form, 
While thoſe whom love cements in holy faith 
And ecjual tranſport, free as Nature live, 
Diſdaining fear. What is the world to them, 

Its pomp, iis pleaſure, and its uoa2ſenſe all! 1135 
Who in each other claſp whatever tair 

High faacy forms, aud laviſh hearts car wiſt, ? 


Or on the mind, or mind-ill.mi. face; 
Truth, goodneſs, bonour, harmony, and love, 


Mean time, a ſmiling ctEspru.g riſes rome, 
And mingles both thcir graces. By degrees 
| The human bloſſom blows, and every Cay, 
Soft as it rolls along, ſhews ſome new charm, 


Then infant Reaſon grows apage, and calls 
For the kind hand of an aſũduous care. 


To teach the young idea how to ſhoot, 
i To pour the freſh inſtruction o'er the mind, 
To breathe th! enliv*ning ſpirit, and to fx 


The generous purpoſe in the glowi g breaſt. 


Oh ſpeak the joy l ye whom the ſudden tear 
Surpriſes often, while ye look around, 


An elegant ſufficiency, content, 


| Retirement, rural quiet, friendſhip, books, 
Eaſe and alternate labour, uſeful liſe, 


Progreſſive virtue, and approviag Heaven, 
Theſe are the matchlefs joys of virtuous love, 

And thus their moments fly. 
Still find them happy, and conſenting Spring 


Till evening comes at lait, ſerene and mild, | 


When, after the long vernal day of life, 


Enamour'd ore, as more remembrance ſwells 
With many a proof of recollocted love, 
Together down they fink in focial fleep; 
| Together freed, their gentle ſpirits fly 


e 1121 


1125 | 


1131 


Something than beauty dearer, ſhould they look 


1141 


The father's luſtre, and the mother's loom, 1146 


in 55 TEES: 
And nothing ftrikes your eye but = of blils, 
| Al-various Nature preſſing on the heart: 


1166 


The Seaſons thus, 
| As ceaſeleſs round a jarring world they roll, 


1176 


| 'To ſcenes where love and bliſs immortal reign. : h 


—— — 


Sheds her own roſy garland on their heads: 1 8 | 


__Uvblemiſt'd honour, and aa adive zeal 


436 1 HOUSs ORA 's 


SUMMER. 
| THE ARGUMENT. 
THE ſubje# frofoſed, Invocation, AdTrefs te Mir. 


Dadling ten. An Introſuftery rej'exicn on the 
notion of the heavenly bedies ; wherce the ſucceſ= 


ſcaſen i fs almoſi umi for , the progreſs of the poem 
is a deſeriptien of a ſummers d.'y, The dawn. 
Sur=riſog. Hymn to the ſun. For ern. Sum- 

mer inſects deſcribed. H n king. Slice, fhear- 
Neon-duy. 4A cen. d „etrent. 

of herds and flocks. A ſolemn grove: how it 


feet. a . mind. 4 cal arcs, and | 


r rude ſcene Fiew of C dummer in the terri gore, 
Storm of thurter and lightning. A tale. The 

ſlerm over, a ſcrene afternoon, Buthirg. _ 

ef wwalkirg. Tranſition te the freſ tec of artich 


evell=cu!tivatel country, which intro 'uces a pa- 


reghric on Great Erita'n, Suneſet. Everirg. 
Night. Summer meteors, A comet. Nie white 
concluding with the fraiſe of philoſophy, 
F M bright'ning ſiclds of æther ſair diſclos'd, 
: Child of the Sun, refulgent Summer comes, 
In pride of ycuth, and felt through Nature's 
depth: 
He comes attended hy the ſultry hears, 
And ever-faaning breezes, on his way; 5 
While from his ardent look the turning Spring © 


Averts her bluſhful face; and earth, and tkies, 


 All-ſmiling, to his hot dominion leaves. © 
Hence let me haſte into the mid-wood ſhade, 
Where fcarce a ſun-heam wanders through the 
loom, 


| And on the dark-green grafs, befde the brink 11 


Ot haunted ſtream, that by the ruots of oak 
Rolls o'er the rocky channel, lie at large, 
Aud fing the glories of the circling yr. 
Come, Inſpiration ! from thy hermit-ſcat, 15 
By mortals ſeldom found : may Fancy dare, 
From thy fix*d ſcrious eye, and raptur'dl glance 
Shot on furrourdiag [Zeaven, to Real one book 


Treative ot the Poet, every power 


Exalting to an ecſtaly of. foul, _ 20 | 
And thou, my youthful Mufſc's enly friend, 
lu whom the youthiul graces all nite ; TE 
pure light of mind, and tenderneſs of heart; 
Genius and wiſdom; the gay focial ſenſe, 
y decency chaiti/d ; gooduets and w 55 e 
In ſeldom- meeting harmony comb ind; 5 


For Britain's glory, Liberty. and Mau: 
O, Doddington! attend my rural tong, 


Sioop to my theme, inſpirit every liac, 5 30 | 


And teach me to deſerve th juit appiauſc, 
With what an awful wortd-r2volying power 
Were firſt th unwieldy jlavcts launch'd Along 
Ti Nimitablc void! Thus to ro 27min 
Amid the flux of many thouſand ears, 35 
That oft has ſwept the toiliog race: of men, 
And all their lavour d cor me t5, away. 
Dirm, unremitting, matchiels, iu their ggur! ſe; 5 
doe kind-zemper' change or igt tal days 
And of the ſrafors ever ftegli.g ri nd 40 
„! 1 raith. ul. Such ta. atk ws 12 7 IT.ng l : 


Short is the doubtful einpire of the night; : 


Ge ouſe 


| To lie in dead oblivion, 


POE M I. 


That poisd, impels, ny" rules the fteady whole. 


W nen nau no more tl alternate Twins are 
fir a, 


And Car. cer reddens with the ſolar blaze, 
And ſoon, obſervaat of approaching day, 


At ſrt taint-gleaming 1 in the dappled eaſt: 
Till far oer zther ſpreads the widening glow; 


Arc, from before the luſtre of ker ſace, 30 


White break the elouds away. With quicker} 
ſtep, 


Brown Night retires: Young Day pours aa 


apace, 


Ard opens all the lau ny proſpec wide. 


| The dripping rock, the mount in's miſty top. 
Sv ell on the ſght, and brighten with the dawn, 
Biu- through the duſk, the imoating curred. 


55 
F Limps aukward ; while along the foreſt glade 


ſine; 


And rom the Maded feld the ſearful hare 


The v::1d deer trip, and often turning gaze 


At <arly paſſenger. Muſic awakes 
| The native voice of urdiſſembled joy; 


And thick around the wocdland kymns ariſe, ; 
Rousd by the cock, the ſoon-cl1d ſhepherd leaves 
Flis moſſy cottage, where with Peace he dwell: 


| Aad from the crouded told, in order, drives 65 


His flock, to taſte the verdure of the morn. 
Falſely luxurious, will not Man awake ; 

And, ſpringing from the bed of ſloth, er jy 

| The col, the fragrant, and the ſlent hour, 


ro me 5 duc and ſacred i . * 


For is there aught in ſie ep can charm the wiſe? 
Lung half | 
The flz:ting moments of ton ſhort a liſe; 
Total extinct ion of th? enlightea'd ſoul! 
Or elſe to feveriſh vanity alive, | =p 


: | ">, and to Mg through 0ifeemper'd de: ams? 


Who would in ſuch a glocmy tate remain 
Longer than Nature craves: wken every Muſe 
And every bloomirg pleaſure wait without, 


To blets the wildly "devious morning walk? 80 
* But youder comes the powerful King of Day, 


Rejoicing i in the enſt. The le Jening cloud, 


| The kindling azure, aud the mountain's brow 
8 | 


Inum'd with fluid gold, his near approach 


Y B:token glad. Lo, row, apparent all, | 85 
T Aſwt the dew-bright earth, and colour'd air, 


He l in boundle's maieity abroad, 


And t.icds the ſr. inin g day, that burniſh'd plays 
| Ca rocks, and hills, ard te, and wandering 


fireame, 


High-cleami: g from 2 var, Pri ne ebee rer, Light! 


Qi all material heings Fr., and bet! 90 
EfPux divine ! Nature's r- — ent rohe! 


1 ithout whoſe vetting beauty all were wrapt 
In uneſſential gloow ; ; and Faw, 0 Jun! 

| Sou of ſurrounding * Wis! in whom b28 ſeen 
hies out thy Maler! my 1 ng of thee? 66 


Tis by thy ſceret, fmng, att: ive deres, 
A; with 2 chain indi Tolubl: Found, 


Thy ſyiiem rolls entire; from the Far bourbe 


Ot utmoſt Saturn, * iu wide his round 266 
Of thirty years, to Mercury, whofe diæ 


The keey'd 
Son of the ſeoſens, A: the fu ice ef Natmre in this | Pea, owes * other of dews, 


cows  .oamnmnowtm AM 


| 2 


Pirent of Seaſons ! who the 
hat waits thy throne, as through thy vaſt do- 


- A common hymn ; while, round thy beaming 
1 | 
High-: 
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Can ſcarce be caught by plylofophic eye, 
Loft in the near effulge nee of thy blaze. 
I. former of the planetary traiu ! 


3 Without whoſ2 quics'ning glance their cumb- 


rous orbs . 


Were brute unlovely maſs, inert and dead, 105 


And not, as now, the green alndes of lite! 
How many forms of being wait on thee ! 
Inhali.g ſpirit l from th wuſetter'd mind, 
By thce ſublim'd, down to the daily race, 110 
The mixing myriads of thy ſettiug beam. 

The vegetable world is allo thine, 


pomp preczde 


main, 


Annual, dong the briglt ecliptic road, 115 


In world- rejoicing ſiate, it moves ſubliine, 
Mean- time th' expecting nations, circled gay 


With ali the various trihes of tocdful earth, 
Implore thy bounty, or ſend grateſul up 


—_ >. 5 — 172 
cen, the Seaſor's lead, in ſpriglitly dance 
Har moniaus knit, the roſy-finger'd Hours, 

The Te phy rs floating looſe, the time!y Rains; 
Or bloom cthereal, the . Dews, 
And, ſoften'd into joy, furly Storrs. 125 
Theſc, in ſucce ſſi ve turn, with laviſh hand, 
Shower every beauty, every fragrance ſhower, 


Herbs, flowers, and fruits; till, kindliag at tby 


touch, 


| From land to land is fluſk% the vernal year. 


Nor to the ſurface of enliven'd earth, 130 


I _ Graceful with hills, ard dales, and leafy woods, 
| Her liberal tre ſies, is thy ſorce com find; | 
Et to the bowel'd cavera darting deep, 


The mineral kinds confeſs thy mighty power. 


_ Fiiulgent hence the veiny marble ſhines; 135 | 
Inc Labour draws bis tools; hence burniib'd 


War 8 
Gleauis on the day; the noble works of Peace 


Hence blfs mankind, ad gencrous Commerce 
— 13. | VV 
The rour d of nations iu a golden chaia., 
Th' unfruitful rock iticli, impregu'd by thee, 
In dart retirement fers the lucid tone. | 
The tively dia wond dri ks thy purett rays, 
(olle ed light, compact; that, polich'd bright, 


Avd all its native luſtre let abroad, 


| Dares, as it ſparkles on the fair-one's breaſt, 14; 
W irh vain ambition emulate her eyes. | 
At thee the ruby lights its decp'uing glow, 
And with a wav ing ra. liane: inward flames. 
From the the ſapphire, ſolid æther, takes 
s hue ceruleun; and, of evening tind, 150 
The purple ſtreumiag amethyſt is thine, 
With thy ow ſmile the yellow topaz burns: 
For deeper verdure di-s the robe of Spriag, 
Velen firit ſhe gives it to the ſovthern gale, 1:4 


Than the green em'rald ſhows, But, all eombin'd, 
Thick tlirough the v-hitening opal play thy beams; 
Gr, ilying ſeveral from its Prrface, form 

A trembling variance of revolviag hues, 


As theſte varies in the gazer's hand. 


The very dead creation, from thy touch, 160 


_ Aſſumes a minic liſe, By tace re find, „ 


1 
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| In brighter mazes the relueent fiream 
Plays oer the mead, The precipic? abrupt, 
Projectivg aorror on the blac:en tivod, 


Softens at thy return. The defurt joys 16; 


Willy through all his melancholy bounds, 

Rude ruins "fitter ; and the briny deep, 

| Seen from ſome poir te promon torꝝ's top, 

For to the blue horizons ut moit verge, 8 

NeKleſs, reffects a floatirg gleam. But this, 170 

And all the much-trauſported Muſe can Log, 

Are to thy beauty, dizitv, and uſe, 

Unequal far; great delegated ſource 

Of light, aid life, and grace, and Jy below! 
How ſhall I then attempt to fung of Him! 19g. 

Who, Light Himſelr, in uncreated light | 

Inveſted deep, dwells awfully retir'd 

From mortal eye, or angePs purer ken; 

Whoſe fingle ſmile has, ſrom the firit of time, 

 Fil'd, o'crttuwirg, all thoſe lamps of Heaven, 

That beam for ever throuęh the ho udleſs ſky : 

But, ſhould he hide his face, tl? aſftenifh'd fun, 


And all th* extiaguift/d ſtars, would looſening reel 


Wide from their ſpheres, and Chaos come again. 


| And yet was every ſaultering tongue of Man, Et 


Almighty Father! ſllent in thy prai'e, 136 
Thy works themſelves would raiſea general voice, 


Een in the depth of ſolitary woods 


By human font untrod; proclaim thy power, 
And to the choir celefial Thee reſound, I 
Th' eternal cauſe, ſupport, aiid,end of all! 
To me be Nature's volume broad-diſplay'd ; 


And to peruſe its all- inſtructing page, 


Or, haply catching ioſpiration thence, — 
Some eaſy paſſage, raptur'd, to tranſlate, 195 
My ſole deſight; as through the falling glooms 
Penſive I tray, or with the riſing dawn 
On Fancy's eagle. wing ezcurſfive ſoar. 3 
Now, flaming up the heavens, the potent ſun 
Melts into limpid air the high-raisd clouds, 200 
And morning fogs, that koy:r'd round the hills 
In party colour'd bands, ti) w. de unveil'd | 
Ide face of Nature ſhi:cs, from where earth 
ſeems, . | 


— 


Far ſtretelꝰd around, to meet the bending 


ſppbere. | VV 
Half in a hluſp of cufcring roſes loſt, 205 


| De w-droppi. 8 Conl:cfs te tie ſhade retires 2 


There, on the v-rdant turf, or flowery bed, 
By gelid founts a..d careleſs rills to muſe; 


While tyrant Heat, diſpreading through the 


"4 ky, . EEE | 5 
_ | With rapid ſway, his buri ing influence darts 210 
on man, ang beat, and herb, and tepid ſtream. 


Who can unpityirg ſee the ftowery race, 


| | Shed by the mern, thcir new-fluſt?d bioom 


55 rel ng | uy ES, 
Before the parchiag beam? 80 fade the fair, 
_ | When fevers revel through their azure veins, 215 


But one, the lofty follower of the ſun, 
gad when he ſets, ſnuts up her yellow leaves, 
Drocping all night; and, when he warm returns, 
Points her enamour'd boſom to his ray. — 
Home, from his morning taſk, the ſwain 
retreats; 220 


His fock before him ſtepping to the fold : 
While the full-udder's mother lows around 


| Sip round the pail, or tafte the curdling cheeſe : 
Ort, inadvertent, from the milky ſtream 
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The chearful cottage, then expecting food, 

The food of innocence and health ! The daw, 

The rook, and magpie, to the grey-gi vun oaks, 

That the calm village in their verdant arms 226 | 

Shelt'ring embrace, direct their lazy flight; 

Where -y the mingling boughs they ſit embow- 
er 

5 All the hot noon, till cooler hours ariſe. | 

Faint, underneath, the houſhold fowls convene ; 

And, in a corner of the buzzing.ſhade, 231 


The houſe-dog, with the vacant greyhound, lies, 


Out- ttretch'd and fleepy. In his ſlumbers one 
Attacks the nightly thief, and one exults 
Oer hill and dale; till, waken'd by the waſp, 235 


They flarting ſnap. Nor ſhall the Muſe diſdain 


To let the little noiſy ſummer-race 

Live in her Jay, and flutter thro? her ſong : 
Not mean, though 6mple ; to the ſun ally d, 
From him they draw their animating fire. 240 
| _ Wald by his warm ray, the reptile young 


Lighter, and full of lull From every 
And ſecret corner, where they ſept away 
The wintry ſtorms, or rifrg from their tombs 


"a higher live, by myriads, forth at once, 246 


Swarming they pour ; of all the vary'd hues 

Their beauty-beaming 2 can diicloſe, 

Ten thoufand forms! ten thouſand different 
tribes ! 

People the blaze. To ſunny waters ſome 250 

By fatal inſtinct ſiy; where on the pool 


* They, fportive, wheel; or, failing down the 


15 ftream, 
Are ſnatch'd immediate by the — trout, 
Or darting falmon. Through the | green wood 


E 


8 N 
Some love to ſtray; there lodg'd, amus'd, and fed, 
In the freſh leaf. Luxurious, others make 256 
every "Ws 15 


The meads their choice, and viſit 
And every latent herb : for the ſweet taſk, 

To propagate their kinds, and where to w 

In what foft beds, their young, yet undi bſclo 
Employs their tender care. Some to the houſe, 261 
The foiug aad dairy 7 hungry, be nd their flight; 


They meet their fate 3 or, weltering in the bow], 
With pow'rleſs wings around them wrapt, expire. 


| But chief to hecdlcis flies the window 2 1 
A conftant death; where, gloomily retir'd, 


The villain ſpider lives, cunning and _ 
Mixture abhorr'd ! Amid a mangled _ 
Of carcaſes, in eager watch he fits, 
C*erlooking all his waving ſnares around, 
Near the dire cell the dreadleſs wanderer oft 
Paſſes, as oft the ruffian ſhows his front; 
The prey at lait enſnar'd, he dreadful darts, 275 
With rapid glide, along the leaning liner; 
And, fixing in the wretch his crucl fangs, 
Strikes backward, grimly pleas'd : the fluttering 
win | 
And ſpriſler ſound declare extreme diſtreſs, 
And aſk the helping hoſpitable hand. 2380 
Reſounds the living ſurface of the ground: 
Nor undelightful is the ceaſcleſs hum, 
To him who muſes i ang nad woos : at noon : 


| | As if upon a full- 5 
Or ſwelling columns heav'd, the pride of art! 326 


or drowſy ſhepherd, as he lies reclin'd, 


| With half-ſhut eyes, beneath the floating ſpade 


[ willows grey, eloſe- crow ding o'er the brook, 

Gradual from theſe what numerous kinds 
deſcend, 

| Evading e' en the microſcopic eye ! 

Full Nature ſwarms with lite; one wondrous 


maſs 


In putrid ſtreams, emits the living cloud 
Of peſtilence. Through ſubterrancan cells, 


way, 


Within its winding eitadel the ſtone 
Holds multitudes. But chief the foreſt boug 


That dance unnumber'd to the playful "ny 


Come wing'd abroad; by the light air 8 Tbe downy orchard, and the melting pulp 361 


Of mellow fruit, the nameleſs nations feed 
Of evaneſcent inſets, Where the pool 
Stands mantled o'er with green, inviſible, 


Amid the floating verdure millions ftray. 305 1 


Each liquid too, whether it pierces, ſooths, 


| Intlames, refreſhes, or exalts the taſte, 


With various forms abounds. Nor is the ſtream 

Of pureſt cryſtal, nor the lucid air, 

Though one tranſparent vacancy it ſeems 310 

| Void of their unſeen people. Theſe, conceaPd 
By the kind art of forming Heaven, eſt = 

The groſſer eye of Man: 4 i 

In worlds inclos'd ſhould on his ſenſes burſt, 


From cates amhrot al, and the nectar'd bowl, 318 


He would abhorrent turn; and in dead night, 


When Sence ferps ov ab, be fan's with 


noiſe. 
Let no preſuming impious railer tax 
Creative Wiſdom, as if aught was form'd 


Shall little haughty ignorance pronounce 
His works unwiſe, of which the ſmalleſt part 
Exceeds the narrow vition of her mind ? 

n'd dome, 


 Acritic-fly, whoſe feeble ray ſcarce ſpreads 
An inch around, with blind preſumption bold, 
should dare to tax the ſtructure of the whole. 


things; 
Marked their dependence ſo, and firm accord, 


I As with unfaltering accent to conclude 

| | That A availeth nought? Has any ſeen 

The mighty chain of beings leſſening down 5 
From infinite PerfeQion to the brink 335 | 


Of dreary nothing, defolate abyſs ! 

From which aftoniſh'd thought recoiling turns? 
Till then alone let zealous praiſe aſcend, 

And hymns of holy wonder, to that Power 


Whoſe wiſdom ſhines as lovely on our minds, 340 


As on our ſmiling eyes his ſervant ſon. 


Of animals, cs aaa, . 290 
Waiting the vrrta Breath, when Parent-Heaven f 
| Shall bid his ſpirit blow. The hoary fen, 


| Earth animated heaves. The flowery leaf 
Wants not its ſoft inhabitants. Secure WW 


In vain, or not ſor admirable ends, 320 


| And lives the man, whoſe univerſal eye, 229 
| * ſwept at once th* unbounded tad 


Thick in you, dean os a thouſand 
1 Ways, 


A 0a 


Fierce Winter ſweeps them from the face of 
day. 


2 ſs luxurious men, * paſs 


Tete long Faxes Or Wit. the fragrant load 


Fre the ſoſt fearful p- to the Ford 
Commit th-ir won des 
Cn fone inpatient chi og, burk them in: 330 
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Upward and downward, thwar: ing and eon- 


vobeꝰd, 


The quivrring nations ſport 3 till, OY 


* ing*d, 


345 


An idle ſummer lite in fortunc's ſhine, 
A ſeaſon's glitter! Thus tlrey flutter on 
ram toy to tay, from vaniĩty to vice; 
121, blawen away by death, oblivion ane 250 


Nec, and {trixes them from tie book of lite. 


Now {warms the village oer the jovial mead 
The rutiic yoat!:, brown with meridian toil, 
Foun} awd /irng 3 ſull as the ſummer ro, 


 Blewa by prevailing ſuns, the ruddy maid, 335 


Hal: -aaked, ſwcelli.: 2 an the | light, and all 


Her rindÞ-d graces burning or her cheek, 


it luomiag ave is here; and infant-hands 


Curcharg?s,, amid the ird ophrefſten roll. 3 


Ws ue the tedded grain; all in a ro- 
Ar mcing broad, or wheeling round the Feld, 


They forcad their breatning harveſt to the ſun, 
"Fin throws reſr2{&.ful round 2 rural imell: 
2 as they rake the grcen- appearing ground, 


Aud drive the dufl:y wave along the mead, 366 
Ie rufict hay=cock riſes thick "behind, | 
In order gay. 


While, heard from dale to dale, | 
Waking the brecze, reſounds the blerdcd voice 


Ol happy labour, love, and focial gke. 370 . 
1 I Impending hangs over Gallia's humbled coaſt; 
Hence rules the eiceling deep, and awes the 


Or ruſhivg thener, in one diffuſwe band, 


: Thoy drive the t hubie d flackæ, by many a dog 


Compell'd, to where the niazy-ruming bro 
Forms a dezp pool ; this . ank at: -uÞpt a1. d luigh, 


And that ſair- ſhrea . ling in a pehbled more. 375 


Urg'd to the gidiy brinlz, nh is the toil, 


The clamour much, of men, and boys, and 


dogs, 


FE wr by, icewd tien, nor hubtati::g more, 


Fat, Fai, they plunge amid the flaſhing wave, 
Ad panting Iibour to the fartheſt ſyore. 
- Repeated ti is, till deep the well-waſt'd fyeece 
Ila drunk the flo, and from his lively haunt 
The trout is Pani by the ſordid ſtream; 
Heyvy, ard dripping, 
Slow move the harmleſs race; where, as they | 


to the breezy brow 


h ſpr cad 
Their ſwelling tre 1ſnr2s to the ſunny rays 


Ialy difturIWd, and wondering what this w aa 390 | 
_ Outrageous tumult means, their loud complaints | 
The counter 6B; and tof; 4 from rock to rock, 


Inceſſaut bleatings run around the hills, 


At lait, of ſnowy white, th2 gather'd fincts | 
Are in "the wattled pen innumerous pref3's, 395 


Heul above head : and, rang'd in luty rows, 
The ſhepherds ſit, and whet the 
The bouſewiſe waits to roll her Veecy ſtores, 

With all her gay-dreſt maids attzading rours. 
One, chief in gracions dignity entkrnn ' 40 
$::11es or the ret, the paltcra! queen, and rays 


v at. TIN 


„ 


And oft the Wain, 


ſounding fl. ears. 
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Her ſmiles, ſweet-beaming, on her ſheyherd- 
| king 3 | 
While the > ghd eirele round them yield their ſouls 
o feſtive mirth, and wit that knows no gall. 
Meantime, their joyous taſk: goes on apace: 455 
| Sore mingling ſtir the melted as, and ſome, 


| Dexp on the neu- horn vag rant's heaving ſide, 


To ſtamp their matter's eypher roady fs; 
Oth.rs th? unwilling wether drag along; 


Holds by the twiſted horns tiv indignant ram. 
| Behe!d where bound, ani of its robes bere! + 


| Ry needy 2 that al-dependir g lord, 


Finw meek, how patient, the mild creature lies! 
What dumb complaining Innocence ap peur-! 
ear not, ye ge:. tribes, tis not the knite 
Of horric Caughter that i; oer you wavd; 
Na, *tis the tender ſwainꝰs well guicled ſhears, 
ho having now, to pay his ann wal care, 420 
Borrow'd your fleece, to you a cumbrous Had, 
Wini ſend you hour ding to your hills aguin. 
A {mple ſec ne! yet hence Britannia tees 
Her ſolid grandeur riſe: hence ſhe commands 
Thy exab ed ores of every brighter eh me, 45 
The treaſures of the ſun without Jus rage: 
Hence, fervent all, with culture, toil, aud A, - 
Wide glows her land: her dreadful thunder 
2nce 
Rides oer the waves ſublime, and now, eben 
now, 


wWorll. | 
Tis raging noon; ard veriiead the ſun 
' Darts on the head direct his forceful rays. 


Can ſweep, a dazzling deluge reigns; and 
From pole to pole is undittinguith\l — 


I. vain the fight, dejected, to the ground 


S: oops for relief; thence hot-afoending fteams 

And keen reflection pain. Deep to the root 

Of vegetation pareb'd, the cleaving feids 440 
And flippery lawn an arid hue diſcloſe, | 

| Blaſt Faney's bloom, and wither e'en the ſoul. 

| Echo no more returns the chearful ſound 


And tcarce a chirping graſe-hopper is heard 


pants 


The very firenms look kai from of . 


And on my throbl: ing temples potent thus 
| Beam not ſo feree! Inceflant {till you flow, 
And ſtill a, other fe: rrert flood ſuccreds, | 


AnG reſtleſs turn, and look around for night ; : 
Nie ky ie far 0:7, and hotter hours approach. 
Thrice happy he! who on the ſunleſs fide 

| Of a romantic mountain, foreſt-crown'd, 
Bencati the whole colleded ſhade reciines : 4⁴⁰ 
Or in the gelid caverns, . 


Lud, glory ing in his might, the ſturdy boy are 


Wat ſoit . s in its melancholy face, 415 


Of ft. arpening ſeythe; the mower ſinking, heaps 
O'er him the hows bay, with Zowers perfum'd: 


3 the dumb mcad. Dittreſsful nature : 


| Or thro? the ur helter'd glade, impatient ſeem Se 
To hurl into the covert of the grove. RF 
All-conquering Het, oh, in termit thy wrarh! 5 


Pour'd on the head profuſe. In vain I gh, 435 


| Oer heaven and carth, far as the ranging eve 433 


I 
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And frefh bedew'd with mtg ſtreams, 

Sits coolly calm; while all the worid without, 

Unfatic{?d and fick, toſſes in noon : 

Emblem inſtrud ive of the virtuous man, 455 

| Who keeps his tempered mind ſerene a::d pure, 
And cvery paſſion apts harmorni2's, 

Amida jarring world with vice infant. 


8 ye itades! ye Lowery thickets, 
ha; i 
Ye lofty viues! ye venerable oaks! 4-0 


* 
Ye aſhes wild, reſoundi: g er the ftlecp! 


Deli ious is your cler: to the ſoul, _ 

As to the hunted hart the ſallying fp! ings 

Or ttream full- now ing, that hi; ſw2llirg ſes 

Laves as he Hloats aloag the herbagꝰ· b. in s. 475 

_ Cool through the ne: ves ycur pleating comfort 
glides ; 


"The heart beats hd ; the freſh expanded eye 
And ear re ſound their wate!: ;, the: Uncws knit; 


And life ſhoots ſu ilt through all the ligute d 


mbs. 
Around the ee g brook, that purts along 
The vocal grove, now frettii, 8 Or ar. en, 
No ſearocly mo ir t: througl. a reed pol, 

Now ſtarting to a ſudden {ircam, and now 
Gently ditus'd into a limpid plain, | 
A varus groupe the lerds and flocks compoiez 
Rural conftufoa! On the graſſy bank 436 

Some ruminati:'s lie; while others ftaud 
Half in the flood, and, often bending, fp 
Tus circling ſurſace. In the middle droops 
Ihe ſtrong labcrious ox, of honeſt front, 490 
Which incomm pos he fas; aud from * 
5 ſales 

The treublous iuſccts laſhes u ich his tail, | 
Re turning fill, Amid his ſubjects ae, 
Slumbers the mor arch-H wait; his care lf arm 
Thrown roual lis hend, « 

tain'd; | 493 
Ilere hid his ſerip, with be Via; ok ora; 
£ Tn. re, Bit' nud Cvery noiſe, his uat ele dog. 
Light fiy Lis fond: re, if perchmice a tigat 
; cf angry gal- ice fallen on the ha rel, 

That ftartling ſeitters from ie fl. 1 Urook, 
In ſearch ot lavich roam. Yotſug the team, 4" 
They corn the kecher's voice, aud ſeour the 

bans. :: 
5 Le ail the bricht foverity ef n 
e 
; Proceeding, runs Jexr-bottowia '2 round ah hills. 
Ot in this ſean tot, the! wile, proved, | 
_ Ghile his big fir: ce full of ipirit: well, 
Tre nbling with vigour, in the heut of blood, 


Springs the high teace 3 3 and, o'er the weld ef- 
5a fus , 


Parte on the gloomy good, with Rodfat eve, 510 | 


And heart eitrang'd to fear : bis nervons chett, | 
lIlxxuriust and ere, tae feat of frei gt! 


Dear: down UW oppoinng fircam 3 que, acuteſs his 
thir'ts | 


LH-*ates the river at redoubled — 
Aud with wide nodrile, morting, ſkims the 


wave, 515 
Still let me Pierce i to tue midaigat depth 


hn dow. Y moſs, ſuſ- 


| : 40 11 
| « Amid theſe dim 1 „ undlitturb'd 


from their labouring rea: 's a hollow By 


24 
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Of yorder grove, of wilef, largeſt growth 
Thar, forming high in air a u ccf d choir, 
Nods o'r tic mount buicath, &t every ftcp 

Solemn and flow the {at wi blac! er fall, 

And all is awful liſte ning 81. om around. 

Theſe are the Launts o dc ditation, tlie ſe 

The ſcenes where ancient bards ile i inipiring 

breath 

Eceſtatic Felt; and, from this werld retir'd, 

Convers'd with angels a.. d immortal forme, $2; 

| On gracious errands bent ; to fave the loll 

| Cf virtve fireggling on the brink of vice; 

In waking u hi pers, and repcatcd dream”, 

To hint pure thought, and warn tie fa,our't 

ſou}, | 

For future trials fated to prepare; 

To prompt the pot, who devoted gives 

His Muſe to better the mes; to ſoothe the pongs 

Of dy ing worth, aud from the patriots breait 

(Bac ard to mingle in detetted war, | 

But torenwlt when ci. geg“) to turn the de at; ; 

A::d i.umberlcf ſuch ot. ces of love, 

Daily and nightly, zcalous to perform, | 

[| S$:00k ſudden from the botem of the fry, 

A trowuand ſhapes or glide athwart the duſk, 

Er Rialk maje hic on, Decp-rous J feel 

A ſacred terror, a ſevere light, 


325 


Io thinks, | 

A voice, than human more, tl abſtracted ear i 
Of fancy firikes, „Ee not of us afraid, 

« Poor kindred man ! thy ſellow- creatures, we 


Re, 

„ FoiPd, te mpeſi- eaten, ere we could attain 

„ his holy calm, this harmony ot mind, 

0 N ie re purity THE - peace Imi, le charms, A 
en fear not us; but with reſponſive ſong, 


« DA wouy Olly and diicurGuiit vices 1 85 
Cf Nature ſing with us, à 1d Nature's Gud, 
« Flv frequent, at the vi hour, 


« Aczciic barps are in full cuncert heard, 


| 66 4.4 VOICES ——_—— from the wood-crown'd 
i 


« A privih ge beſtow'd by lic hene 
| «© Ov © or templation, or tac Liana ear 
«© Of Poet, ſwelling to feraphic train.“ 

And art thou, * Stanley, of that ſacred baud? 
| Alas, for us too ſooh! the vgh raid above 
The reach of human pain, above the flight 
Of human joy; yet, with a mingled ray 
Or ſadly >pleas'd remembrance, muit thou feel 
1A mothber's love, a motlier's tender wet; 
Who ſreks thee fill in many a former fer” ; 
Sec ks thy fair form, thy lovely beaming Eye s 
Thy picaſing coaverſe, by gay lively ſeuh 


539 


$49 


creep through my mortal irame; and thus, me- 


« From the ſame Parent-Power our beings drew; | 

1 1 he ſame our Looks * and great pur- 
131 | 

|} 66 Once ſome of us, like thee, through 2 


35 


« Wh: n muſing miduight reigns or fient noon, . 


„ Tho Jecpening Ale, or it: n ben 2* Ale; 


365 


£72 


* A young lads, ce Arien as the autier 7, 
i died at ihe are of 81g hicery 152 Ar * 173 32. 
| 


: 
. 
} 
: 
' 
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Teirr'd; where moral wifdom mildty one 
Witrout the ww} of art; and virtue glow?d, 

in Her ſmiles, without forbidden pride. 575 
Bet, Ch thou beſt ot parents! wipe thy tears; 
Cr rather to parental Nature pay 

The tears of grateful joy, who for a while 

Lent thee this younger ſelf, this opening bloom 
Cf thy euligite vd mind and gentle werth. 530 


—_ the Muſe; the winatrv "blaſt of death * ; 


is not the buds of virtue; no, th V ſpread, 
— the heavenly beans of brigliter ſuns, 
Through endle is ages, into higlir powers. 
Thus up the n. hunt, in asry vifioa wrapt, 58 5 
I tray, regardless whiitn-r, til the found 
ia near fail of water, every fenſe 
| Wakes from the charm of thought; ſwiit hrink- 
| ing back , 
I check my ſteps, aud view the broken — 
Smooth to the ſhelving briak a copious flood = 

Rolls fair and plac.d ; where collected all, 591 
In ore impetuous torrent, down the ſtecp 
it thunWring ſhoots, and ſhakes the country 
| round 
At fir it, an azvre ſheet, it ruſhes nad; 

Then whit'ning by degrees, as prone it falls, 595 1 
And from the loud-reſounding rocks below | 
Daſti'd in a cloud of foam, it ſends alot 
A. hoary mift, and forms a ceaſclefs ſhywer, 

Nor can the tortur*d wave here find repoſe ; ; 


But, raging ſtill amid the ſhaggy rocks, Go 


Now flaſhes or the ſcatter'd frag nents, nor 
Aſlant the hollow channel rapid darts | 
And, falli:: 8 faſt from gradual ſope to ſlope, 
_ With wild i::frafted courſr, aud kifiewd roar, 
It gains a fater bed, and ficals, at laſt, 60 5 
Along the inazes of the quiet vale, „ 
Invited from the cli, to whoſe dark brow 
Ie clings, the itevp-afe ending eagle ſoars =» 
With upward pinigas through the nod of day; 
And, giving t: all his ard | to the blaze, e 
(ains on the ſun; while all the tur zt race, 
Sum by afnictire noon, diſorder'd droop, 
Peep in the thicket; or, ſrum bower to hoer 
2 *. force an interrupt: d ir: in. 
Tu. ſtock- dove only through the for:{t eh, 613 5 
Nourufut ly haarſe; oft eca mg rom his plai. t, 
Short interval of weary o. 5 again RE 5 
| 3h jad idea 07 his murder“! mals, | 
© ruck from his 1de bv ſavage fowler's guilz, 
Acroſs his fancy comes; ond then reſauads 625 
A louder ſong of forrow through the grov., 
Beute the dewy border let me fit, 
All in the freenet of the humid air; oy 
There in that hollow'd rock, groteiue 3 wud, 


An a:vpte chair, moſs-lin'd, and over hend 23 


By Jowering umbrage ſhaded, Where tne hee 
Stray diligeat, and with th' cx! et bam 
Of fre zrant-wordhbine loads his litile thigh, | 
Pow, whil: I taſte tu fweetneſs of the Þ >ade, | 
Wil Nature 12s around . in Noon, 630 
Now come, bold Fancy, fpread 2 taring nigut, | 
And view the wonders of the tarrid Zones 
Climes u:rcicotivg ! with whoſe rag: compar'd, 

Yen blaz: is feeble, and you ſkies are co. 


1 An high penets, * . 
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oe how at once the bright effulgent ſun, 633 
Ritmg direct, ſwiit enaces from the ſky 

The mort iv“ twilight z and with ardeat blaze 

Looks gaity force through all the dazzling air: 


He mounts his throne; but kind before hun 
| ferd-, | 


The general Brerze, to mitigate his fre, 
Aid breathe refreſhment on a rinting world. 
| Great are the ſcenes, with drea ul beauty 


1 co 
And berbarcus wealth, that fer each circling year, 
Returning ſuns and double ꝛeaſons pate; C45 


Rooks rich in geras, and mour.tains biz with 
mines, 


That on the high equator ridgy rite, 
|; Whonce many a Guridnog tre. atri.erous plays; 


- w_—_ „ —— 


{ Maretitic woods, of every V1gerous green, 
Sage above lage nigh waving o er the hills; 65 5 


Er to the far horizon wide dib us'd, 

A boundlfs decp immer ly i ade, 

Ficre Joity tree, to aucle: t io un: o wn, 

| The roble ſons of potent Leet and tioods 654 

18 ruſking i from the clouds, rear high to hea- 
ven 


throw 

Meridian gloom. Here, ia eternal prime, 
| Unnumber'd fruits, of been delicious taite 
And vital ſpirit, drink amid the clits, * 


Blur we, Pomona ! to thy enron groves; 
To where the lemon add the ptcrciag lime, 


| With the decp orange, glowing through the 


green, x 665 
Ther lighter cries blend. Lay me reclia 4 
Nencathi tue fhrending tamarind, that ſtiabee, 
aun'd by the breez:, its ſever- ching iruit. 


mw, 
mbowering endiet:, a 'the Mdian ig; | 
Or, throvn at gar ce, cn ſome fair brow, 
Let m. ch bl, hy Karat Lg mus CrOPU 
Bread er my Wo the ver ant Couar wave, 


Or, freton't ami the orcs of the ſun, 
Give me to rei tte chef de tit y bowl, 


ore bow! „b ſag ths; 2: 


+ 64 2 I: die juice 
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Of berries. Cr i heinble nation wells 


_ | Unboaſied wow 55 above ſaſtaiio s pomp. 


[Mio s, thou be., a. ana, tabu the pride 683 
Kr. getable | ine, bx Vet Whate? er . 
The pocts init'd in the golden age! 

Quic It me {959 ue” 2. troy tufty coat, 


From thele the profpe-t varies. Plains. im- 
mene 
Lic flreteh'd below, n meads 
3 K 2 


{ 


\ Wing fram Qut the portals of the morn, 640 


Their thorny ſtems, and bread around thera. | 


And burning ſands, that bank the 1! urubhy vales, : 
| | Redoubled chy, yet in their rugg.. TS coats E661 85 
IA friendly juie: to cool its rag: contain, RY 


Deep in the night the maſt; lacuit ſheds 609 
ene eh my not limbs : : or lead me ys Gs : 


"wu 12 Zrasesl.l * ade, 675 | 


And Mom the ts ©4446 40 . i ref ing wine! 
ur Wh oa its ile ader tu is? 5 


-bei, wo bs the il ets <p oi era; 
Near; ee wing turnt! 1 £1 e s; the gelid race. 


Sprend thy mabro”a itores, and fratt with Jove . 
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And vaſt faranrahs, where the wand'rin g eye, 
Unfixt, is in a vervant occan loſt. 
Another Elora there, of Lolder hues, 
Aud richer ſweets, beyond our garden”s pride, 
_ Floys oer tie fields, and flowers win ſudden 
hand 695 
Exnberaat ſpring 3 for oit theſe valley iſt 
Their green- em ro deri robe to n brown, 
And ſwiit to green again, as ſccrening ſuns, 
Cr ttreaming dews and torrent rains, Prer ail. 700 
Along theſe lonely regions, u here, retir'd 
From little ſcenes of art, great Nature dwell; 
In awful ſalitude, and nought is ſeen 
But the wild herds that own no maſter's fall, 


Prodigious rivers roll their fattening ſeas: 705 


5 
On whoſe luxurious hevbage, Þalf conceal'd, 


Like a all' cedar, far diffusꝰd his train, 
Cad in green ſcales, the crocodile extend. 

The flnad diſparts: behold! in plaited mai“, 

* B. he moth rears his head. Glanc'd from his £de, 

The dart=d ſteel in idle ſhivers flies; 711 

He fearlets walks the Lain, or ſeel s the hill: 

| Where, as he crops his varied larc, the heredls, 
dl e cirele round, forget th-ir ſood, 
And at the harmlefs franger wondering gaze. 715 

Peace ul, beneath peimava trees, that caſt 

Their ample ũ al» er Niger's yellow ſtream, 
And where the Ganges rolls his ſacred wave, 
Or mid the central depth of blactening woods, 


High-rais'd in ſolemn theatre around, 720 


Leans the hug: el-pbaut, * iſeſt of brutes! 
D truly wile! with gentle might endowd; 
Though powerful, not deſcruttive! Here be ſees 
Revolving ages ſweep the cliangetil carth, 

And empires riſe and fall; 
Cf what the never- reſtin 7 rage ort men 


ProjeQt ; thrice happy! could he "cape their 


by guile, 
Who mine, from ervel avarice, his fps; = 
Or with his towery graafÞur [well their ſtate, 


The pride cf kings ! ere Ve his tire th pervert, 


And bid hiv rae and the mortil e. ay, — 
2. ont ae the matlrels of man'ting. 

ie ofer th: Mining wnbrag” of the doods, 

Ti- „ei bloTare abs ing irom atar 


ty 
Thi KN Pan the uri Ster bird. For Nature 5 
kand, 


A v Kh 2 forrtivt va: : 2 Fee) 736 


The piumy natione, there her aye huces 
Pt c fuſclyx pour:. 
Array'd in all the he uit os beam: of dar, 

Vet, "fruga] gill, ne numbles them in 4 ſor, 
Noremry we the gaudy robes they Lot | 
Proud Montezuma's r-alm, whoſe I. gion: caſt 

A houndleſs radiance waving on the fun, 
While Phijlomel is ours; while in our ſhades, 

- Throvol: the ſoft fence of the liſtering night, 

The G::er-ſaited ſongſtreis thrills hor lay. 

Bvt come, mv Muſe, the deſart- barrier burſt, 


A wild expanſe ot lifeleſs ſund and fl:y ; 


all 7: e A. Peperamur, or rivers ſe, 
V 7 * the regler, of a terrid Te ve, the bird: 98 


| 


| 


_ | Profuſely breathing from the ſpicy groves, 
| And vales of fragrance}; there at diftar.ce hear 
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And, ſwiſter than the toiling caravan, 

Shn4 oer the vale of Sennar 3 ardent climb 750 
The Nubian mountains, and the ſecret bounds 
Ol j-alous Abyſſinia boldly pierce. 

Thu art no ruſſian, who, beneath the maſk 

Of ſocial commerce, comꝰſt to rob tli ir wealth; 
No hal; Fury thou, blaſphe ming Heaven, 755 
With confe.crated {tccl to ſtab their peace, 
And through the land, yet red _ civil 


wounds, 


To ſpread the purrle tyranuy of Rome. 
| 7 hon, like the harmleſs bee, may?tt freely range, 


From mead to mcad, gs with exalted flow- 
ers; 760 


From * grove to grove, mayo ſt wander 
Y Though palay ſhades and aromatic woods, 


That grace the plairs, inveſt the peopled hills, 


And up the more than Alpine mountains wave. 
There on the breezy ſummit, ſpreading fair, 765 

| For many a league ; or on ſtupendous rocks, 

| That from the fun-redoubling valley lift, 

| Cool to the middle air, their I: 

| Where palaces, and fanes, and villas riſe; 769 

And gardens ſmile around, and cultur'd fields ; 
And fountains guſh; and careleſs herds and 


awny tops; 


flocks 


Securely ſtray; a world within itſelf, 
Diſdain ing all aſſault: there let me draw 


Ethereal ſou], there drink reviving gales, 


The roaring fioouls and cataracts, that ſweep 


rom diſembowePll earth the virgin gold; 
regardleſs = 725 


And oer the varied landfkip, reiileſs, rove, 
Fervent with lite of every fairer kind: _— 
A land of wonders! which the ſun ſtill eyes 


With ray direct, as of the lovely realm 
| | Enamourd, and delighting there to du ell. 
How changed the ſcene ! In biazing height of 


nin * 


| The ſun, oypreſs'd, is s plun'd i in thickeſt loom. | 
Still horror r-igns, a dreary twilight round, 786 
1 of Hrugliag nis bt and day malignant mix'd. | 
For to the hot 2quator crowding raft, 
Where, highly rarefy'd, the y'elding air 
| Admits their Anm, inevilant vapours roll, 799 


Amazing clouds on clonds continual heap'd! 


or whirl t:mpettuous by the guſty wind, 
Eut, it ſre bicis them ſhinc, "2 $ 


Or lent borne along, heavy and flow, 


| With the hig ſtores of ſteaming oceans FREY 


| Meantime, amid theſe upper ſeas, condens'd 795 | 
__ |] Around the cold aerial mountains brow, : 


| And by coniiiting wings together daſh*d, 


The Thunder holds his black tremendous 
 theone: —_ + 
From cloud to loud the rending Lightnings 
| rage 3 . 
' Till, in the furious e war 800 
Di ol v'd the whole precipitated maſs on 
Unbroken floods and folid torrents pours, 
The treaſures theſe hid from the 


ſearch 


1"oughn mere beautif-al in thetr ee are obs; of ancient mnowhdge; ws with anni 


1 5 be lei mc; ralcus tl aun cur. 


775 95 Ip 


bounded 


_ w 1 


| FTiloiCormand:Ps coaſt, or Malabar ; 
From“ Menam's orient ſtream, that nightly Suſtains the ame and dignity of nan: 


Tnus pouriug on they proudly ſeck the deep, 
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Nich king of flood! v%rtows the ſwelling Nile. This gay profuſion of luxurious bliſs ? 


From his two ſprin:g', in Cropant's funny realm, This pomp of Nature? what their balmy meads. 


Prre-iwelling out, he through the lucid lake | Their poweriul herbs, and Ceres void of pain? 
Cf fair Da!nbea rolls his infant ftream. | By vagrant birds diſpers'd, and waiting winds, 
there, by the Naiads nurs'd, he ſports away What their Ay fruits? what the cool | 
His playtul youth, amid the fragrant iſle', 819 dra 
That with unfading verdure ſwile around, Th' ambrofal food, rich gums and ſpicy health, 
Amb: tious, thence the manly river breaks ; heir foreſts yield? their toiliny injects, what 
And, gathering inany a flood, anc copious fed Their fly pride, a d vc getable robes ? 
Wirt ail the mellow'd treaſures of the ſky, Ah! what — their fatal treaſure, hid | 
Winds in pragreſſi ve majeſcy along: 815 Deep in the bowels of the pity ing carth, 870 
Throug't ſplendid ki gdoms now develves his | Gol:onda's gems, and fad Potoſos miner, 8 
waz, | Where dwelt the gentloſi children of the fun? 
Now wanders wild oer ſolitary tracts I What all that Afric's golden r:vers roll, 
Of lie- deſerte / ſa · l; til, glad to quit Her e«lorous woods, and ſhining ivory Rores? 
Tu. joylefs defart, dow the Nuvian rocks. Ill-fated race ! the ſoſtuing arts of Peace, 875 


From thundering nech to ſtoep, h: poure his urn, W hateꝰer the huramming Muſes teacn; 


And Egypt joys beneath the ſpreading wave. £2 | The gad-like wiſdain of the temper'd breaſt 3 


Hi3 brother Niger, too, and all the foods Progr-flive truth, the paticnt force of thought; 5 


Ia which the full- tor md maids of Afric lave | Tnveitigation calm, whoſe dent powers $59 | 


Their jetty limbs; and all that from the trat 825 Command the world; the Light that leads to | 

Of woody mountains Root ald through gorgeous Heaven; . 

„ | | Kind equal rule, the g vernme nt of laws, 
And all- protecting Frec dom, which alone 


ſhin-s | | Theſe are not theirs. The parcat-ſun himſelf 
With inc lamps, to where Aurora ſheds |; Seem o'er this world of {ave to tyrannize 3 $ 
On I2Gu??” ſmiling banks the roſy ſrFower | And, with oppreffive ray, the ruſeat bloou 
All, at this hounteous ſeaſon, pe their urns, 830 Of beauty blafting, gives the gloomy nue, 
And pour unwilling harveſt ver the laid. | And feature groſs : or wore ; toruthleſs deeds, 
Nos leſs thy world, Columbus, drinks, refreft? d, Mad jealouſy, blind rages and iell revenge, 
The lw ich moiftvr» of the melting year. 1 Their ſervid fpirit tres. Love dwells not theme 
Wide wer his iſlas the branching Oronoque | | Tae ſoft regards, the teadernets of ite, 890 
Naolls a brown deluge; ard the vative drives 23 33 ' The heart-v. ed tear, th? inet; ahle delight 
To dwell] aloit on I: re-ſuflicing trees, | Of ſweet humanity; theſe court the beam 
At o jc his dome, his robe, his food, and arms. |} Of milder climes ; in ſelſiſh fierce dei re, f 
Swall'd by a thouſand ſtreams, impetuous hwurPl {| And the wild! ury of voluptuous tenſe, 89s 
From all the roaring Andes, huge deſcends There loſt. The very brute creation there | 
The rige | Ersllara. Scarce the Muſe 240 ! This woo partake>, and burns with horrid fire, 
Durcs nretehher int 1 thi; enormous maſs 4 ! the green ſerpont, from his dark abode, 
Or ruſlling water; ſerrec ſhe dares attempt | eh een imagination tears to tread, | 
The ſou-like Platu ; to whoſe dread expanſe, At noon forth=iluins, gathers vp his train 90 


Continuous | dept, and wondrous length of | In orbs immenle, then, Gartinp out anew, 


—_— cM | Seck tie refreſning fount; by which diffugd, 
Our floods are rills. With upaheted force, 24; Ile throws his folds; and while, with chreat ing ; 
In ident dign ity they ſweep along, | — e 
Aud trarerze realins unk: NOW ny and blooming | And denthful jaws erect, the montrs curls 5 
| wilds, | His flaming er<!t, all other thir:t appalÞd, 9 
_ Ard fruitful de: 4 "RY nad of ſoliti de, . | Or ſhivering fliice, or check'd at diltance ſtands, 


here the ſun ſmiles, and ſea ns teem in vai:y, Nor dares approach. But fi ill more direful he, 


* | e pag unenjny? d. Forſaking thele, 3 The ſmall cloſe-lur xing in i. iſter of fate, 


O'er peoapled plains they fair diffn1five fr, V hoſe high-corcotted venom through the veins _ 

And many a nation feed, and circle fafe, IA rapid lightini::g darts, arretting ſwift 91 
Ina their ſoft boſom, many a happy ile ; | The vital current. Form'd to humble man, : 

The ſeat of blameleſs Pm, yet undifturh'. | This child of vengeful Nature! There, ſublim'd 


By Chriſt ian erimes and Europ crnel ſons. 335 To fearleſs luſt of blood, the ſavage race . 
by Rnam, licensed by che ſhading hour of guilt, 
Whoſe vanquiſh*l tide, recoiling ſrom the ſhock, And foul miſdeed, hun the pure day has ſt.vt 
Yiclls to the liquil weight of lalt the glnbe ; His ſacr=d eye. The tiger darting fierce 913 
And Ocean trembles for his green domain. | Impetuons on the prey his glance has doom ; ; 
But avails this woudrous wu: te of wealth? £ 860 The lively-hining leopard, ſpeckled oer 
Witch many a ſpot, the beauty of the waſte; 
Tie river tat rant through Siam ;" on wie And, ſcorning all the taming arts of Man, 920 
. * va wultitn te of theſe Kgleche, WY fre- The keen hyena, ſelleſt Of the fell. ; 


V., mane a benuti l apf eurience in the right, Theſe, ruf.1 ng from tliꝰ inhoſpitable wocds 


+ Tie: river refs the — | of Mauritania, or the tufty iſles 


Y Shot tur- ni * iter AF near: 25 the ticry "MI. et: "2 
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That verdlant rife zwid the Libyan wild, 

Innumerous glare around their i aggy king, 925 

Ma.c ie, Mal sing wer the printed fand; 

And, with imper;vu- and repeated roars, 

Demand their fate food, The fearful flochs 

Crowd near the guardian ſwaia 3 the nobler herds, 

Where round their fordly bull, in rural eaſe, 930 

They ruminating lie, with horror hear 

The coming rage. Thy? awakened village ſtarts, 

Aud to her fluttericg brraſt the mother itrains 

Her thoughtleis infant, From the pirate's den, 

Gr Kern Morocco”: tyrant-fang eſcap'd, 935 

Th. wretch hal- iſhes for his bonds again; 

While, urroar all, the wilderneſs reſounds, 
From Atlas caitward to the frighted Nile. 

Unbappy he! who from the frſt of joys, 

_ Society , cut off, is left alone 

Ami this world of death, Day, after day, 

Sad on the jutting eminence he fits, 

Aad v:cws rhe niain that ever toils below, 

Still fondly 7 orming in the fartheſt verge, 

Where the round æther mixes with the wave, 945 
dhips, dim-diicover'd, dropping from the 

clouds: | 

At evering, to the ſetting ſun he turns 

A mourniul eye, and down his dying heart 

Sinks helpleſs, while the wonted roar is up, 

Aud Inis continval thro? the tediou> night. 950 

Yet here, cn here, into theſe black abodes 2s 


( montters, unappalb'd, from ſiooping Nome, 


And guilty Cafar, Liberty retir'd, 
Her Cato follow ing thro' Nun «ian wilds, 2 
Diſdainfiil or Campania's gentle plains, 555 
| And all the grren delights Auſonia pours, 
When for them ſhe mod bend the ſervile knee, 
And fawning tate the iplerdic robber*s boon. 


Nar ſiop the terrors of theſe re gious here. 
Commit ond demous oft „angels of wr: «thy 960 
I. t looſc the raging eee Bicathud hot 
From alt the boundlef: turnace of the ſky, 
Ad tie wideeglittering wan of burning fand, 
A ſor ocating wine the pitgrim ſmites 


With in rat t death, Paticut of thirſt and toil, 5 | 


Son c the chert! 29 the camel fecle, 


Er from the hlac ercd ther, buritiug broad, 


Salilies the luden »hitwind, Straight. the | 


ſands, 
Comm ov'd around. iv gathering eddics play: 970 
 Newcrand ncrcy till they darkning come, 
Dil with the g-i.cral alle.avolving ſtorm 
Swept up, the w hoe enen nous wilds ariſe, 
Aud by theix nor claꝝ fount dels ed thrown, * 


Or !urk at nigut in tad uUilaſtrous ſeep, 975 


 B>neath defcer:dir g hill: the caravan | 
Je buried deep. — Cares crowded fireets. 


s inhalt mercilunt, wondering, waits in | 


* 
And A. cen ſaciclens ot the long delay. 


Tut chiot at ſer, whale every flexile wave 980 
bers the blait, the dErial tumult ſwells, 
Jn the -lrexd ocab, undlulating wide, 


Denen e: t raubunt line that girds the FEES 


| The circling Typhon *, whirPd from pint 
potut, 

Exhaufing all the rape of all the ſky, GY; 

And dire Ecnephia * reign, Amid the heavons, 

Taliely ſerene, deep in a cloudy ſpeck f 

Compreſ.,/d, tle mighty tempeſt brooding dwolls, 

Of no regard fave to the filth; lege: 

| Fiery anal foul, the ſmal; proguoſic hangs 990 

Alott, or on the promontory*s brow 

Mukers its force ; a ſaint decciticl calm, 

A Uittering gale, the demon ſends before, | 

To tempt the ſpreading ſail; then down at once, 

Pre cipitant, d-fcends a mingled ma's 995 


| Cf rearing u is, and flame, and ruſhing floods, 


In wild araazement fix'd the failor ſtands. 
Ir 45 to ow: by rapid Fate oppreſs' d, 


Lis breac-wing'd veilcl drinks the whelming 
tide, 


With fuch mad ſeas the daring Gama I fought 
Lor — a day and many a dreadful night, 
Incs ſſant labring round the ftormy Cape, 

By bold ambition led, and be lder thi | 
r gold: for then from ancient gloom emerg?d 

| The riung world of trade; the Genius then 1oc6 
Of Navigation, that in hopck (s ſioth 

Had { :mber*d on the vart Atlaatic deep 

For idle age, farting, heard, at laſt, 

The Luſitanian Prince®, who. Heaven-inſpir'd, 


Ayd in unbour ded commerce mid the world. 
| Increa'ng ſſill the terrors of tas terms, 
*Tis jaws horri e arm'd with threefold fate, 


| | Here dels the direful fark. Lur'd by the 
| ſcent the | 1915 75 
| fieaming erow ds, of. rank diſeaſe, ad 


| ath,. 

| Behold! he ruſhing cuts the priny flood, 

Sv iſt as the gale can bear the fl. in Kann = 
And from the partners of that cri el trade, 

Which ſpoils untappy Guinea of her ſons, 1929 
--_— his fare of Prey 3 demand; tlie m- 
| ere; | 

Tue formy Fates deſcend: one death involves 


_—_— 
IC raſtiug at once, he dye. the purple ſas 
With gere, and riois in, the vengetul meal. 1025 
When oer this world, by equinoctial rains 
Flacece immenſe, Joc ks out the] Joylefs ſun, 


land draws the copious ſt.am from ſwampy keus, | 


Where prtrefastion into life ſerments, 


| | breathes Gefrubiive. myriadz; or from 5 


F. wock, 
| Impenet rable ſrades, recc ſſes foul, | 1931 


| * Tyren ard Ec ne li. „rarer Ti þ n Her ms 2 


| or u (cares, Irren only between the tre} ics, 


55 the Cote ef Cond Hof e, tothe Fajie nies, 


In: Nen, 4 iu Jia 2 


Hid i Lit the boſom of the black abyſs. | 00 | 


| To love of uſeful Dry rousY r:ankind, 1011 


| Tyrants and ſlaves ; when firaight their mangled 5 


+ Clled by filers the Gx Hes beirg in appearances 
| 7 fo” „ re bigger. | | 
+ V. ſes ve 12 m, the fir fi who. leu round Aſricas | 


# Dow Henry, th rd ſen te eln I. king of Rr. 
= Pug al, Hi rerg geriuus te tle liſet very of new 
of cre tries ewas ec ref ſeurce ef ull the medern 


oo aa 


-— —— Ap. AS — 


A tn wand hideous finds her courſe à uud, 


Y The 1 


Cav rae deep-racking pa:. g, the gbaitly form, 


Silent, to aſk whom Hate would nezt demand, 


Te ficrceft childof Nemeſ's divine, 
Deſcends? From Ethiopia's poiſonꝰd woods, 
5 —— ſtiled Cairo's filth, wid ſetid fields. 


The brutes clcape 3 man is her d-ttin'd prey, 
Intemperate man! and oer luis guilty domes 
She draws a clote ineumbent cloud of death, 16 e 


TForbid to blow a whilsfome breeze, and fa; _ 


Of angry aſpeg. Princely Wiidom, then, 1965 
7 Dejeets his watchul ce; ai: id ſrom the hand 


The fiword ant! 
Aud hull.d the claw of the buſy worid: 


__ Empty the ftr:ets, with uncouth v- rdure chad; 
Into the 


Slo up by 
Wich phre nſy wild, breats loote, 


Pet mi gected, on it; cuitious hi; ge 

Dependlents, friends, rclitions, Love himſe'f. 
The ſve. t engagement of the feeling heart, 
The wits enliverigg air . is full of fate; 


Aud, ſtruck by turns, in ſolitary pangs 
3 fall, nahleſt, unterded, aud uunourn' d. 


TH OMS 


In vapours rank and blue, corruption wrapt, 
Wine glomy horrors yet vo deipcrate foot 
Et: ever dar'd to piercc, then, waſrctul, forth 
Vi atk che dice Power of petilent difeate, 102 5 
5c: Nature hlaſting, and to n-artl-ts woe, 

Aud celle d-{olation, cating dow n 

4 we towering hopes and all the pride of dan : 
nas, of late, at Carthavoa Quench? 1049 
3ritith fre, You, gall t Veraow ! law 
'Vhe milerable ſcere; pou, prying, faw 

Ho in ſant-weakneſs bnd ihe warrcior's arm; 


he ly pale. quivering, ad the beauileſs eye, 


Ivo wore With arcour brigutz you heard the 


groins 
Of agonizing ſhips from ſhore to ſr ore; 
Leard nightly plung'd amid the ſullon waves 
The frequent corſe, whil> on cach other tix'd, 
In ſad preſage, the blans air: ants feuuw ds, 10 50 


1045 


nat need I mention thoſe inclement ſcies, 
Where, frequent ober the ſick-ning city, Plague, 


10 56 
With locuit-armies putrefying heap'd, 
This great deſtroyer ſprung. Her aw: ful rage 


Uninterrupted by tne living winds, 


With many a mixture by the fun, fuflus'd, 


Cf iceblie Jul i tees ine fectu al, dr op 


balnneg: mute th voice of Joy, 


worſt of deltert; ſudden tir 

The cher ful haunt of men z unleſs efcaptd = 

From tlie doomed houſe wir? matchlefs Horror 
re ig, 


1071 | 


r "COR 0 the ſmitten wreteh, 1 
and, ud wo 
heaven 


-.: BOFS | 
Sereamiag, the dread? ul W arraig ns, . 
In "v12rwaid, and uvawiſc, The ſullen door, 


Fearirg to turn, abtor> ſociety, 
Savag'd by woe, forget the tendzr te, 1031 | 
But vain tir lach care; the circling fl. y. 


0- 
1083 


Thus vr ie proſtrate city black Deſpair 
Fatcads her raven wing, while, to complete 


ON? S POEM 


| But *.:; 


| Poll ite the I'S 


Of ſiglting winds, Wuib: all is can 


Dares wing the debe duſ:. 


Pour a whivwwe Poo ; 
The ſeene of defolation, ſtreteh'd around | 


The grim: guards ttand, denying all retreat, 16.95 


"3 Te: are tre cles fer tiled te be the fr q 
. „ the legte, in Dr. Bieat”s elegant beek | 
, at 12 jo 1 


439 
And give the ny ing ww a better dorth, 


NV, TY! vet * ain, uniong: tw. Farne inte nſe 
Ot brazen-vrulted fl.! zes, Of irot. Zela, 


Where dlrought auel famine flarve the ble 


year; 


ir“ by the torch of Noon to tenfoldd rage, 1eug 


The infuriate hil!, that 


tin ige; 
Abd, rw d within thy» fun! nerran⸗ an worll, 


Joots the pillar l 


 Pevparhiicg carthannke, that refuilkets ſhakes 
Atrios eities rom their Glad baſe, 


Ane i-urizs met: tins in the amine gulp", 1100 
eu,: return, my vagrant Piui- ; | 
A rcer or ſeæne of bertor calls tu 0 home. 
FEY „i! fleet trig ber inc Lurie! Crove, 
tual dlarknef lon ds, 22 rt, guns 
Tix full poeRten of the fl. y, frat rd 
With uren vangur, from th from bach. 
Where fey ihe incral porperatingy dn]? . 
4 hence wtre, ſulphur, and tae fry 
Of fat !. rumen, cam on hoy” Us V. 
With various-tinttur'd train 


1106 


Yipuine 


„ PL wen! 1.1 hes 1122 
; andin meer, bl. v1 cioud 
A redilc ui ag gloom, a may ie of h, 


Ferment, till hy the tour: „rherval rows'd, 


The doth of ch ud, or irritating War 

* ben, 1115 
They furions Niet A bad.og theo. rei zus 
Dread thro? tie dun ccpauẽ, fave dn dull rand | 
That from the a, previous to the ſtorm, 


1 oer the mutizring card, d:turbs the | 


Hod, 


Ll And ſt ake5 the foret?. Jer: thavt a hrt! 1 1125 | 
Prone to the loweRt v.l. the agrial trite : 


Deſcend! : the ten: del. lovin g raven ſcaice 
In rue ze. 
The cal: fand, „ n the ſcuwlius -Aveus 


a de 'ploring © xs by main foro, 1125 


V ho to tt e r-] cottage hies him fa? 


| Gr ſents the melter et the dewnward cav 2 


is lihening far and dumb amazon tei: 
When to the tartÞ:d ove the fidden Ek. e 


| Appears ter ſouth, ertij. ty, tr“ the ol d, 11 '. hy 
And v,] in „wer, een vt, 


The thunder 155 his tro mcndoms voice, 
A* ir it, board le. cer the verge of hlaven, | 
1 ho en Hheſt grau!“ «1 (4:4 43 it n. ayer mne, 
neh roll, its aweul burden en the vin, 
The Vohtoing: fifk a larger curve, and mere 
The p- iſe nl, ON overebeadt a frect 
” Iivid fame difetoies witty, they tu 
„opens wider; i wt and opens it 
Gre ys, rm miag other inn eiue: 
1701. the Ir - ona zavatce ve. 
FnJweins, deoapening, mir gliog ; p. Ian peal 
4 ruſt? A he ci «cov ling "Gr wenn dean. 
r w 16 Coe mn ahi ot YOOTIE Le l. 
Or proneedetcentits;; Fall. WW ide-revt, tu. 
clouc* p05 
. 2 pet, 13 22 28 Vie 


1148 


ouenc "1 HR 


; Fre v nes, 160 ohe 11. ht: he * 4- wn areas thro', 


Ranged and ere or in peach way! Niel: g nail“, 

And fire the mountains with redeubled e. 

Black from tlie ſtrole, above, the ſua cult ori 
_ | | 11 7» 


By care unrr:Med; till, in evil boar, 


442 


bclow, 
A lifeleſs group the blaſted cattle lie: 
— ſoft tiocks, with that ſame barmleſs 

1- 

They wore alive, and ruminatine fiill 
In faacy's eye, and there the frowning bull, 115 5 
And ox half rais*d, Struck on the cattled clit, 
The venerable tower and fpiry fane ' 
Reſign their aged pride. The gloomy wends 
Start at the flaſk, and from their deep receſs 


Wide-flaming out, their trembling inmates ſhake. 


Amid Caernarvon's mountaias _ loud 1161 
The repereuſſive roar: with mighty cruſh, 
Into the flaſhing deep, from the rude rocks 
Of Penmanmaur heap'd hideous to the fry, 
Tumble the ſmitten cliffs: and Snowden's 
ak, 5 116 5 
Diſſolv ving, inſtant yields his wintry load. 
| Far ſeen the heights of heathy Cheviot blaze, 


And Thule bellows thro? her utmoft iſles. 


Guilt hears appall'd, with dceply troubled | 


tmought 

And yet not always on the guilty head 

7 Deſeends the fated flaſh, Young Celadon | 
And his Amelia were a matchleſs pair; 

With equal virtue for m'd, and equal grace, 

The lame, difſtinguiſh'd by their ſex alone: 


1176 


Tier, the mild lub re of the blooming morn, 1175 


And. his the racliance of the ri en day. | 
They lav“; but ſuch their guilelefs paſſion wats 
As in the dawn of time inform'd the heart 


Of Innocent: and undi e mbling Truth. 


Twas friendiſhi ip, he ighte d by the mutual wiſh, | 


* nchantiag hope, and Iympathetie glow, 1181 


Beumꝰꝗ from the mutual eye. Devoting all 
To love, each was to each a deorer ſelf, 

_ Supr2mcly nappy in th awai d power 
Ol giving joy. Alone, ami1 the ſhades, 
Still in harmonious intercovric thyy lived 
The rural day, and talk'd the flowing heart, 
Or ſigh'd and look'd unutterable things. 
| So paſ-*d their life, a clear united ſtream, 


1185 


The tempeti canght them on the tender walt, 
Heedleſs how far and where its mazes firay'd, 
While with each other bleſt, creative Love 
Still bade eternal Eden ſmile around. 
Preſaging in tant fate, her boſom heav'd 
Unwonted tighs, and ſtealing oft” a look | = 
Ol the big gloom, on Celadon her eye 
Fell tearful, wetting her diſordered cheek, 


In vain afurins love, and confidence 2190 


In Heaven, repreſs'd her fear; it grew, and 


ſnoox 

er frame near difolution. He perceiv'd 
Tir unequal conftit, and as angels look 

On dying ſaints, his eves compaſſion ſhed, 

With love illumin'd high. 


Sweet Iancecrce! thou ttranger to uffence, 
. And inward ſtorm! He who yow ſkies in- 
- .. wolves | 
©: Tn ſrowns of darkneſs, ever ſmiles on thee 
With kind regard, Ober thee the ſecret ſhaft 
„That wa'tes at 
hour 


midvight, x tl? urdreaded 


2 


1190 


1195 
— | Effuſes oa the pleasd ſpectators round. 


| Thus life redovbles, and is oft? preſer wd, 
| By the hold ſwimmer, in the ſwift illapſe 


&« Fear not, he ſaid, | 


THOMSON'S POEMS. 


Stands a fad ſhatter'd trunk; and, firetch*d « Cf noon, 


flies harmleſs; and that very voice 


„% Which thunders terror thro” the guilty heart, 


6 "_ tongues of ſeraphs whiſpers peace to 

_ thine, | 

« Pis fafety to be near thee, ſure, and thus 

Jo elaſp perfection “ From his void embrace, 

Myſterious Heaven! that moment to the ground, 

A blackened corſe, was truck the beauteous 
maid, 1216 

| But who can paint the lover as he ſtocd 

| Pierc'd by ſevere amazement, haticg lic, 

| Speechleſs, and bx'd in ail the cteatu of woe ! 

80, faint reſemblance! on the warbl> to nb 1 226 

05 well-difeml-led mourner ſtonping ſtande, 


For ever ſilent, and for ever iad. 

As rom the face of heaven the ſhatter'd cl, udls 
Tumultuous rove, th' imtermiuabk fly 
Sublimer ſwells, and Oer the world expands 1225 
A purer azure, Thro' the lighten'd air 8 


IA higher Jutire and a clearer calm, 


Diffuſ.ve tremble ; while, as if in Fon 
Ci danger paſt, a EY tering robe of joy, 
Set off abundant by the yellow ray, 1230 
In veſts the fielde, and Nature ſmiles, reviv'd, 
is beauty all avd grateful ſong around, 
Join'd to the low of kine, and numerous bleat 
| Of Hocks thic):-nihbing thr the clover'd vale. 
And ſhall the hy mn be marr'd by thankleſs mun, 
Moſt ſawnur'd, who with voice articulate 1230 
Should lend the chorus of this lower world? 
Shall he, ſo ſoon forgetful of the hand 
That huſ}*d the thanks, and ſerenes the fi:v, 
Extinguifh'd feel that ſpark the tempeſt wak'd, 
That ſenſe of powers excerding far his own, 
Fre yet his ſeeble heart has Ioft its fears? ? 
| 
Fre th the well-known 3 . 2 1 
depth © 5 
A fandy bottorn ſhews, Awhile he flands, 1245 


_ | Gazing tiv inverted landſeape, Eulf atraid 
I | To meditate the blue profound 2 1 


Then plunges beadlong down the circling flood. | 
His ebon treſſes and his roſy cheek = 
Inſtant emerge, and thro* the obediont wave, 1 2 250 
At each f.ort breathing by tus lip repel, 8 
| With arms and legs according well, he makes, 
As humour leads, an caſy-winding path, 
While from his poliſh'd ſ des adewy light 
1255 
This is the pureſt excrcile of he zalth, | 
| The kind refreſher of the ſummer heats : 
Nor, when cold Wirter teens the brightning 
food, | 
Wovld J, we ak- i ivt rin g, linger on the brink. 
1200 


Of accident difaftrous. Hence the limbs 
Knit into force; and the ſame Roman arm 
That roſe victorious o'er the conguer'd cartli, 
Firſt learn'd, while tender to ſubdue the wave. 
Even from the hody*s purity the mind 1265 
| Receives a ſecyct ſympathetie ail. | 

| Cloſe in the covert of an hazel copſe, 
Where wiuded into pleaſing ſolitudes, 


Runs out the rambluzg dale, young Damon fat, | 


TERS: 


And it an infant pation ſtruggied thore, 

To call that paſion forth. Thrice happy ſwain! 
A lucky chance, that cit? decides the fue 125 
_ Of mighty monarchs, then de cited thine : 


THOMSON'S POEMS. 


P-nſive, ant piere/d with love's delightſul pangs; 
There to the ſtream that down the dittant rocks 


Hoarſc-=murmuriag fell, aud plaiative breeze, 
that plavꝰd 


Amoag the bending willow, fal{:ly he 


Of Muſdor.Vs cruelty eomplai.,%l. 1275 


Sie felt his flame: but deep within her breaft, 
In haſhful coy 1efs, or in maiden pride, 


The fort return cmnc-aPd, fave when it ſtole 


In ſide-long glu:ices fron her dowacaſt eye, 

Or from her tw-lling ful in #ifed he. 1290 
Touch'd by the ſcene, no ſtranger to his vows, 
He iram'd a melting lay to try bh heart, 


For, lol conducted by the laughing Loves, 


Tus cool retreat his Muſo ra ſought: 


Warm in her cheek the ſultry ſeaſon d ; 
And, rob in lo array, ſhe came to bathe 1 290 
Her fervent li:nbs in the refreſhing ſtream. 


What ſhall he do? In fweet confufion loft, 
And dubious Hutterings, he a while remain'd: 
A pure ingenuous elegance of ſoul, 
A delicate refine nent, known to few, 1295 
Perple wd his breaft, and urg'd him to retire; 
But Love forbacle. Ye prudes in virtue ſay, 
Say, ye Severeſt, what would you have done ? 


Mean time this fairer nymph than ever bleſt 


Areuliau ſtream, witi timid eye around 1300 
5 The banks ſurveying, ſtrippꝰd her beauteous 


lim! 585, 


Io taſte the lucid coolneſs of the good. 
Ah, then! not Paris on the piny top 
Or Ida panted ſtronger, when afde 
Tue rival-goddefles the veil divine 1303 
Caſt unconfinꝰd, and gave him all their eharms, 
Than, Damon, thou, as from the ſnowy leg 
And ſiendler font tht inverted ſil t the drew ; 
As the ſoft touch di ſſolvꝰ l the virgin zone, 1310 


And thro? the parting robe th? alternate breat?, 


With youth wid-throbbiog, on thy lawleſs 


gue 


| iv full luxuriaace roſe. But, deſp-rate youth, 
Hou durſt thou riſque the ſoul Giftracting view, 


As from her nake l limbs, of glowing white, 


Nur moniaus ſweiPd by Nature's ſine it hand, 1315 
In folds lobſe-Aoating fell the ſaĩater lawn, 
And fair- expo ſne . ſt. runk from ber- 


ſelf, 


With fancy blu:i: ng, at the doubtful breer e: 
Alarm'd, and ſtarting like the fearful aun? 
Then to the flood be "rut : the parted flood 

Its lovely gueſt with cloGag waves receiv'd, 
And every beauty ſoiPning, every grace 


Fluſhing anew, a meliow biitre ſpeti ; 


As ſhines the lily through the ervſtal mild, 
Dr as the roſe amid the mornivg dew, 1325 
Fre from Aurora's hand, more ſweetly glows. 


While thus ſhe wanton'd, now beneath the wave 
Rut ill-conecaPd, and now with ſtreamiag looks, 


hat half-embrac'd her in « humid veil, 


N:iſing again, the latent Damon drew 1330 


Such mad'nipg draughts of beauty to the ſoul, 


Vor. VIII. 


4 t 


| As for a while &%:rwhelnv'd his raptur'd thought 
With luxury too daring. Check'd, at laſt, . 
By love's reipretful modefty, he deem d 

The theft prozane, if auglit profane to love 1335 
Can 2 deem' d; and, ſtruggling, from the 

4 

With headlong hurry Jed : but firſt theſe lires 
Trac by his ready pencil, on the bank 

With werabling haad he thecw. 4 Bathe on, my 
; Fair! 
vet unbe- held, ſave by the ſacred eye 1340 
Of Faithful love, I go to guard thy hunt, 


To keep trom thy recets each vagrant foot, 


And each lic2atious eye,” With wild ſurpriie, 
As if to marble ſtruck, devoid of ſeaſe, 
A ſtupid moment motion el ſhe ſtood: 1445 
$5 {tands the Hatue * that enchints the works; = 
do bending tries to veil the matchleſs buait, ; 
The ran gte | beauties ot exulti ig Grerce. 
Recover; 1g, Wit ſhe flew to Snd thoſe rohes | 
Wich bliſsful Eden tnew wot; and array”*4 1350 
In careleſs haſte, th' alar miag paper fnatebd : 
But when her Damou's well-known hand ſhe aw, 
Her terrors vaniſh'd, and a ſorter train 

Of mixt emotions, hard to be deſerib'd, | 
Her ſndden boſom ſeiz'd : thame, void of guilt | 
The charming bl-1th. of ianocency, eſteem 


| And admiration of her lover“ fame, 
By modeſty exalted; cen a ſenſe 


Ot ſeli-approving beauty ſtole acroſs | 
Her buſy thought. At lei. gti a tender calm 1200 8 
Huſt by degrees the tumult of her ſoul. 
And on the ſprending beech, that wer the ſtream 
Incumbent hung, ſhe with the ſylvan pen 


| Of rural lovers this ehufeſſion carv'd, 


Which toon her Damon iſo'd with weeping j 72 4 


« Dear youth! ſole judge of what theſe ve 


mean, 
e By fortune too much favour'd, but by Love, 
c Alas! not favour'd leſs, be ftill, as now, 5 
« Diſereet: the time may come you need nat fly,” 
The ſun has loſt his rage; his downward orb 
Shoots nothing now but animating warmth 1371 | 
| And vital luſtre: that, with various ray, 
Lights up the clouds, thoſe beauteous robes of 
Heavei, 
Ince ſſant roll'd into romantic ſt apes, | 
The dream of waxing fancy ! Broad below, 1375. 
 Cover'd with ripening fruits, and ſwelling fait. 
Into the perfect year, the pregnant earth 
Aud all her tribes rejoice. Now the ſoſt hour 
Of walcting comes, for him who lonely loves 


To ſeek the diſtant hills, and there converie 1530 
| With Nature, there to harmonize his heart, £ 
And in pathetic ſong to breathe around 


The harmony to others. Social friends, 
Attun*d to happy uniſon of ſoul, 1 
ro whoſe exulting eye a ſairer world, ; 8 
Of which the vulgar never had a glimpſe, \ 
Diſplays its char ms, whoſe minds are richly 

fraugat | 
With philoſopnie ſtares, ſuperior light, 
And in whoſe breaſt, enthuſiaſtic. burns 
Virtue, the ſon+ of Int'reit deem romancz, 1390 

* Tis * FLUT of e. ii. 1 fy 
3L | 


And ſcatters plenty with unſpari:.g had. 


44? 


| Now calbd abroad, enjoy the falling day ; 
Now to the verdant portico of woods, | 
To Nature's vaſt Lyceum, forth they walk; 


The full tree converſe of the friendiy heart, 1395 | 
Improving and improv'd. Now from the world, 
Sacred to ſweet retirement, lovers ſtcal, 
And pour their ſouls in tranſport, which the ſire 
Of love, approving, lieats, and calls it Good. 
Which way, Amanda, ſhall we hend our courſe? 
The choice perplexes, Wherefore ſhould we chuſc? 
All is the ſame with thee, Say, { all we wind 
Along the tcreams ? or walk the ſmiling mead ? 
Or court the foreſt glades? or wander wild 
Among the waving harveſts? or aſcend, 1405 
While radiaut 3ummer opens all its pride, 
Thy hill, delightful Shene “? Here let us ſweep 
The boundleſs landſcape ; now the raptur'd cye, 
Exvliing ſwiit, to huge Auguſta ſends; - 
Now to the Siſter-hills + that irt ber plain ; ; 1410 | 
_ To lotty Harrow now ; and now to where 
Majeſtic Windſor lifts his princely brow. 
In lovely coutraii to this glorious view, 
_ Calmly magnificent, then will we turn 
To where the ſilver Thames fir!t rural grows: 
There let the feaiied eye unwearicd ſtray; 1416 
Luxurious there rove thro? pendent woods, 
That nodding hang ver Harrington's retreat; 


And, ſtoopirg thence to Ham's embow' ring walks, 


5 Beneath whoſe f.adcs, in ſpotleſs peace retir'd, 
With her the pleaſ.: g partuer of his heart, 1421 | 
The worthy Veenſdꝰry yet laments his Gay, 
And poliſn'd Cornbury woos the willing Muſe, 
Slow let us trace the matchleſs vale of Thames, 
Fair-wi:ding up to where the Muſes haunt 1425 
In Twit'nam's bowers, and for their Pope implore 
The healing God 13 to royal Hampton's pile, 
To Clermonts terraſs*d height, and Eſher's groves, 
Were in the ſweeteſt ſulitude, embrac'd 
By th foit windings of the . lent Viole, 1430 
From courts and ſenates, Pelham finds repoſe, 
Ixchanting valc | beyond whatz*r the Mute 
Has of Achaia or Heſperia ſung ! 
O vale of bliſs ! O foſtly ſwelling pills! | 
on which the power of Cultivation lies, 


1435 | 
And joys to fee the wonders of his toil. 


Heavens-! what a goodly proſpeet ſpreads around, 


Of hills, and dales, and woods, and lawns, and 
ſpires, 

And glittering towns, * gilded fir2ams, till all 
The ſtretching landſcape into imoke dæcays ! 144 
Happy Britannia ! where the Queen of _— 8 
nſpiring vigour, Liberty abroad : 

Walks uuconfin'd, een to thy fartheſt cots, 


Rich is thy ſoil, and merciful thy elime; 
Thy ftreams unfailing in the Summer's drought; 
Unmatch'd thy guardian- Oaks; thy vallies fcat 
With golden waves; and on thy monatair tioc xs 
Bleat numberlzſs ; while roving round their ſules 
Bellow the blackening herds in lu ſty droves. 1450 
Beneath thy meadow gw, and riſe unquell'd 

Z gainſt the mower's ſeythe. On every hand 
Tu villas ſhine. Thy country teems with wealth, 
Aud Property aTures it to the ſwain, 


Pieas'd and ul. wear ied in his 54 uar ded toil. 1455 | 


| 


By that kind ſchool where no proud walter reigns, | 


1445 


; 


I That awes her Genius ſtill. 
And patriots, fertile. 
Who, with a gen'rous, tho? 


| And with his priſon-hours enrich d the wad 
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Full are thy cities with the ſons of Art, 
And Trade and Joy in every huſy ſtreet 
Mingling are heard: een Drudgery himſelf, 
As at the car he ſweats, or duſty hews | 
The palace-ſtone, looks gay. Thy crowded ports, | 

re riſng maſts an endleſs proſpect yield, 
With labour burn, and echo to the ſrouts 


1461 
Or hurried ſailor, as he hearty waves 

His laſt adieu, and, looſening every feet, 

| Reſigns the ſpreading veſſel to the wind. 14/5 


Bold, firm, and graceful, are thy generous 

| youth, | | 
By hardſhip fnew'd, aud hy danger fd, 
Scattering the nations where they go, and firſt 
Or oa the lifted plain or florm? ſe as. 
Mild are thy glories, too, as ober the plans 
Of thriving peace thy thoughtful Lres preſ de; 
In genius and ſubſtantial le&ning high; 
For every virtue, every worth r210wn'd; 
_ Sincere, plain-acarted, hoſpitable, kind; 
Vet, like the myſtering thunder, when provol''d. 
| The dread of tyrants, and the ſole reſource 
Of thoſe that under grim Oppreſſion groan, 


1470 


| Thy ſous of glory many! Altred! thine, 


In whom the ſplendour of heroic war, ; 
And more heroic peace, when govern'd well, 1480 ; 
Combine ; whoſe hallowed name the Virtues ſaint, 
And his own Muſes love; the beit of kings! 
With him thy Edwards ad thy Feorys ſhine ; 


Names dear to Fame l the firtt who deep-impreſs/d 5 


On baughty Gaul the terror of thy arms, 1483 
In ſtateſmen thou, 
Thine a fteady More, N 
miſtauen, zeal, 
Withſtood a brutal tyrart's direful rage; 
Like Cato firm, like Ariſtides juſt, | 
Like rigid Cincinnatus, nobly 

A dauntleſs ſoul, erect, who ſm 1d. on death. 
Frugal, and wiſe, a Wale ngham is thine; KL 
A Drake, who made thee miſtreſs of the deep, 


| Andhere thy rame in thunder rourd the world. 


Then ham'd thy ſpirit hi h: but who can ſpeak 
The num'rous worthies of the Maiden reign? 
In Raleigh mark their every glory mix'd: 


Ralcizh! the ſcourge of Spain! whoſe breaft with | 
all 


= ſage, the patriot, and the hero, burn'd: 1509 
Cor ſunk his vigour when a coward reign | 
Tha warrior fetter*d, and at laſt re gn'd, 


|; To glut the vengeance of a vanquiſ. 1d foo: 3 


Then, active ſtill and uureſtrain'd, his mind 
F.xplor*d the vaſt extent of ages paſt, 1505 
Yet found no times, in all the long reſearch, 
So glorious or ſo baſe as thoſe he prov'd, 5 
In which he conquer'd, and in which he bled. 
Nor can the Muſe the gallant Sidney paſs, 1519 
The plume of War! with early laurels crown'd, 
The lover”s myrtle, and the poet's bay. | 
A Hampden, too, is thine, illuſtrious land ! 


| Wiſe, ftirenuous, firm, of unſubmitting foul, 


Who ſtemm'd the torrent of a downward age, | 
* The old nume of Rickmond, fignity: ing i in dax, 
fiixirg er // lendeur. 

+ HeAgaete and H. N 'ead, 


1 In his it 1 
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To ſlavery prone, and bade thee riſe again, 
Ja all tay native pomp ot freedom bold. 
Bright, at his call, thy age of men eff ulg'd, 
Or den on whom late time a kindling eye 
Shall turn, and tyrants tr2:able while they read. 
Bring every ſweeteſt flower, and let me ftrew 1521 
The grave where Ruſſel lies, whole te mper'd 
| blood, 

With calmeft cheerfulneſs for thee reſign'd, 
Stain'd the fad annals of a giddy reign, 

Aiming at lawleis power, tno meanly ſunk 1525 
In leote inglorious luxury. With him 

His friend, the Britiſh Caiius &, fearleſs bled, 
Ot hi zh determinꝰ d: pirit, roughly brave, 
By ancicat learving to ti? enlghten'd love 
Of ancient freedom warm'd. Fair thy renown 
In awful Sages and in noble Bards, 1531 
Soon as the light of dawuing Science ſpread 
Her orient ray, and wak'd the Muſes ſong. 
Thine is a Bacon, hapleſs in his choice, 
Untit to ſtand the civil ftorm of ſtate, 
And thro? the fmocth barbarity of courts, 
With firm but pliant virtue, forward ſtill 
To urge his courſe; him for the ſtudious ſhade 
Kind Nature form'd, deep, cowprehentive, * 
Exact, and elegant; in one rich ſoul I 540 
Plato, the Stagyrite, and Tully join'd, 

The great deliverer he ! who, trom the chow 
Of cloiſter'd monks and jargon=teachiug ſchools, 
Id forth the true Philoſophy, there long 
Held in the magic chain of words“ and forms, 
Ay definitions void : he led her forth, 
Da gter of Heaven! that flow-aſcending fill, 
In tigating ſure the chain of things, | 


— , 


1535 


215 V+ :t.1 rad:aut finger points to Heaven again. 


nan generous Aſhley f thine, the frend of man, 


ho ſcar his nature with a brother's eye. 1551 


Un weakneſs prompt to thade, to raiſe his aim, 
To touch the finer movements of the mind, 
And with the moral beauty charm the heart. 8 
Why ned I name thy Boyle, whoſe pious ſearch 
Amid the dars receſſes of his works 1556 


The great / Creator ſought? And why thy 1 ? | 


Who made the whole internal world his own? 
Let Newton, pure intelligence! whom God _ 
To mortals lent, to trace his boundleſs works 
From laws ſublimely fimple, ſpeak thy tame 1561 
In all philoſophy. For loity ſenſe, | 
Creatwe fancy, and inſped ion keen | 
Thro' the deep windings of the human hs 25 
Is not wild Shakeſpeare thine and Nature's boaſt ? 


_ Is not each great, each amiable Muſe I 566 | 
Ol elaſſie ages in thy Milton met? Cog 
A genius univerſal as his theme, 
Attoniſhing as chaos, as the bloom EY 
Of blowing Eden fair, as heaven ſublime, 1570 


Nor ſhall my verſe that elder bard forget, 
The gentle Spenſer, Faney's pleaſing fon, 

Who like a copious river pour'd his ſong 

Oer all tne mazes of enchanted ground; 


Nor thee, his ancient maſter, laughing ſage, 1575 


Chaucer, whoſe native manners painting verſe, 


IA * Algernon Seem | 
2 93 ley 8 885 Earl of Stafterbury. 
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Well moraliz'd, ſhines thro? the Gothic cloud 
Of time and language o%r thy genius throw n. 

May my ſong ſotten as thy Daughters I, 
| Britaania! hail; for beauty is their own, 
The tceling heart, ſimplicity of lice, 


And elegance and ta'te : the fwltleſs form, 
Shap'd by the hand of Harmony ; the cheek 


1580 


| Where the liec crimſon, thro” the native white 


Soft-!hooting, o'er the face diffuſes bloom, 1 535 


And every nameleſs grace; the parteri lip, 


Like the red roſe=bud moiſt with morniag dew, 
Breathing delight; and, under tiowing jet, 


Or lunny ringlets, or of circling brown, | 
The neck flight-ſhaded, and the ſwelling breaft 3 


The look re ſiſtleſs pierc:ag to the ſon], 1591 

And by the ſoul inform'd, when, dreſt ia love, 

She ſits hiah- ſmiliug in the conſcious eye. 
Iſland of bliſs! amid the ſubject ſeas, 


Tnat thunder round thy rocty coaſts, ſet up, 1595 
At once the wouder, terror, and delight, 4 
Ot ditiant nations, whoſe remoteſt ſnores 


Can ſoon be ſha vu by thy naval arm; 


Not to be ſhook thyſeli, but all aſſaults | 
Ba ing, as thy hoar clifts the loud ſea-wave. 1660 


O Thou! by whole alaig':y nod the ſeale 


Of empire rites, or alternate falls, 


| The tender-looking Charity, intent 


1545 | 


| In all ther pomp attend his tetting throne. 


| (So Grecian fable ſung,) he dips his orb 2 


IPaſſes the day, deceitful, vain, and void, 
| As fleets the viſion ver the formful brain, 


| The next in nothing lait. 
The dreamer of thi3 earth, an idle blank; 


Send forth the ſaviug Virtues round the ba 
In bright patrol : white Peace and ſocial Love; 
1605 
On gentle deeds, and ſhedding tears thro? ſmiles; 
Undaunted Truth, and Dignity of Mind; 
Courage compos'd and keen; ſound Temperance, 
Healthful in heart and look; clear Chaſtity, 
With bluthes reddening as ſhe moves along, 16 12 . 


Diſorder'd at the deep regard ſhe draws; 


Rough Induſtry ; Activity untir'd, 
With copious life infor n'd, and all awake; 
While in the raviant front ſuperior ſhines 
That fir paternal virtue, Public Zeal, 
Who throws o*cr all an equal wide ſurvey, 
And, ever muting on the common weal, 8 85 
Still labours, glorious, with ſome great deſign. 
Low walks the fun, and broadens by 


| Jutt oer the verge of day. The ſhifting clouds, 


Aſſembled gay, a richly gorgeous train, 1621 
Air, earth, and ocean, mile immeuſe. And now, 
As if his weary chariot fought the bowers 
Of Ampbhitrite and her *rending ny mphs 1625“ 
ſow halt immers'd, and now a golden curve, 
Gives one bright glance, then total diſappears. 
For ever running an enchanted round, 
1630 
This moment hurrying wild th? impaſtorr'd ſoul, 
*Fis ſo to him | 


A ſigh of horror to the cruel wretch, 


1635 
Who all day long in ſordid pleaſure rolld, 


| Himſelf an uſcleſs load, has ſquarder'd vile, 


pon his ſcoundrel train, what might have 
85 cheer'd ; 


IA drooping family of modeſt worth: 


[ 
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But to the generous ſtill- improving mind, 1645 
That gives the bapeleſs heart to kg tor y, 
Diff _ kind bene ficence around, | 
Boaitleſs, as o CGelccnds the iilent dew, | 
To him the long review of ord: rcd. lite 1 
Is in ward rapture, only to be ſelt. 
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That more than dec, that auimate the thy, 
The lite-ipſuſung ſuns of other worlds, 
Ls! rem the dread hamenſity of [pace 
R-trirr ing, with accei-yated courſe 

Tne ruſniag eo: t. to the ſun doſeends, 


176 f 


AS And a« he inks belaw the ſrading cartin, 


Conĩeſoꝰd irom yuuver frow extinguiſh'd clouds, M ith-awful train projected oer the heavens, 


All æther ſoft'uing, ſober Evening takes | 
Fer wonted ation in the.midile air, 

A thouſand ftradows at ber beck. Firſt this | 
She ſends on eartu, then that of deeper dye 1650 
Steals ſoft hchind 3 and then a deeper fill, | 
In circle following circle, gathers round, 

_ Tociolc the face of thizgs. A freſher gale 
Begins to wave the woo, and tiir the [irezm, 


While the quai cla:nours tor his running mate. 
Wide Oer tue thiftly lav-a as {wells the breeze, 
& whitening ſhower of vegetable down | 
Amuſve Goats. The kind impartial care [1650 
Of Nature nought di. daius : thougiattel to fecd 
Her loweft ſous, and clothe the coming year, 
Fron field to field the feather'd feeds ſne wings, 
Eis toided fiock ſecure, the trepherd home 
Hies merry-hearted, aud by turn- relieves 
Tue ruddy milkmaid of her brimming pail; i665 
The beauty whom perhaps his witleſs \eart, 
 Unknowing what ihe joy-mix'd anguiſh means, 


Sincerely loves, by tha: beft language ſhewa And thy bright garlaud, let we crown my 
= | | 1739 


Of cordial glances and obliging deeds. | 
| Onward they pats o'er many a panting height, 


At All of eve the Fairy people throng, 
In various game and revelry, to pals 
The ſummer- night, as village -ſtories tell: _ 
hut far about they wander from the grave 1675 
Of him whom his ungentle fortune urg'd 
Agaluſt his own ſad breaſt to lift the hand 

Ot imp ious Violence. Tac lonely tower = 


So night- ſtrua Fancy dreams, tne yelli g ghott, 
Among the erooked lanes, on every hedge, 
Tue glaw-wora lights his gem, and wire? the 
A moving radiance lat in les. Evening yiehis 


Of maſſy Stygiai, woof, but Iofe array'd 1685 
In mantle dun. A faint erroneous ray, : 
Glarc'd from ti“ imper!'e& ſurſice., of things, 
Flings half an image on tae ftraiung eye, 
Wuile waveriug . woods, and villages, and 
FP | _ [1690 


And rocks, and moimtains- tops, that lang retain | 


Th' cendivg gleam, are all oue ſwimming ſcene, 

ncertain if beheldl. Sudlen to heaven To 

Thence weary Viſſon turns, where, leading ſoft 
Tne ſile nt hours of love, with pureſt ray 


Sweet Venus ſt ĩnes; aud from her genial riſe, 1695 | 


When day-light fekens till it ſprings afreſh, 

TUnrivaPd reigns the iaĩreſt lamp of night, 

As thus th' effulgence tre yulous I drink, | 

Wich cheriſhed gaze, the la:mbent liglitnings ſhoot 

Acroſs the ſky, or horizontal dart -- =. BIG 

In wondrous ſhape:, by fearful murmuring 
crowds | - | | 


Fortentous deem'd, Amid the radiant orbs, 


Ef ul ve fource of evidence and truth 'B | 
And valley ſunk, and uſrequented, where 1671 


4 Whoſe wikl vibrations ſooth the parted foul 


3 
Heuce thro? her neuriſh'd powers, cnlarg'd by 


| Tie Crit up-tracing, from tne dreary void, 
The workd to Night; not in her winter- robe 


Never to die; the treaſure of mankind ! 
| Their highe# honour, and their trueſt joy! 
Without the2, what were unenligluen'd Man? 


The guilty natious tremble. But, above 
Thee ſuperſtitious horrors that entiave 
The fond ſeavacious herd, to my itic faith 


1710 
V hoſe godlixe mind Philaſopay exaits, (few, 
Divinely great; they in their powers exult, 


ing, ipurns 


| This duſſy ſpot, and meaſures all the ſæy; 


While from his tar excurton thro? the w lus 
Cf barren æther, faithful to his time, 
They fee the blazing wonder riic anew, | 
In ſeeming terror elad, but kindly beat 
Ta werk the will ct all- ſuſtaining Love; 

From his huge vapoury train perhaps to ſhake 
| Keviving meiſture on the numerous orbs 
| Thre? which his lang ellipſis wiads; 

To lend new fuel to declining ſuns, . 
To light up worlds, and feed th' eternal fre. 

With thee, ſcrere Philolophy ! with thee, 


ſo 18 : 


A lutire ſhedding ofer th* ennobled ind. 
Stronger than dunimer-noon, and pure as tat 


New to the dawning of celeitial day, 


She ſpr: wy alotrt, with elevated pride, (tie, 
Above the tan gling eaſe of low det tes, 
wiug'd, | 


Or in the Harry regions or th' abyſ, | 
To Rex/oirs and to Fancy's eye diipky'd; 
ihe chain of caufes and efiett; to him, 
Tue workleproducirs fierce, who alone 


| Prileffes being; white the Jaſt reccives 


| | The whole magnificence of heaven aud carth, 


And every beauty, delicate or bold, 


Diũ uſve painted ou the rapid mind. 
Tut r% by thee, hence Poetry exalts 

Her voice to ages, and uiforms the page 

With mu he, image, ſentiment, and thought, 


A ſavage raaming thro? the woods aud wilds 

In queit of prey, and with th' unfafhion'd fur 
Rough clad, devoid of every finer art 1760 

And elegance of life, Nor bappineſs e 

Domeſtic, mix?d of tenderneſs and care, 

Nor moral excellence, nor ſocial bliſs, 


And blind amazeme!t prouc, th? enlightcn'd 
The glorious Ara iger bail, 1 hey teelajoy 1715 


That wondrous force of thought, which, moumt- | 


1725 


1726 


I That bind the futtering crowd; and, angel- 
1s alſo ſhunꝰd, whoſe mouruful chamly:rs hald... | | | 


The heights of ſcience and of virtue gals, 1746 | 
| Where all is ealkna:d clear 3 with Nature round, 


Ok vious or mere remote, with livelicr ſenſe 17,50 5 


1735 


| Nor guardian Jaw, were his; nor various fill 


To turn the furrow, or to guide the tool 1765 


n 
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Mcchanic ; nor the k-aven-conductedprow 
Uf navigation bold, that fearleſs braves 

The bur: ing line, or dares the wintry pole: 
Mother ſcvere of infinite delight: ! 


Notiüng, fave rapine, ivdolence and guile, 157 


Ard woes on woes, a ttitrevolvicg train! 


Whol hrovid civete hot mate humans be 
bur, taught by 


Iban non=exiftence worte; 
thee, 
Ours are the plans of policy add peace: 
ro live lize brothers, and, conjundive all, 1773 
_ Fmbelliſk life. While thus labori-us crowds 
Pie the tough oar, Philoſophy directs LY 
"The rutirg helm; or, like the liberal breath 
Of potent Heaven, inviſible, the fail 9 
Suwells aut, and bears th? inferior world alorg. 
Naocor te this evaneſcent ſpeck of earth 1731 
Poorly cen nod, the radiant tracts on high 
Are her exaked range, intent to gaze | 
Creation thre?, and, from that full complex 
Of never-ending wonders, to conceive 1535 
Qt the fole Beivg right, who ſpoke the wore, 
And Nature mov'd complete 
SS N . 
Thence on th” ideal kingdom ſwift ſhe turns 
Fler eye, and inſtant, at her powertul glance, 
'Th* obedient phantoms vaniſh or appear, 1790 
Compound, divide, or into order ſhift, 
Each to his rank, from plain perception up 
To the fair forms ef Fancy*s Heeting train; 
To reaſon then, deducing truth from truth, 
Aud rotion quite abſtract, where firſt begins 1795 
The world of ſpirits, action all, and life 
__Unfetter'd and unmix%d. But here the 
Sa wills eternal Providence, fits deep: 
___ Enough ter us to know that this dark ſtats, 
lu wayward paſſions loſt and vain purſuits, 1800 
This infancy of being, eannot prove 
The fual iToe of the works of Gol, 
By houndieſs jove and perfect wiſelom form'd, 
And ever riting with the riling ming. 
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AUTUAIN, 
TIE. ARGUMENT. =» 


TUE fe ed proepeſed. 4ilrefſed ts Mr. On fee. 
TM r eſpect of the feld ready for harvel', Reflece 


tions in pruiſe ef indujiry, raiſed by that wieew, | 


Reaping, A Tide relative te it. A harveſt form, 


heating ard lunt ag, their barberity, A Jud. 


crews ucecunt of Fex-huning, A wiew of an er- 
card. Will-fruit. A vineyard. A deſcription 
of fegr frequent in the litter pert of Autumn ; 
whence a digreſſion, inquiri;g into the riſe of 
| fountains ans rivers, Birds of ſeuſon conſidered, 
that row ſhift their habitation, The ;rodigi- 
ous number of them tat caver the northern and 
Mafiern Ie of Scotland; hence a wiew of the 
ceuntry, 4 projbet cf ile dijce'tured, fading 


would from the Public Voice thy gentle ear 


When the 
ele, 


445 
weed. After a gentle dul, diy, moonlight. 
Autummul meteors, Mornivgs, to which ſucceeds 
a calm, pure, ſnr-ſhiny day, ſueh ar uſual'y u 
wh the ſealon, Us Nur weft Geir gathercd n, the 

(entry diſſelved in cr. The whole concludes 

dit funrgyric on u jẽi ccunti q . Je. 

 PROWND with the fickle and the wheaten 

While Autumn, nodding oer the yellow plain, 

Comes jovial on, the Doric reed once more, 


1 Well pleas, I tune, Whateber the Wintry 


froſt 


| | Nitrous prepar'd, the various- bloſſom'd Spring 5 


Put in white promiſe forth, and Summer- uns 


| Concofted ftrong, ruſh boundleis now to view, 


Full, perfect all, and ſwell my glorious theme. 
Onſiow the Muſe, ambitiou: of thy name, 
To grace, inſpire, and dignify her fong, 10 


A while engage. Thy noble cares ſhe knows, 
The patriot virtues that diſtend thy thought, 
Spread an thy front, and in thy boſom glow, 
While liſt'ning ſenates hang upon thy tongue, 15 
Devolviag thro? the maze of — e 
A roll of periods ſweeter than her ſor g. 

But ihe, too, pants for public virtue; ſne, 
Tho? weak of power, yet ſtrong in ardent 


5 will, 5 
I Wheneꝰ er her country ruſhes on her heart, 20 
|} Agumes a bolder note, and tondly tries 5 


| To mix the patriots with tie poet's flame. DS 
| bright Virgin gives the beauteous 
And Libes weighs in equal ſcales the year, 


|| From beaven's high cope the fierce etfulgence 


ſhook 5 


OY 5 
Of parting Summer, a ſerener blue, 1 


1] With golden light enliven'd, wide inveſts 
| The happy world. Attempert%d ſuns ariſe, 


 Sweet-beam'd,and ſheckling oft? thro? luci. clouds 


| A plafing calm, while broad and brown, below, 
8. 


Fxtenlve harveits bang tlic heavy head. 


Rolls its light biilows cer the bending plain: 
| A calm of plenty! tili the ruffiedl air 
Falls from its poiſe, and gives the bracze 


to blow. 
Rent is the Heeey mantle of the ſkv, | 


| The clouds fly different, and the ſudden fun 
| By fits effulgent gilds th? illuminꝰu field, 
And black, by fits, the ſhadows ſweep along: 
| A gaily-checker'd beart-expanding view, 49 


Far as the circling eye can ſhoot around, 8 
Unbounded toiſing in a flood of corn. TD 
Theſe are thy bleſſings, Induſtryl rough power! 
Whom labour ſtill attends, and ſweat, and pain; 
Yet the Lind ſource of every gentle art, 43 
And all the ſoſt civility of life : 8 | 

| Raiſer of human kind ! by Nature caſt 
Naked, and belpleis, out amid the woods 
And wilds, to rude inclement elements; 
With various ſeeds of art deep in the mind 30 
Implanted, and profuſely pour'd around : 
Materials infinite, but idle all. 

Still unexerted in th? unconſcious breaſt 


dlept the kthargic powers; Corruption till, 


2 he liſe- reſining ſoul of decent Wit: 


The frec, and fairly repreſented Whole; 100 
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Voracious, faallow'd what the Iiheral haud 55 
Ot Pornty ſeatter'd ver the ſavage year; 

Ard Silt the fad barbarian, roving, mix'd 

With bealis of prev, or for his acorn- meal 

For git the p̃erc/ tuſry boar: a ſhivering wretch ! 


Then Commerce brought into the public walk 


The buſy mercuant; the big ware houſe wilt, 119 


Kais'd tne firong cra!-*, ck d up i Jaded 
freet 
Vi:th toreign plenty, ard thy ſtrean, „ | names! 


Aghatt, and coi:.torttofs, when the bicak North, 
With Winter charged, let tie miyva ter peſt fly, 


Fail, rain, and row, and bitter-breatlung froſt; | 


And the wild ſcaſou, ſordid, pin d awey: 
For home he had not; home 1s the reſort 

Of love, of | JPY» or peace and plenty, where 
Supporting : and tnpportcc, poſiſtꝰd friends 
And Gear relations mingle into bliſs. 

But this the rugged avage never felt, 

Fen deſolate in crow:!s3 and thus his days 70 
Noll'd heavy, dark, wh unemoy* along! | 
& waite of time! till Induſtry approach'd, 
And rous'd him from his miſ-raÞ!e floth ; 


Then to the helicr of the hut he fied, | bt &..t up their ſpires; 
6. 


Where laviſh Nature the directing hand 75 
f Art demanded ; ſhew'd him how to raiſe 

His feeble ſorce by the mechanic powers, 

To dig the mineral from the vaulted earth, 

Un what to turn the piercing rage of fire, 

On what the torrent and the gather'd blaſt; 90 
Gave the tall ancient foreſt to his axe; 

Taught him to chip the wood and hew the fone, 
Till by degrees the finiſh'd fabric roſe; _ 
Tore from his limbs the blood=pulluted fur, 
And wrapt them in the woelly veſtment warm, * 
Or bright in glolly ſilk and Rowing lawn; 
With wholeſome viands fill'd his table, bord 
The generous glaſs around, inſpir'd to wake 


Nor Roppꝰ d at barren bare neceity, 90 
Put 811} advancing bolder, led him on 7 
o pomp, to pleaſure, elegance av) grace; 
And breathing high ambition thro? his foul, 

ge ſcience, wiſdom, glory, in is view, 


aud bade him be the Lord of all belew., og 
Then gathering meu their natural powers com- 
ne 


And ſormꝰ — pubic, to the general good 
Submitiing, aiming, and conducting all. 
For this the patriot Council met, the full, 


For this they plaun'd tha holy guardian laws, 
| Didinguid.'d orders, animated arts. | | 
And with joint force Uypretſion hai aing, fot 2 

Imperial Juftice at the helm; yet ir] 
To them accountable :; nor laviſh dream'd 105 
Fe 2 toiling millions muſt ret.gn their weal, 

1d all the hopey of their ſearch, to ſuch 
lor themſeives alone th. E Lave rais-d. 
9 5 " co cvery form of cultivated life 5 

In ortler ſet, protected, and inſpir'd, 110 

7145 perfettion wrought, Uniting _ 
©nciety grew num'rous, high, polite, 

And hap: wv. Nurſe of art! the City rear'd, 

"i eautcovs pride, her tower-encircled he 3 
Ani, ſtretehing tirect on ſtreet, by thouſands 
drew, 11 5 
From twining woody haunts, or the tough yew 
o % itrong-Kraining, ber aſpiring ſons. 


KRow'd, regular, to 


| 9 The liberal handful. | 
How good the God of Harveſt is to ou, 170 


| — gentie, deep, paenie, king c“ floo:i- } 
Choſ- to hi: grand reſort, On et! + han, 
Lt: ie long wir ry freu, grows 01 maits 
the belly. og N etween 
Poi 167 tl. '-;cony void; th. ſouiy uu 
Steer ꝰd ſiug gi. on; the ſplen did barge along 
armony: around 


Tae hon, light-kimming, a its oary 
Wit s; 


hl dep the various voice of ebnet roll 1320 
Fromm bank to bank increas'd; whence ribb'd 


2 ith oa: 7 


| To bear che Britiſh thurder, black and bold, 


| The roaring veſſel ruſt'd into the main. 
Nis facultics unfolded, pointed out : i 


Ties: too, the pitlar'd dome magnific heav'd 


| Its ample roof, and Luxury within N 
Pour'd cut her glittering fiores: the — | 


ſmooth, 


| With gh ing life protuberant, to the view | 


Erebcdied roſe; the ſtatue ſeemꝰd to breathe | 
And ſoften into fleſh, bereath the teuch _ 
Of forming Art, imagiration-fluſh'd, 140 
All is the gift of Induſtry ; whate%er | 
Exalts, 3 ard renders life | 
Delightful. Penſwe Winter, cheer'd by him, 
Sits at the ſocial fre, and happy hears | 


| TIv excluded tempeſt idly rave along; 145 
His harden'd fingers deck the gaudy ns * 


With him Summer were an arid waſte, 


Nor to the Autumnal months could thus tranſmit 


Thoſe full, mature, immeaſurable ſtores, 


| That, waving round, recall my wanderiag ſong. 


Soon as the morr ing trembles o'er the y, 151 
And unperceiv'd uniolds the ſpreading - 1 

Before the ripened feld the reapers ſtand 

In fair array, cach by the laſs he loves, oh 
To bear the rougher part, and mitigate, 155 
By nameleſs gentle oft ces, her toil. 5 
At ance they ttoop and ſwell the luiy ſheaves, 


| While thro? their cheerful band the rural wh | 
| The rural ſcandal, and the rural je!., SEED 
Fly harmleſs, to deceive the tediovs time, 160 
Ana fteal, unſelt, the ſultry hours away. 


 Pehiad the maſter wal.ss, builds vr the wcks, | 
| has, coniciou-s, glancing oft* 5: v ˖,j,ůãdu de 


| His ſate / eye, feels his heren CAVE W th joy. 

The ghaners ſpread around. wit tore aud there, 

I | 5pive aiter ſpi de, their F..nty agen pick. . : 
| Be ot i rod, Ruſwaciner, : = 


but fiing 
| From: the full ſreaf, w:th charitable ſtealth, , 
Think, oh, grateful think ! 


Who pours abundance ver your flowing felds, 
While theie unhappy partners of your kind 
Wide-hover round yon, like the fowls of heav'n, 
And aſſ their humble dole. The various turns 
Or Fortune ponder; that your ſons may want 175 
What now, with hard reluctance, faint, ye give. 
The lovely young Lavinia once had friends, 


4 


And Fortune 8 8 on her birth: 


A. 9 Ft 


On 


By ſulitude ad dee ep turrounding Ttades, 


Like the gay birds that ſung them to ccpoſe, 


As is the lily or the mountain- ſnow. 


Or u hen the 


As in e hollow bre:ft of vp Je vine, 
Beneath the ſhelte - of en irel 1g hills, 
A mvyrtie riſe far from hum eve, 
And breathe: its bal 'n fragra: oe wer the wild, 

So flour iſted blooming, and unte n vy. 


io led the rural lite in al! its joy 
Aud elegance, ſuch as Arcadian ſong 
Tranſmits from ancient uncorrunted times, 


By Beauty kindled, where enlivering Senſe, 
« And more than vulgar Goodneſs, ſeem to dwell, | 
cc Should be devoted to the rude embrace 
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For in her helpleſs years depriv'd of all, 

Cr every ſtay, fave Innocence and Heaven, 
She with her widowed mother, feeble, old, 
And poor, lio'd in a cottage, far retir'd 
Among the winding of a woody vale; 
But more by buſaful mocleſty, che “. 185 
Together thus they (id the cruel ſcorn 
Which Virtue, ſunk to poverty, wonld meet 
From gickly Pam̃on and low- minded Pride ; 
Almut oa Nature's common bounty fed, 


Content, and carzlefs of to-morrow? { fare. 


Her form was freſher than tiie mornoiug roſe, 
un{tainyd and | 


When the dew wets it. leaves 3 
pure, 


The :uoleit virtues minghd 1 in her eyes, 
Still on the ground, de je dec, dartiag all 
Their humid beams into tlie blooming towers; 
ur Mil tale her mother told, 

Of what her faith'efs 'ortune premis'd once, 


i TErilPd in ber bought, they. like the Jew; tar | 


Of eve: ng, tone in tears, A native grace 201 


Suat fir proportions e her pobtM4iimbs, 


VeiPd 'n 4 funvle robe, thei: ect attire, 


- Beyon: he Nu of Hreſs 3 tor Lo U eſs 


Needs uc the Hrei gn aid of ornameut, 205 


gut is, whe. una e adorn? ne moſt. 


Thoug ntlei- of bea:ty, he wa 3 av.y*'3 Coll, 
Regluſe amid: loſfe embhow ring woods. 


210 


The ſweet Lavinia; till, at length, comy-1P4 


By ſtrong Nec ſſ:ty's ſup->me commands, 215 


With ſmiling Patience in her looks, ſhe went 
To gican Folens fields, The pride of ſwains 
Pale mon was! the generous, and the rica! 


220 


When tyrant Cuttom had not ſhackled Man, | 


But free to follow Nature was the made. 
He then, his fancy with Autumnal ſcenes 
Amußing, ehanc'd beſide his reaper-train 


2235 
To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his eye, 


Unconſcious of her power, and turning quick, 
With unaffected bluſkes, from his gaze. 

Hie ſaw her charming; but he ſaw not half 
The charms her downcaſt modeſty conceal'd. 250 


That very moment love and chaſte de! re 


: Sprung in his boſom, to himſelf unknown; | 
For till the world prevail'd, and its dread laugh, 
Which ſearee the firm phitoſopher can ſcorn, 


Should his heart own a £l-aner in the field; 
And thus in fecrct to his ſoul he ſgh'd: 
« What pity ! that ſo delicate a form, 


235 


243 
« Of ſome indecent clown! She looks, methink:, 


«« Of old Acaſto's line, and to my mind 


: 


„His aged widow and his daughter live, 
4 Vy hom yet wy fruitleſs ſcareh could uever find. 


| Of bountift! ca to, who can ſocux 255 


447 


* Recalls that patron of my happy life, 
180 From whom my liberal fortune took its riſe, 
Now to the duſt gone down, bis houſes, lands, 


C And ones ſair=ſpreadiag family diſſolv'd. 245 


„ Tis ſaid that in ſome lone obſeure retreat, 
«© Urg'd by rememorance ſad, and decent pri ie, 


« Far front tiwole ſcores whieh knew their better 
days, | 
250 


« Ro nant with Would ihis the nes wre 17 
Wher, ſtriet enguiring, from herſell he hound 
She was the fame, the daugliter of luis iriend, | 
5 
The wi. giea paTons that ſurprizd his heart, 
Aud thro? his tlerves iu ſhivering tr mabpor: run? 


I Then blaz d ais imother'd dame, avow'd e and 
= 7 


bold; 
Ard, as he viewed her, ardent, ov%er ai o'er, 
Love, Cratitude, and Fity, Wept at once. 


Tonus“ J, aud frighten'd at his ſudden tears, 
| Her riiing beauth:: s fiuſh'd a higher bloom, 


As thus Pale mon, paſſi oi. ate and jutt, 


Pour d out the pious rapture of uis ſoul, 
% And -rt chou, then, Acaito's dear remains? 265 


4c . 10 „bon 2˙7 retilcis gracitude has tought 


1 
46 long in vain? O heavens! the very ſame, 


c Tne ſoltæ⸗ md! imuge of my noble fried; 
« Alive his very look, lus every :e ͥure, 


« More elegauily touelꝰd. Sweeter than Spri- 2 
[Tua ſole ſurviviag bloſſom from the root 271 
Tl nouri ld up my fortune! Say, ah wiiere, 
In what ſequeſter'd deſart haſt thou drawn | 
„„The kindeit aſpect of delighted Heaven! 


« In ſuch beauty ſpread, and blown to fair, 275 
« Tho? poverty's cold mind, and cruſt 17 rain, 
« Bat keen and heavy on thy tender years? 

O let me now into a richer ſoil 


«1 Cranſplait thee late : where vernal ſuns and 


ſ tower; 


« Di duſe their a. largeſt infuence, 280 


e And of my garden be the pride aud joy ! 


46 Ill it befits thee, oh it ill befts | 
« Acaito*s daughter, his whoſe open ſtores, 


„ Tho? vaſt, were little to his ampler heart, be 


« The father of a county, thus to pick _ 
The very refuſe of thoſe harveſt tclds, | 
c Which from his hounteous friend it ip I enjoy. 


| 22 


| «6 Then throw that ſhameful pittance from * 


hand, 
4 But ill apply'd to ſuch a rugged taſ: : | 


| « The fields, the maſter, all, my Fair! are thine, 
. If to the various bleſſings which thy houſe 291 

! Has on me lavi:}*d, thou wilt add that iliſs, 
« That deareſt bliſs, the power of bleſſing thee * 


Here ceas'd the youth; yet fill his ſpea!.ing eye 
Expre:s% the ſacred triumph of his ſoul, 293 


With conſcions virtue, gratitude, and love, 
Above the vulgar | oy div inely rais'd. 
|| Nor waited he reply. Won by the chm 
Of goodneſs irrefiitible, and all 1 
In feet diſorder loſt, ſhe bluin'd conſent. 8 


The news immediate to her mother broutht, 


; While pierc'd with anxious 3 ſhe vietd 


avay 


28ZS-. *- 


448 
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The lonely moments for Lavinia's fate: = Would tempt the Muſe to fing the rural game; 


Amaz'd, and ſcarce believing what ſhe heard, 
Joy ſeiz'd her wither'd veins, and one bright | 


Of ſetting life ſhone on her evening hours; 305 
Not lets enraptur'd than the happy pair, | 
Who flouriſh'd long in tender bliſs, and rear*d 

A numerous offspring, lovely like themſelves, 


And good, the grace of all the country round. 
Defeating oft? the labours of the year, 511 
The ſultry South collects a patent blaſt. 


At trſt the groves are ſcarcely ſeen to ſtir 
Their trembling tops, and a ſtill murmur runs 
Along the ſoft-inclining fields of corn : 315 
But as the atrial tempeſt fuller ſwells, I 
And in ene mighty ſtream, inviſible, | 
Immenſe, the whole excited atmoſphere 
Impetuous ruſhes Oer the ſounding world: 
Strain'd to the root the ſtooping foreſt pours 3 20 
A ruſtling ſhower of yet untimely leaves; 
High beat, the circling mountains eddy in 
From the bare wild the diſhpated ſtorm, 
And ſend it in a torrent down the vale, 
_ Expoe'd and naked to its utmoſt rage, 225 
Thro' all the ſea of harveſt rolling round, | 
The billowy plain floats wide, nor can evade, 
Tho? pliant to the blaſt, its ſeixing force, 

Or whirl'd in air, or into vacant chaff | 


Shaok waſte : and ſometiuies, too, » burft of rein; | 


Swept from the blach horizon, broad defcends 
In one continuous flood. Still over-head 


| 3 | ks | Iss if their conſcious ravage ſhunn'd the light, 
| Aſham' d. Not ſo the fteaiy tyrant Glan, 390 
Who, with the thoughtleſs infolence of power 


The deluge deepens, till the folds around — 
Lie ſunk — fatted in the ſordid wave. 335 
Sudden the ditches ſwell, the meadows ſwim. 
Ned from the hills innumerable ſtrzams | 
Tumultuous roar, and high above its banks 
The river lift, before whoſe ruſhing tide 
Nerds, flocks and harveſis, cottages and ſwains, 
Roll mingled down; all that the winds had 
In one wild moment ruin'd ; the hig hopes 
And welk-carwd treaſures of the painful year, 
| Fled to ſome eminence, the huſbandman, 
Helplets, beholds the miſerable wreck 345 
Driving along; his drowning ox at ner 
Deſcending, with his lahours ſ:atter'd round, 
He ſees; and inſtant oer his ſhivering thought = 
Domes Winter unprovided, and a train 
Of elaĩ mant children dear. Ye Maſters! then ? 50 
Bie mindful of the rough laborious hand 
That ſinks you ſoft in elegance and eaie ; 
Be mindful of thoſe limbs, in ruſſet clad, 
| Whoſe toil to yours is warmth and grace ful 
ff | | Eh 
And, ob ! be mindful of that ſparing board 255 
Which covers yours with luxury profuſe, 4 
Makes your glaſs ſparkle and your ſeuſe 
rejoice! | 1 


Nor cruelly de mand what the deep rains 


And all-involving winds have ſwept away. 


Here the rude clamour of the ſportſman's 
OY» | 


The gun fa2-thunderipg, and the winded horn, 


| Wounded, and wheeling 


How in his mid-career the ſpaniel, truck 
Stiff by the taintecl gale, with open noſe, 


Fearful, ard cautious, on the latent prey, 
As in the ſua the circling covey baſk 
Their varied plumes, and, watchſul 
| Way, | 


Their idle wings, entangled more and more: 
Nor on the ſurges of the haundbeſs air, 


| The? borne triumphant, are they ſafe; the gun, 


 Glanc'd juſt and tudden from the foler's eye, 
 Ofertakes their ſounding pinions, and again, 255 


| immediate, brings them from the towering 


Dead to the ground ; or drives them wide diſ- 


= BW | | 
| Theſe are not ſubjects for the peace ful Mute, 


Then moſt delighted when the ſocial ſees 

The whole mid animal creation round 

Alive and happy. is not joy to her. | 
This falſely cheerful barbarous game of death; 
This rage of pleaſure, which the reſtleſs youth 
Awakes, impatient, with the glcaming morn ; 


_ | When beaſts of prey retire, that all night 


long, | | | 5 
Urg'd by Neceſſity, had rang'd the dark, 


Inflam'd, beyond the moſt infuriate wrath 


___ waſte, 
For ſport alone purſues the cruet chace, 
Amid the beamiags of the gentle days. 


rage, 


or hunger kindles you, and la w fs want; 


But laviſh fed, in Nature's bounty roll'd, 
To joy at arguith, and delight in blood, 
Is what your horrid boſoms never knew. 
Poor i5 the triumph o'er the timid hare ! 


_ |Scar'd from the corn, and now to ſome lore 


ſeat oe EE . 
Retir*d; the ruſhy ſen, the ragged furze; 


Stretch'd ofer tne ftony heath, the ſtubble 


chapt; | 


85 The thiltly lawn, the thick-eatangled broom ; 405 
Of the ſame friendly hue the wither'd fern; 


The fallow ground laid open to the ſun, 
Concoctive; and the nodding ſandy bank, 
Hung o'er the mazes of the mountain brook : 
Vain is her bet precantion, thro? ſhe ſits, 
ConccaPd, with folded cars, unfceping eyes, 
By Nature rais'd to take th? horizon in, 

| And head couch'd cloſe betwixt her hairy feet, 
In aft to ſpring away. The ſcented dew | 
Betrays her early labyrinth; and deep, 
In ſerter*d ſullen openings, far behind, 
Wich every breeze ſhe bears the coming ſtorm: 


| 118 


Outſtretch'd, and finely ſenſible, draws full, 36 5 


every 
| Thro? the rough ftubble turn the ſecret eve, 
Caught in the meſhy ſnare, in vain they heat 730 


various, down the 


Nor will ſhe ſtain with ſuch her ſpotleſs ſong, 380 


Upbraid, ye ravening Tries! our wanton | 


400 


ano _--- 


— — — 
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But nearer, and more ſrequent, as it loads Vindictive fix, ard let the rufdan die; 
- "ma fight. ig gale, ſhe ſprirgs amnz'd, and all | Or, growling horrid, as the bri: dled boar 
Te ſavage il of Game is un at once: 429 | Grins tell Jdenruttion, to the monſter's beart 
i 5 The pack full opening, various; the furill Lett . 2 tact lia uten from tne rervous arm. 
55 horn The's Brain Exows not. Give, ye Eri:ons! 
| | Neſounded from the hills: Ve neightog Bend, then, | 
y Wild for tie ci; and the hd” huater's | Your fi orive fury, pitteſs, to pour 471 
mkout; | Leek: oh the nigmly robber of the ſold ; 
Or a weak, haruil-fs, fy ing ercature, all | Lim from his craggy winding hauats un. 
n Ilie in mad (mult and diteordant by. 425 | © eartiv'e, | 
aa | The ſtag, too, bugled from the herd, where Let ail the ti of the chaſe purſue. | 
| rg | Throw tae broad ditch behizl you; or the 
lie ratz ed the braneting morarch of the h-dge 475 
BY ſuadαs, flizh-bourd re ſiſileſs ; nor the deep morafs 
1 Fre the tempeſt def wos. At firſt, iu peel, R. fuſe, but thro? the ſeating wilderneſs 
; He, fprigatly, puts bi; Atta; au-, rous'd by Pic Jour nice way : jiuto the perilous flood 
* fear, Pear fearlcf:, of the raging inn inct full; 
. Gives all his fx iſt atrial foul to flight. 430] And as you ride the torrent, to the banka 480 
; _ Agazait the rec ze he darts, taat way ur. 7. dur triumph ſound ſonorous, running round 
is yore From rock to rock, in circling echos toſt; 
. | To leave the le. ing murderous cry behind 2 _ | Then fcale the mountains to their woody | 
| Proption ſhort! tho? ilceter than the winds tops, i 
5 -Blown Ro og the keen ard mountaius by the | nan "Town the dangerous keep. and c' er the 
9 Forth | | | Wy TEES 
= 1 rits the tlückets, glances | thr? the | In fancy ſwalowwing up the ſpace between, 483 
2 - Slndbs; 435 | Pour all your ſpeed into the rapid game; 
And pting-s deep into the wildeſt wood ; Fer happy he who tops the wheeling chaſe, 
I flow, yet lure, adheſy:: to the track, Haz every maze evulv'd, and every guile 
* Hot ſteaming, up beluud him come again _ | Piſclove; who knows the merits of the 
Tb' in human ront, and from the ſtady depth rack 3. | 
„ 5 Expel him, circling Euro? his every ſhitt. 440 | who © N tue * 8 and dying hard, 490 
He ſweeps the fore ſt o 1, and, ſobbing fees | Without complaint, tao? by an hundred 
Tue glad. 25 mild openiug to the golden day, 1 mouths _ 
„ Where in kind conteſt wita his uy: Rel ntle e torn : O, ew he, beyond 
* „ His daring peers! when the r-tr-ating | -— 
| ile wont to ſtruggle, or his 8 ener. Call; 8 „ Shoitly hall; of grey renowu, 
33 - 0 uu fll-deicendiug food he trios 445 Vita womliaud honours grac'd; the fox's 
5 lo loſe the ſcent, a: 2d lave his burn g fdes; 8 495 : 
..._ . Orr! ſeeks the ber; tie W herd | D-pendliag decent from the roof, and, ſprend 
„ Aar med, . Round the Crcar walls, with anti ue figures 
5 ' With felfhh care w: ad a brother%s vor. | deins | 
a Wit ail we do? hits once "ooviv id nerve, / The ſhag?s large front; 3 be then 15 hudeſt 
| 385 Fall ot buoya: it eit „ Do 019 more 450}. heard, 
Inſpire the cure, but . 1 Thea the night Paggers with a toile, 
3 5 | With feats Ta-ſalian Centaurs never knew, sco 
3 Fick, 8 on his heart: ha fand: 2 boy, | And their repeated wonders ſtake tlie dome. 
ot And puts hi- led wenk reſuge in defpair. Aut frii the fuel'd chimney blazes wide: 
5 The 2 round bears ran down bis apple The taabards foam; and the firoag table 
© iy |  -* _ Frans | 5 
: le groans ia gd, while the grow!i ng | Be neath the ſmotting firloin, firctelvd: im- N 
| | | pack, . 455 | wc adie 5 
e Alaod. in appr, la ve at his fair jutting cheſt, _ | From ſide to cde, in which, with deſperate - 
And mark his beauteous chee.quer'd lides with | Annie, 568 
es Fr. They deep Heiden makin and talk the while 
. | O5 tui; enough. Nut it the $I elan vouth, | Of England's glory, reꝰer to be defac'd 
Whoſe fervent hlacd toils in violence, | While hence they borraw vigour 3 or amain 
Mut hive tae chaſe, b-hok!, deſpi ing lr. to the pay plungꝰd at intervals, eee 
3 | fiignt, | Ro 450 | Tf ſtiomach keen enn intervals allow, 31 
, | The rous'd-1p lion, reſolute and ow, Bclating all the glorics of the chaſe. 
| Advancing full cn the protended ſpear, „ Then ſated Hunger bids his brother Thirſt 
And coward-baid, that circling wheel aloof, | Produce the mighty bowl; the raighty bowl, 
Slunk from the cavern and the troubkd | SweWd high with ery juioe, ftcams liber 
wood. | | | round, | 
$ 8 the grim wolſ! on him! aig dar- foe 455 A potent g * &licicw: as tue breath | 415 


Vo; . vn. | gs © 5 pI x 


439 


Mature aud per:zect, from his dart retreut 
Of thirty years: aud now his Knack front 
Fines in the ligt retulgent, not afraid 
Een with the viacy ar bet produc? to vi. 
To cheat thc thir iy moments, Whi | a w nile 
Walks his dull round, beneath a cle »ul of 
| ſinoke, 525 
Wreatb'd, fragrant, fron the pipe; or the quick 

5 dice, 

In thunder leaping irom tne box, awa:C 

The founding gamimou:; while romp-loving 

| miis 

Is hauP( about in gallintry rohuſt. 

At laſt the ſe puling iellene ßes laid 
Afde, frequent and full, tie dry divan 
Cloſe in firm circle, and ſet ardent in 
For ſeriaus drinking. Nor eva on y, 

Nor ſober fhift, is to the puking weeteh | 


520 


1 


Indi)-1% apart; but carneſt hrimmiug bowls £35} 


| Lave cvery ſoul, the table floating round, 
And pie nent, faithleſs to the fuddled foot. 
"Thu: as they ſwim in mutual ſwill, the talk, 
Vociicrous at once rom twenty tongues, 
Recls fat from theme to theme; from horſes, 
howads, | 
To church or mifirefs, polities or ghoſt, 
| Ja endlefs mazes, intricate, perplex' d. 
_ Mean-time, with ſudden i interruption, loud 
Th? impaticat catch burſts from the e 
heart: 


| : That moment touch is every kirdred Foul, 545 | 


And opening iu a tull-ir.outivd cry of joy, 

The laugh, the fap, the 
round, 

While, from their lumber, mook, the keancyd 
hounds | 


Mix ia the muſic of the day again. 


As when the N Wat has vew'd tne | 
i deep — 888 
The dark night long, wit n kur ter murmurs 
TT © 
So, gradual, ſinks their | m! irth, | Their feeble 
.-  tenoue. © 
Unable to make up t the 8 W. wh 1 
Lie quite diuch. . Before thei; marlin | 


eyes 


Seen dim and blue, FE FRIES raps 5 | dance, 5 365 | 


Like the ſua wading taro' the miſty fly. 


Then fiiting ſoft, the ey drop. Cortus'd above, 


_ Ghaif:s and bottle, pipes and giz-itccrs, 
As if the tabl: e'en itſelf was drunt, . 
Li: a wet broken ſeene: aud wide below 
133 heapꝰ'd the ſocial Paughter ; where attride 
The lubber Power in blthy triumph lite, 
Slumbraus, inclining ill from ſ.de to ' de, 
And ſteeps them drench'd in potent fl.cp till 
8 
Perhaps fours door, of tremendous Pauneh 5 Th 5 
| Awtul and deep, a black ubyfs of drink, 
Outlives them all, and from his bury'd Rock 
Retiring, full of rumination fad, 
Laments the weakneſs of these later times, | 


541 | 


„* 


jocund curie, ge | 


1 This he 


I And. where they burniſh on 
360 


+ 


| 


| 
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Cf XMaia to the love-fick ſhepherdeſs, 

On violets difgus?d, while fo;t ſhe hear; 
Her panting ſhepherd ſtealing to ber arm. 
Nor wanting is the brown October, drawn, 


But if the rougher ſex by this © dorce ſport 555 
Is Married wiid, It not fuck horrid d jy 
| Ever frain the bebe of the Britiſl. Fair, 
Far he the ſpirit of the ehaſe from an m! 
Uncomely courage, un be ſceniing A. ill.; 


To ſpring the tence, to rein the — 
fiecd z 


The ca; , the whip, the maſeuline al ire, * 
In Munich d hey roughen to the tenſe, aud aul 
Ahe winnirg g ſoſtnefs of their fox is lott. 
In them tis races to di ſolxe at woc; 
ih every me tion, every word, to ware 699 


ick ofer the kindling cheek the ready bluſt, 
Aud from the imallet violence to ftriuk 

Uneguwy), then the lovelieſt in their fears; 

And by tuis Glent adulation, ſort, 

To their protect ion more eng; aging man. 

O may the ir eyes no miſe ral le ght, 

Save wecpirg lovers, fee ! a pobler game, 


385 


| Thro? love's enchanting wiles puri'd, yet 


ted, 
In ehaſe ambiguous. May their terder Enbs 
Float in the looſe f:mplicity of dreſs! 3590 
And, faſl. ion'd all to har mor y, alone 
Know they to ſeize the captivated foul, 


| Jn rapture warbled from love-breathing lips: 


To teach the lute to languiſh; with tmooth 
ſtep, 


Diſcloſing motion iv its every charm, 


To ſwim along, and ſwell the mazy dance ; IO 
To train the foliage c*er the ſnowy lawn; 
To guide the pencil, turn the tuns ful page; 
To lend new flavour to the fruitful * 
Aud heighten Nature's Galatics ; in their 
race | = Coo 


To rezr their races into ſecond 1 
To give mcisty its Pigkeſt taſtes : ” 
W elt-order? home maz.*s belt delight to 

make; 75 
And by ſubmiſſtve wiſdom, mode * , 
Wich every gentle care - cludi ag art | 
To raiſe the virtues, arimate the bliſs, 
And fwectea all the toils cf human lite 3 . 

the female dignity and praiic ! 
Ye Swains! now batten to the haz] bank, 


hy 


| Where down von“ Gale the widly wre 5 


bronx | 
Falls ronrie from leey to deep. | In cloſe 1 
arruy, 611 | 


| Fit for the thickets, and the tanglirg grub, 
e Virgins: come: for you their tet ſong 


you „ 

The lever finds amid the ſecret ſhade, ” 4 
bough, 

With ative v igour cruſhes * thc tree, 
Or Makes tim ripe from the refgoing huſk 3 
A gleßy thower, and of an ardent brown, | 
As ure the ringlets of Meliada's hair; 6:0 
Melinda! form'd with every grace complete, 
Yet theſe neglecting, above beauty wife, 
And far traatcendiag ſuch a vulgar pr. ah 

Hence from the buſy joy-reſounding ticlds, 
In cheerrul crror læt us tread the mige 


tal 
— 


6 


5 


wy Autumn uucenfir', and take, reviv ves 


cos 


The woodlands raiſe 3 z the cluſtering 1 nuts for | 


the tcpmott | 


. 


A various ſpirit, 
Dwalls in their gelid pores 


| Mean-time the grandeur ot thy loſty dome, 
Far- ſplendid, ſeizes on the raviſh'd eys. 660 
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The hreath of orchard big with hen: ling fruit, 
Ohedient to the l rere and heating ray, 
T. om tue decp-lraded baugh a neil ſpower 
inceſſant melts awav, The fue pear 639 
Lier, in 1x ſoit ;-rotu;on, ſcatte rd round. 
A various facetucts ſwells the gentle daes, 
Py Nature's all- reſining hand prepark.!, 
cz tempcr' fun aad water, carth and air, 
In ever- changing compni.tion mit, E553 
87 BUG falling irequcn! thee ne chiller ni ight, 

The cragrant ſtores, the ide projected heaps 
Gr apples, which the Inty-handeri Year, 
I. numerous, Her the blutkirg orcioird flakes. 
fr. ſr, de . deen 640 
a active, | 

points 

The piercing cyder for the thirſty tongne : 


Thie native theme, and boon infpirer, too, 


Philips! Pomona's hard; the * tuou 


M no nobly dur t, in ray me-unfe*t-r%d ver — 645 


Wün Britiſh freedom, ſing the Britith ſong 
Liow, from Silurian vats hgh {parkling wines 


Fam in —— goods; jo me firopg, to 


cheer 


The wint'ry revels of the labouring ] mind z 


And taſteful ome, to cool the fummer-wurs. 65 


In tais glad ſcaſon, while bis ſweetelt beams 
The ſuns ſhed equal oer the mevkeg'd day, 
Oh loſe me ia the green delightrul wallis 


Of, Dod lingtop! thy ſeats ſerene and plain, 
Where ſimple Nature reigns, and every view, 
 Difiulive, ſpreads the pure Dorſctian Gowns = 

Jn boundleſs proĩpect, * D wita 


w 


Here rich wien harveſt, ad there white \ with 


Rocks! 


New beauties riſe with each revolving day, 
New columns ſwell; acl Lil hs freſh Spring 
Frids | | 


New plants to quicken and new groves to green. 
Full ot thy genius all, the Niuſes? ſcat, 
Where in the ſecret bower aac winding wal K 665 


For virtuons Y dung and tace they twine the bey; 


Here wand?::: 27 oft”, fir'd with the ceuleis ml 


Of tley applauſe, I ſolitary court | 
Th* inipictag brec ze, and meditate the Dok : 


deep, 


ty pleaſi ng theme continual prompts. my. 


thong it, 


P-punth his ample leat, tie Iricious Fe, 
The vine, don, bere — gurliag tendr its fans.” 


Bangs o'er her eluſters giow ing to the ſouth, 


An ſcurecly wiſhes for a warmer fl: v. E30 
Turn we a moment Fancy”s rapid Aig'it 

To vigoraus ſoils, and eli mes of fair extent, 

Where, by the potent ſun elated, high 

The viacyarcd ſwelis reſulgent on the day, 


9 conan] 


I The rocky long divifon, fills the view 


tie fright? 
| Sen * the turbid air, beyond the lite. 


Lenses 
Of Nature, ever open; arning then ess, 6 
Wim from the heart, to learn the moral dong 
_ Nerv, as I cal along the ſunuy wall, 
Where Autumn balls, with fruit empurpled 


— a — — a 


Preſents the downy peach, the thiciag plu, 67 7 
The rudy, ſragrant ne? avine, ant dark, 


Spreads wer the vale, er up the mountain 


cli mb, 


Projuic, and drinks awong the ſunny roets, 
F rom chr to ein ierens'd, the: height ter*d ble 
"ew bene the weicinty boughs: the cluttcrs clear 
Hall tine the roliage en, or arent lame, 

Or ine rank arent; while Pertectiao:; Frrathes 
White wor the torgeut un the living dew. 

As thus they brite en with exalted juice, 
rouch'd into fluvour dy the mingling ray, 

The rod vouta and virgins ver the feld, 


Kacii 10. io cach to 'eull the Autum el 
pri: ** 7 695 | 
| Exvking rove, and peak the vintage 21;h. 


Tln comes the crwiing ſwain, the 
thats 

And toums unbevnded with the IP locd, 

That by degrees termented and r2yrd,. 


— A 


The chart month, red a, the lip we prefs 

In /pari::g fancy, while we drain the bow]; 
The mellow taſted Burgundy, aud. quick 
As is the wit it gives, the gay Champaign, 
Now, by the cool declining year co=dens'd, 


| Deſecnd the copious exhalatious, check'd 


As up the middle {ky v:riven t xy Role, 

And roll the dovbling fogs arcuad the hill, 

No more the mountain, horr:d, vai, fubiime, 
Who pours a ſweep ot rivers from his fides, 719 
And nigh between contending kingdom rears 
With great variety; but in a nigat 

Cf gathering vapour, from the baMeel ſenſe 


The hvg: 


Vaniſh the weod> ; the dimeſeen river ſeems 


| Suljen and tow, to rell the miſty wave. 


Een iu tic height of noon oppreſo d, the ſun 
Sheds wens, and bhint, bis wide retrasted ray: 
MWhence glaring oft, with many a broaden- 
Ox id 


1 ndittin on carth, 


the valions. 


ö (QUITE 3 wm. C53 21 101. Wild. gd, o%er the waſte 


[Ti a ph ka girth till at lat, 1 6 


| Dun 1 4 4 10 is i. 1 doc . C "vals Mill 
Snev ll, elo: g, 1 t re ov _ 

t: der the Work, 226 minging alk, 
n rex concern covers all. 


Fo fant wor, her order yot nul TA: 


| Hi; lovely ru: fromm gu. tue d, bins zien. 


be roving wiits, that con 2 ait now Rain 

To ſm · . nie pg the MY 7 country, tacks "3 
With weighty ratas and aches A. pie mos, 

The mounufaloectiter,s 1B, thei ample agores 

Of water, opt among the hole reale, 


I hence 9 fh the Hreums, the ceaſelels rountains 


hay; | | 
Incl their unt. Ning wealth tte rivers draw. 740 


Some inge; 12 vr that where the numerous Wave 


For over ess the reſounding ſhore, 
11% 1 


Drivru ter? the ſancly ratum, every wy 
The Waters u ich the ſandy Aratum rile, 


| 


country | 


— nd the rid nations pours the 2 CP of j joy: 5700 


| Sinks dark and dreary; thence expurding far, 71 5 
duſk, eradual, ſwallows up the plain: 


| Aa we a ent Vi; 1 (fo fray 577 2% Irew — 28 
| Liz, 2: Mile Il e: At N ine c urg 1 


4352 


They joyful leave their 8g ſalts bel. iod, 
And — and ſwee ten 2 they ſoak along: 
Nor fiops be reitlets fluid, mounting fill, 
Tho? oft? amidit th” irriguous vale it Pein 855 


Nut to tie mou tain courte(l by the 1d, 73% | Pep, decp I hear then, Mnbyrirg to get free! 


That leals it dark ling on in faithial m 2. 
Far from the parent- main it boils again 
Frech into day, ard all the güittering . 
Is bright with fpouting rills. But hence et 
vain 
Amuſwe dream ! why V ould the waters love 7 
To tate fo far a journcy to ihe bil. 
When the fweet valizys ofer to ttt toil 
Inviting quiet and a nearcr bed? 
Cr it, by bliad Ambition. 1c J alrav, Wo 
They muſt aipire, wiy fowl they Ot den fiep 
Amorg ihe broken mouater “s rut 7 > 7,2 
And, ere they gain it; lug heſt pra, tert 


ar attractive fand 's that ekar d their ena lo 


long ? 
e ſides, the hart azglow. ratir'g falls, | 
The fpoil of ages, would impervious 2 he 75 
| _ Thwir ſecret char Is, or, hy e d. . Sy 
High ae the hike proteuce the fwelirg v wos: 


Ci Cecan, too, ſuck'd thro? the provou® my 75 


Had long ere now rorſook h's horrid hed, 
And brought Deucalion“ w at'ry time 
Cay, then, where lurk the val ct>r:: as brings 
That, like Creating Nature, lie conc: + "1 
Oy From mortal eye, vet with their lavith ſhoves 
Neſreſh the globe and all its joyous tribes:? 
O theu per rading Genius: given to man 
To trice the ſecrets of the dirt aby'5, „ 

O hy tne mountains bare! and wide dit Ja- 
Their hidden frnture to th': Soni vi n: 
Sirip from the | x1; 1ching Alps tieir pi, Lad, 
The huge incun brance of horrit' © words 
Tam Alan T mrus, Lroti I:naus Are tech“. 
Athwart tne roving Tartar's ſullen d baun «>! 

Give Operi.g tlemus to ny ſcarchipg eye, 

And high Olvmpus, pouring mas. y a fream. 
O, from the bun my ſummits of the For- n, 785 
The Dofrine hills, thro Sc udinawia re 1 
To fartheſt Lazar => ind the irszcn Ml % 

From lofty Carve), fxrefeen by tho? _ 
M ia the (a iz A and . * Lui c 0 5 
Fraun cold Riphean roche, which the w id Ruſs 
Beke the 4o8y girel:;* or the work; | 
Ard all the 4 rern ul mountains, wrap in form, 
Wh:ice wide Siberia fears | her Duc! Te Tos, 

O fe p tꝭ' eternal i. Hung ora ihe top, 


_ That ever wort hene tb his fonte g b u- „ 778 Their artuous voyage thro” the liquid Kr: 
Eid Athe, prepping he wen, as vort ig And now the ir route * their leader: 
His fubtorranton Gn, frecad! nuke” choſe, | 
The miny er-. erne, h win T n the O Is "Ip Heir tives adjuſted, cleared their vigor 
CZ AbyMuics club eon pelling g clit; 5 wirg | 55 
Ard of the hendiog Mountains of tion! T And 8 A circle, many A mort r | | 
Crrtoppliis alt theſs ciautefors of carth, Lor] WheePd round and rourd, in congregation full 
| 5 | The figur'd fight aſcerds, and, riling bigh 
* = Ati]. iet call t: AN eur wourtnus - 


BLU! Cnmerv! v6, Pitt i, The geit. 


/ 4 ringe Ti menent ic: 
lin xl AL: 2 


gain. / 778 


2 


91 


** Ld irite , 
keene 2 they fre” veſe 1, . 2 27 5 te ww ele eur 


5 fr icy that jurround 


THOMSON'S POEM 56: 


Amid whoſe angles inGuitcly firaind, -.Sh4 


L t the dire Andes, from the ratliu t line 
xtre tehꝰd to the flormy ſeus that thu der round 
The southern pole, their bideous deeps unfold! 


| Amazing icene! Beheld! the glooms diſcloſe; 
L fer the rvers in their infant beds ! 


I fee the Kaniag firata, artful rarg'd 3 . 

The gapicg i f Nures to receive the rain*, 
he weiting ſnd we, and cver-drippi g fegs. 810 
Strewed l il lous above, I fee the ſande, 

i hie pehbiy g:avel Roxy the layers then 

Or min gd meulds, of more retentive earths, 
The gviter'd rec), and mazy-runziug elcfts, 

| Chat white the tali g moitture they trauſmit, 
Retard its 1.otie;, ad forhid its watte, 
Per cath th 1 e a. - weephg of theſe drains, 
TI fe th: e „ns ſtreteh'd immenſe, 


| | The mige weir vir: of bardened chalt, 


[Ir HH auch, eapacious form, 
Crew writ, the congregated force, 
Th. ry . cent.. res o the Iieuid worlc 7 


| Thro? the ir. 1 ands a bubbling paſſage burſt, 


820 


* 


5 | An, ſwclu g — around the middle fteep, 


r ron the betton.s of the boſom'd hills, 
In pure ehu on — United, thus, 

Tu exi oli. ſun, the rapour-burden'd air, 
Tie geld n Zountains hat, to rain condens'd, 
Chele vafours in continval current draw, 
dend gs er the ſar- divided carth £850 
In tounteous rivers to the — again, | 

A ſocial commerce hoid, and fr: ſupport 


Ir culieadFuſttd harmony of things. | 
Mbh. Autumn ſeatters his departing glearns, 7 


wn w? ef appreachivrg M 9 gathered, Play 


g 4 7 ! * allow people, and, to". = . ide around, 


the calm thy, in convoh:tion ſwitt, 
e, edoy tioatsy rejicing once 


780 | * re to the 'F wiatry {!un.bers they ret ire. 


I elufters clung, beneath the mov! tering bank, 


| frcats, 
Ur ral! of zo warmer climes — 
Z V th etl: r K MH: dred bigs of faſon, ti ere 
| They twitter eheceſul, ti] the verval nwnths 
Tov'r: the m welcome backs for, throne ing, row 
InMmnherT + W in gs are in comma iti. + wil, 
V. here tae 5: hine lues his mae ie force 
In Be Ilan plains, won from che rag ii 3 g deep, 
Jy. GET ce amazh g, and the froug 
C2! FOCONCU® rable hard of | iherty, 
| The org-aſſembly mects, for many a day 
Couſulting deep ar d various, ere they tate 


The aerial billows, mixes with 'the clouds. 
Or where the Northern cecan, in vaſt whirls, 
Boils round the pated mclancholy iſles 
Of fartheſt Thule, and the Atlantic ſurge 
| Pours in among the ſtormy Licbrives; 


do 


818 


825 : 


And where, unpiercd by LEAP the Cover 
| 341 | 


- $56 | 


5 nw lp 2 — 


Ks We 


* . ” g 2 


Preatiing the ſoul ache; her fore ſis huge, 
In cult, roh. ut, and tall, by Nature's had 


Whoſe 


wit th, & ylvan Jed! thy 


— took har weern f ight, 


IN by t! :4C Fact art the native 1 


Deſraud us of the glittering finny 1w ares 
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Vio een rout what tran ſmigrations there 
Ace annual wode ? what rations come and go? 
A how the by ing clovds on clovu'ls ariſe? $56 


* W. wi, gs! UN all the plume dark air, 
Adria reſounding ſt oye are one wild cry. 


tere the plain, barn 5 native hi; ſmall llock, 
Aud kerd diminutive, of many bues, 870 
Teads on the little iſland's verdant ſwell, 
The ſſepherc''s ſea-girt reign 1 er to the rocks 
Dire=clinging, gathers his cvariou: 10d; 
Gr Fw we pys the: ſhy ſt ore ; or treafurc3 up 
Ihe plumnace, rig Full, to form the bed 275 
. Lucurw: and here a vw ile the Mt: te, 
% hives ri g Oer the briu l cortican deere, 
= Þ: Cul donte in romantic ve w: 
ler airy outta, ron the wavin 73 main 
Iovoited & ith a keen dit. ute thys 


880 


Piatod of old; her azure lab es betiyorn, 


| Pour'd out extenſive, a 1d of w awry wezith 
Full; winding deep, aud green, her fertile vales; 
* ith: _—y cool tra: Lucent brimming tood £245 | 

and lvly ſrom the Tweed, (pur? parent- 


fiream, - 
pateral beads firſt heard my Doric 
reed, 

tributary brook,) 
To where the north inflated tempeſt hams 


895 
Cor Oreu's or Betubium's higheſt pea's 


Nurſe of a people, in dMifjortue's ſchool 
Train'd vp to hardy deeds ; ſoon vitited 


By Learning, when before the Gothic rage 
A mandy race, 
tf unſubriitti=s ſpirit, wil? ard brave, 


* in ſt. ll thro? Ul ning ages fruggl-d hard - 


(well unappy Wallace can attcit, 


= eat patriot-hcro! Nercquitcd chief!) 


10 held a ge ertus undiratnidl td Nate; coco 


Ton inden, is vain! here of unequal bounds 
Ii vyatient, and by ten tin g glery borne 

N Cur every bas; ab, ur every Ia their Efe 

Fa: flow? 
And ſacl the Porap of peace their faith] 


! neocute, tic ir piercing genius rhun'd, 


tei!'; 
A1 an tieir own clear North, ia radiaat 
LEE ON ſtreume, 


TE Pie! it (er Curore dura: the Bure al ! ten, 


Ch His there nat ſome Patriot, in whoſe power 


That left, that godlike luxury is plac'd, | 
Of tb Has tiiouſand „ taoufands yet born, 9¹⁰ 
re late potierity 2 ſome, large of foul, 
To cheer dj cod Ir zuſtry? ? to give 

A double harvelt te the piring ſwain, 


Ard ard the boruring bi..d the fects or 


tot! ? 


915 
To weave; how, white as by perbore an ſrew, 


2 To Form the lucid lawn ; wich vntrrins car 


Tow to daſh wide the hills ; tor look on, 
Shametully puff ve, white Eutaviin tests 
925 
That heave our trithi3, and crowd upon our 
ſhores; 


Fow all-enlivening Trade to rouſe, ard wing 


Tue proſperous ſail from every growing port, 


$95 


| 


Calm, and iutrepid, in the very throat 93 


— 


| Low=-waiſfpericg, 


| On the dead tree, a 


453 
\Pp 1. in ſur ", round the ſea- incireled globe; 
Ard thus in, foul united as in name, 


925 
Bid Britain reign the mintreſs of the deep ! 


es, there are ſuch. And full on thce, 
Argyle! 


Her hope, her ſtay, her darling, and her boat, 


From her firft patriots and her heroes fi rung, | 
Thy fond imploring Country turns ler eye; 9 38 
In thee, with all a mother's triumph, tees 
Her every virtue, every grace combin'd, 


| Her genius, wiſdom, her engaging turn, 


Her pride of honour, and her courage try'd, 

Gi iniphur%ous War, on Teniers” dreadful Celd. 8 

Nor less the palin of Peace iuwreathes thy 
_ brow 

For, poweriul as thy ſword, from thy rich tongue 

Perſuaſion flows, and wins the high debate ; 


| While mixt in thee combiae the charm of youth, 
| The forze of manhood, and the depth of age. 


Thee, Forbes ! too, whom every worth attends, 
As Truth fncere, as weeping Friendſhip kind; 
Thee, truly generous, and in filence great, 

Thy country ſeels thro? her reviving arts, 943 
Plapn'd by thy wiſdom, by thy ſoul informed; 
And ſeldom has fke known a friend like thee. 

" ſee the fading many-colour'd woods, 
Shad? deepening over ſnade, the country round 
Imbrown; a cr-wadcd umbrage, duſk, aud dun, 
Of every hve, from wan-d-clining green 951 
To footy dark. Theſe now the loneiome Muſe, = 

lead into their leaf - ſtro ma 
| walks, N 
And give the Seaſon in its lateſt view. : 

Mean time, light-ſhadowing all, a fob: or ad n 
Flreces vunbous ded =ther, whoſe Ical wave 96s 
Stands tremulous, uncertain where to turn 
The gentle current ; while illumin'd wide, 

The dewy-ſkirted clouds imbibe the ſun, 
Aunt thro? their lucid ve.l his ſoſtned farce 960 


Shed oer the prac-iv] workl, Tnen is the | 


time 
For tho whom V 
c:rarim, 

To A-al themſcly-s from the degewrate crowd, 
vnd ſar abu ve this little ſeecne of things; | 
To tread low-tlmoglited Vic: beneath ticir feet, 
To ſoothe the throbbing Pa!fions into peace, 9c6 | 
And woo lone Quiet in her tent walt's, | 

5 Thus ſolitary, aud in penſiwe guile, 
Git let ms wander o'er the ruſict meal, 
And thro? the ſadden'd grove, where ſcare: 
heard 5 
One dyir g ſtrain to cheer the wood mars toil. 971 
Thaply ſune vi. lou id ſongſter pours his aint, 
Far, in faint warblings, thro? the tawny coe 
While congregated thrathes, linets, larks, 
Aud cach wild throat, whoſe artleſs iirains fo late 
Swell'd all the mubec of the ſwarming ſhaces, 976 
Robtyd of their tuneful ſoul, now US ivering fit 
a full d. tponde nt fioc'., | 
With not a brightneſs waving o'2r their plumes, 
And nought ſave ſeutering Jifcord in their note. 
© It not, au] from ſom: inhuman eye, 981 
The gun the mu ef the coming year | 


Wirlom i and whom Nature 


| Dzitroy : aud hermilcts, waſuſpeing harm, 


454 THOMSO 
lay the weak tribed » miſerable prey, 
In wingled murder, tiutt:ring ou the ground ! 
The pale deſcendin4 year, yet pleai:ng 1}, 
A gentler mood 1 inſpires 3 3 for now the leaf 
7: esffant rules from the mournful grove, 
Cit” ftartling ſuch as, ſſudiaus, walk below, 
Jud lowly circles thro? the waving air. 990 
B. t ouid a quicker hreczz amid the beyghs 
$gh, wer the ky the leafy deluge ſtreams, 
Till, chok*d and matted with the dreary ſhower, 
The ſorefi-walks, at every riſing gale, | 
Roll wide the wither'd waſte, and whiſtle 
Eleat, | | 
fed i= the blaſted-verdure of the fields, 35 
And, ſhrunk into their —_— the flowery 
ruce 
Their funny rahes reſ'gn : even what remaiu'd 
Or fironger fruits falls from the naked tree, 
And wands, fehle, gardens, orchards, all around 
The defolated profpett thrills the foul. | 
dle comes! he comes! in every breeze the | 
| Power | „ 
Cf Philo ſophie Melancholy cames! _ 
ius near appronch the ſucllon- ſtarting tear, 
The glowing cheek, the mild-dejected air, 1005 | 
Tue ſaſtened feature, and the beating heart, 
Pierc' deep with many a virtuous pang, de- 
—— — 
Cer all the ſoul his ſacred influence breathes, 
_ Inflaines imagination, thro? the breat 
 Infules every tenderneſs, and far 1010 
Beyond dim earth exalts the ſwelling thought. 
ren tkoufand thouſand fleet ideas, ſuch - 
As never mingled with the vulgar dream, 
Crowd faſt into the Minds creative eye. 
As fait the correſpondent paſ3ans riſe, 
s raried, and ae high: devotion rais d 
Tn ra} tire 2:0 divine aſtoniſiment; 
The love of Natures vaconfin'd, ard, chief 
Ot human race, the large ambitious with =» 
To make them bieſt: the ſigh for ſuffering 
Worth | 12020 
Los in obſcurity: the noble ſcorn | 
Of tyrant<pride; the fearleſs great re: folve : : 
| The wander which the dying potriot draws, 
1-tpiring glory threw? reinot: A time; 
THY weil ened thron Fer virtue and for fame ; 7 
The ſympathies of love and friendiFip dear, 1926 
+ Wh all the ſocial ofi=priog of the heart. 
Ch bear me, then, to vaſt 0 


1012? 


n .* ales, . 
: . Na x grooves: and viſonary valae, 
Fo worping grottus and prophetia glooms, 1030 


AF; v2 angel-forms athwart the ſolemn duſk = 
NOD mendaus ſweep, or foem ta ſweep, — 5 
A ui vaices more thu human, thro? the void 


1 3 Hun Jing, {178 the? auth TH a{tic cant 


Gy is this glovin too much l Then lead, ye 
Forer: 

Pat „er the garilau and ther- * faot 
Pr. D de, WHICH ſhining thre? the cheerful land 
I. ccuntlefs numbers bleft Britannia ſees, 
nad me to the wicle extended walks, 


Ie fair majeſtic paradiſe of Stowe!“ 
Nie ſcut af the Lord Viſcount Coblam. 


1040 


135 | 


Nov un the pure cerulean rides ſublime. 
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Not Ferſ an Cyrus, en Ionia's nr: 

E. er faw ſueh ſylvan ſeenes; ſuch varicus art 
By Genius fir'd, ſuch ardent genius tam“! 
By cool judicious Art, that in the ttrite 

All beauteous Nature fears to be ontdlone. i545 
And there, O Pitt ! thy country's car}; ben, 


| There let me fit heneata the ſclter'd liopes, 


Or in that temnle + where, in future times, 
Thou well ſhalt merit a difinguiſt'd nan: ; 


| ſmiles 
Ci Autuma beaming o'er the yellow woods.” 


walk, 

The regulated wild, Fay Fancy then 
| Will tread in thought the groves of Attic "0 

Will, ſrom thy ſtandard taſte, re fine her own, 
| Corret her pencil to the pureſt trutn 10 55 
Ct Natura, or the unimpaſſion'd ſt ades 5 
Forſaking, raiſe it to the human mind. 

Or if hereafter ſte, with juſter hond, 

— drag the Tragic ſcene, inſtruct her, thau, 
| To mark the varied movements of the heart, 5 


| Whar every decent character requires, 


Aud every paſſion ſpeaks : O thre? her firain 
Breathe thy pathetic eloquence ! that mou!ds 


Of honeſt Zeal th indignaut light'ning throws, 
Ana, ſuakes Corruption on her venal throne. 


| While thus we talk, and thro? Elyban vales 


Delighied rove, perhaps a figh eſcapes : 
What pity, Cobham! thou thy verdant files 1539 


Ot crder*d trees ſhouldft here inglorious range, 


| Inſt-ad of ſquadrons faming oer the field, 


Ard long embattled hoſts ! when the proud ſor, 


ö Thie Caithlofs vain diſturber f mot kind. 


In bling Gaul, has rous'd the work to war; = 3 


preſs 


| Thoſe poliſn'd robbers, thoſe ambition ſaves, 


| mand, 


Thy t-rper'A avdony, an- thy veteran il, 


| The weſtern ſun withdraws the orten“ day, 
I And humid Evening, gliding oer the ſky, 1681 | 
la her chill progr 
| The vapour throws. 


es, to tie ground condensd 


Mere creeping waters 
00, 


Clutter the rollirg togs, and ſw im along 


The duſ:y -mantled lawn. Meanwhile 
moon, 


Sh-w3 her broad viſage in the crimſon'd eaſt. 
Turned to the ſun dir-, her ſpotted diſc, 


| Where mountains rite, unbrageous d. des def. 


* „el, 

And caverns Jeep, 45 cp! ic · vhe deſcri2s, 
Af mail. r earth, gives vs hit blaze again, 
Voich ot its lam⸗, and ſheds a ſorter day. | 
Norv thro? the paſſin g cloud ſhe fees to ſtoop, 
199 
Wide the pale deluge outs, and ftre2ming will 
C'er the ſæy d mountain to the ſadowy vale, 


| + Ne temple of Virtue in Stores Gardens, 


And, with thy converſe bleft, catch the lt 


| While there with thee tir enchuated round I 


Ti attentrre Senate, charms, per ſuadles, exalts; 


| When keen, once more, within their bovur4s io 


The Britin youth would hail hy wiſ2 com- 


Where marſtes e and where rivers wind, 225 
666 
the 5 


Full-orb'd, and breaking thro” the ſeatt2r'd cloude, 


1⸗51 


= 0 * 


— — 


"8 


| A, thus they ſean the viſionary ene a 


I deem d to totte r on the brink cr time. 
Not ſo the man of philoſephicey -, 


A ſhade immer. le. 


Neor viſited by one dirt ive ray 
Perlup-s impatient as be ftumbles hwy 


Struci: from the root of Nimy ruſkes, blue 
The wildiire fcattc rs reaad, or, 


In wild coniz@ure lott. 


unoxious, gl:aming ou ths her“ mai. e, 
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While rocks and floods refſe & the quivering 


275 dam 


The wholc air whitens with a bounilleſs tide 
Of : lver radiacc”, trembling round the world. 


But, when hali bloticd from the ſæy, her light, | 


Fainivg, permits the ftarry fires to burn 
With keerer luſtie theo? the depth of heaven, 


Or ar extinet her deadened orb appears, 


And fcare* appears, of fierly beamlef< white, * 


Ott, in this ſeaſon, ſilent from the North 


A blaze of m-teors ſhocts: enſweeping firſt 

The low ſt ies, they all at once corpverge 

lich to the crown of heaven, and all at once 

Keiapſing quick, as quickly reaſcend, 

And mix and thwart, extinguiſh and renew, 
All æther courfing in a maze of light, 

From look to look, contagious thro zhe crowd 
The panic runs, and into wondrous ſhapes 
The appearance tafows : armies in meet array, 
Throng'd with acrial ſpears and ſteeds of fire, 
Tili the long lines of full-extended war, 


la bleeding ſglu commixt, the ſanguine flood 
| Rik a broad MAINE oer the * of hea- 


ven. 

1120 

On all ſides ſwells the ſuperſtitious dir, 

Incontinent, aud buſy Frenzy talks 

Of blood and battle, cities overturn'd, 

Ard late at night ja ſwallowing earthquake | C 
ſunk, 


_ Or hideous vrrapt in ferce aſeendit g fame; 1125 


Gf fallow famine, iuundation, ſlor m; 

Gf peſtilence, and every great diſireſs: Ty 
Enipires ſubvers'd, when ruling Fate has truck 
Tie umdterable hour: een Nature's ſelf 

1 180 


And inſpett ſage; the waving brightneſs be 


1 c vrieus ſurveys, inquiftive to kzow 


The cauſes and materials, yet unix'd, 


| cf tnis apprarande, beat: tifvl and new. 


Now black and deep the night begins to fal, 

Sunk in the quenching 
gloom, 

M-ounicent and vat, ure knows and earth. 


| Orrier confounded lies; all Beauty void; 
Di dinction loſt: un' gay Variety 
One univerſal blot : ſuch the f 
O Light to kindle and create the whole. 
Dear is the & 1 50 
Who then, bewilder'd, wandlers thro? the hk 


1140 
ere 


tate of the benighted wretich, 


Full of pale fancies and chimeras luge ; 1 


From cottag2 ttreaming or ſrom airy hall. 


gather'd, trail- 
A length of flame deceitful or the moſ;, 1151 
Whither decoy'd ky the fantaftic blaze, = 

New loft and now renew, he tnks abſorpt, 
Ri- ler and horſe, amid the miry gulph; 


White Kin, from day ta day, 118 pining Wie 


Aud plaintive children his return await, 
At ether timer, | 
better Genius of the! Neigla, 


1186 


Sent by the 


1116 


Into a gulph of blve fulphureoue dame. 


f of dew evapcrate bruſhes from the in. 


| _ huny on every ſyra'', on every 


| ( onvolv'd, and agonizing in the dun. 


4755 


. 


The meteor fits, and ſhews the narrow pati, 11 © 


| That, winding, leads thro? pits of Ns. r 


cle 
Inſtruets him how to take the dangerous herd 
The lengthenett nigat caps, 
lines 
Serene, ia all her dewy benity bei 8dr, 
Unfolding fair the laſt Avtu:nna! dun 
And now the mounting ſun di. pe! ** 5 aA 3 
The rigid hoar-froſt rietts beſcre u ben 
Bl. "I 
Of grafs, the myriad dev irops twingle round, 
Ah fee where robb'd, and murder, in that 
it 780 
Lies the Kill heavi ing hive ! at evening ſ vac 
| Beneath the cloud of guilt conceal? "Og vim, 
And fd o'er ſulpbur, while, not draining , 
The happy people in their waren cells 


ne Weer. ig 


1163 


| Sat tendiag public cares, and planning foto wc; 


Ot temperance, ror Winter Poor, re jo ia 4 1175 


| To mark, full-fowing round, their cop 


ttores. 
Sudden tune dark oppreſhve ſteam ace, 
And, us'd to miller ſcents, the te:utcr race, 
| By thouſande, tumble from their honey'd done. 
1 
| And was it then for this you roam'd the $priu.. 
Lo from flower to flower? for this you oh Wd, 
eaſeleſs, the burning Summer-heats away ? 
For this in Autumn ſearch'd the blooming ue, 
Nor loſt oue ſuany gleam? for this fad late? 
O Man! tyrannic lord! how long, how 1418 
| Shall proſtrate Nature groan beneath your 1e, 
Awaiting renovation ? When oblig'd, 
Mutt you deftroy ? Of their ambroſal food 11 gs 
Can you not borrow, and, in juſt return, 
 Aﬀord them ſhelter from the wiutry wiads ; 
Or, as the ſharp year pinches, with the ir o 
Again regale them on ſome ſmiling hy? 
Sce where the ſtony hottam of ther toren 1 795 
Looks deſolate and wild, with here and th.r- 
A helpleſs number, who the ruin'd ſtate 
Survive, lamenting weak, caſt out to deu: u. 
Thus a proud city, populous aud rich, . 
Tull of the works of peace, and high in pr. 1:0 
At theatre or feaſt, or ſunk in erz p. ; 
(As late, Palermo! was thy fate,) is feiz'd 
By ſome dread earthquake, and eonvult.v: bert“! 
Sheer from the black foundation, ftench-=involy*!, 
"$255: 
Hence every hurſher light! for row the dev, 
Oer heaven and earth dit usa, grows warn 3.4 
| high, 


I infinite ſplerdour ! wie inveting wt, 


Fow fiiil the breeze! ſure what the ſumy Parents = 


| Bow clear the cloudicts fy! how deeply ting“! 


With a peculiar hlve ! the etheroot zreh 


How fo bl immenſe! amid whote a hes rez.“. 
Tir: roc, mt ſur. how gy 1! bow ere bh. ln 
Ihe 61d ent.! the harvetetroutures Of 122 
Now witherd in, beyond! the roge If foras, 
Sure to the ſwain; the circling ferce fot :. g, 


Aud ia ſtant Wi ner“ urnoft rage defyld: 
Whit: tofe to :- je, the eu. Ws \ 5 
7er. * M rb, 1225 


* . . ' þ4 
Laugh. with th: 1118. 


8” 77 ns 
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Shook to = wind their cares. The toit-ttrung 
youtn, 

Py the quick ſenſe of mufc taught alone, 

Leaps wildly grac-ful in the lively dance. 

Per every caarm abroad, the village toatt, 

Young, buxom, warm, in native beauty rich, 

Darts not v2m-aning looks, and where her eye 

Points an approving ſmile, with double force 

The cudgel rattles, and the wreitler tw ines. 

Age, too, ſhines out, and, garrulous, recounts 

The feats of youth, Thus they rejoic2, nor 

Uk 

"That, with to-morrow's ſun, their annual toil 

Begins again the never=ceaſing round. 1232 
n knew he but his bappizeſs, of men 

The happieſt he! who, far from public rage, 

Diep ia the vale, with a choice few retiral, 1235 

Drinks the pure plcaſures of the rural life. 

What tho? the dome be 3 whoſe proud 

ate 

Fach morning vomits out the meal i ing crowd. 

: = latterers falſe, and in their turn ahus'd? 

: bes, intercourſe ! What tho? the glittering robe, 

every hue reilected light can give, 1241 

or floating looſe, or ſtiff with mazy gold, 

ide pride and gaze of fools! oppreſs him not? 

hat tho, from utmoſt land and ſca purvey d, 

dor him each rarer tributary lite 

}):lzeds not, and his ir ſat ĩiate table leaps | 
With luxury and death? what tho? his bowl 


L lames not with coitly June? nor ſunk in 


hede, 
lte of gay care, he toſſes out the vight on” 
Er melts the thwghtleſs hours in idle ate ? ? 12:0 
J nat the? he knows 1:07 thoſe fantaſtic joys 
Phat ſtill amuſe the wanton, ſtill deceive 3 a 
A face £7 pieafure, but a heart of pain; 
net, holow moments undelighted all? 
Sur; 2 is bis ; a ſolid like, cArang'd 
am intment and fallasiaus hope: 
ien n content, in Nature's bounty rich, 
et, and Tuits, whatever greens the Spring, 
W even deſcends i in hot ers, or ber ds tue 
bac 4 1 
Lammer reddens, and when Autumn 
7 0 "A 
Cr be the M intry elebe . ths - © 
d, and fittens with the richeſt ſap; : 
ere not wanting: nor the milxy drove, 
FT agaaat, ſpread o'er all the low ing valez 
Nen cating mountains; nor the chide of 
',rEaM3yF = | | 
aum of bees, inviting * fncre | 
I te the guilt IT „ breaſt, beneath the ſhadc, 
Cr .vrown at large amid the fragraut bay; 
Er angut befides of proſpea, grove, or ſong, 
Die grottos, gaming lakes, aad tourtains | 
| ar. _—— - 2 
Nera, too, dwells { mple Truth, plain Innocence, 
EU. ied Beauty, found unbroken Youth, | 
Tit ient of 8 with a little plead, 
Hcalth ever tlonminrg, urambitious Toll, 


1255 


1261 


1266 


— Cali Conte n. plation, and poetic Fate, 127 


Let others brave the flood in queſi of gain, 
And Leat, for ran months, the glocme wave. 
Let ſuch as er it $tory | to coſa _ 


1445 
1 Feel; all her ſwect emotions at his heart, 
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Ruth into blood, the ſack of cities ſeek, 

UCopicrd, eviting in the widow's wail, 129+ 

The virgi:i's Qirick, ard infant's trembling cry. 

Let ſome, far Ciftant from their native :oal, 

Urg'd or by want or haiden'd avarice, 

| 1 lad othicr laws bene atl; * Ghar iun, 

Let thus thre? ei ies work his eager u A, 

By legal eutrage and eftablif:*d guile, 

The ſocial ſenle cxtiact, aid that ferment 

Mad into tumult the ſccl:tious herd, 

Cr melt them down to flavery ; let the 

| Teſt are 12 wretched in the ** oi = 1290 
 Fomcntiag difcord, and perplexing right 3 

An iron race ! and thoſe of fairer front, 

| But equal inhu mar i y, in courts, | 
Deluſ⸗ ve pump, and darx cahals, de} rin, 28 
Wreath the deep bow, diittiſe the lying fraile, 

And tread the weary labyruth of fiate ; 

While he from alt tlie fie rmy paſſions free 


That refileſs mea iveolve, hrare, and but kears, 


At distance ſafe, the human tempeſt roar, 


In ftill retreats and dowery folitedes, 
To Nature's 

Aud day tv day, tire? — ieg year; 

Adwiring ſees her in her every ſſ ape, 


Fakes what ſhe liberal gives, nor thinks of mere. 
He, when young Spring protrudes the burtiag 
gems, 


Marks the fir bud, and ſucks the hea! 


In Summer be, benueatli the living f:aile, 
| Such as ober ſrigil Tempe wout to wave, 
Cr llemus cocl, reads v hat the Mufe of tliefc, 
Perhaps, has in immortal numbers ſing, | 

Or what fe diclates writes; a .d ct, an cy2 
Chot round, rcoices in the vigorous year. 

' When Autuma's ycBow lullre gil} the world, 
And tampts the 1c lad ſwrit ito the field, 1321 
Sci by the general joy, his heart difiends : 

| With gentle throes, and thro* the ter id gleams 
Dec p- muling, then he beſt excrts his ſoz. 
Fen Winter witd to bim is ſull of bliſs ; 

7 he mighty tempeſi and the hoary watte, 


| 


Aws ( to ſolemu thor gat, At night the faics, 

Diſclo d and kindld Ly refaring froſt, 

Four every luſtre on tl? exalted eye. 

A fri end, 2 book, the ſficali:g hours fect. re, 

| And mart: 

| wing 

' Ofer land and ben Imagination rYeams 3 

| Cr Truth, divincly Lreatag on his mind, 

Flates his being, an d unf. ls his powers; 133. 

Cr in his brea:t hercic Virtue hurns. 

E he touch of Kindred, too, and love he ſcels; 

The modeſt e ye, whoſe beams on his alone 

| Ectatic une 3 the :tt}: flrong embracs : 
Cf prattli e culidter, tw in'd around his leck, 

| And emulus to p! Calc bun, calling ſorta 

| 


Wrap eloſe in conicious peace, Phe (all of ki 186, 
| The rage of rations, and the cruſh of fiates 131 
Move uot the man who, from the world 0 = 


voice attend, from month to month, | 
120% 


thrul gale 
Into his freſhewd foul 3 her genial hours 131 
Is full enjoys, and ret a heauty blows, 

| And not an opening bloſſom breathes in vain. 


136 


1326 


Abrupt and dcp, ffretch'd o'er the buried earth, : 


1336 


: them dow for M . With fwict | 


. 5 


2. 
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The fond parental ſou}, Nor purpoſe gay, 
Amuſement, dance, or ſong, be tternly ſcorns ; 
For happineſs and true philoſophy | 
Are or the tocial ttill and !miling kind. 
Tuis is the late which thoſe who fret in guilt 
Ad guilty cities never knew the lice 
Led 5; primeval ages, uncorrupt, 
When angels dwelt, and God himſclf, with 
Man! > 
Oh, Nature! all ſufficicat! over all! 


1345 


1350 


Furich me with the — of thy works ! 
S. 1tch me to heaven! thy rolliag wonder th. re, 


World beyond world, in infinite extent, 

Profuſely ſcatter*d o'er the blue immenſe, 

Ine * their motions, periods, aud their 
ws, EE | 

{ive me to ſcan; thro? the diſcloſing deep 125% 

igen my bliad way; the mineral ſtrata there; 

Pareſt, blooming, thence, the vegetable world; 

Oer chat the riſing ſyſtem, more complex, 

Of animals; and, higher fill, the mind, 135 

The varied ſcene of quick-compounded tliauglu, 

And where the mixing paſſtons endlefs fllift: 

| Theſe ever-open to my ravit'd exe, ö 

A ſearch the flight of time can ner exhauſt ! 

But if to that unequal, if the blood, 1365 

In fluggiſh ſtreams about my heart, forbid 

That be ft ambition, under cloſing ſhales, 

Inglorious, lay me by the lowly brook, 

And whiſper to my dreams. From Thee begin, 

Dell all on Thee, with Thee conclude my ſong ; 

And let me neyer, never ſtray from Thee! 1371 


I Record what Envy dares not flattery call. 


THE ARGUMENT. 
Ne ſaljed propeled. At lref, tothe Earl of . 
mmingten. inſt appraich of W-nter, Ac cerding to 


te nuturul courſe of the ſeiſon, Tari.us ſier m. 
dceſcribed. Ruin, Mind. Snow. The dr iving ef the 


Fre: A mon periſh.ing amor them; were re- 


| fleftions on the ewants and miſeries of human life, 
| T'ewolvesde'cendirg fromthe Alps ant 1; pernines, 
A wintryoevening deſcribe:l: as ſpent by [© /:{c- 


pier: by the country feele; inthe city. Fre. | 


A wiew of Wirter within the Pelir Circle. 4 
rar. Tie whelh concluding with moral refl. cti- 
ans en A fulure tate, 7 e 


kx, Winter comes to rule the varied year, 
Sullen and ſad, with all his rifopg train, 


theme, | 
Thefe! that exalt the foul to ſolemn thought 
Aud heavenly muſing. Welcome, kindred Gloom 
Congenial Horrors, hail! with frequent foot 
Plea” 'd have I, in my chcarful morn of Lic, 
Vor. VIII. | . 


= 
6 


457 


When nursd by carclcfs Solitude I livd, 


And ſung of Nature with unceaſing joy, 

Plcas*d have I wander'd thro? your rough domain, 

Trod the pure virgin-ſaows, myſelf as pure, 10 

Heard the winds roar, and the big torrent burſt, 
Or ſeen che deep=termenting tempett brew'd 

In the grim evening ſ:y. Thus paſ-'d the time 


| Look 


| 


Faint arc his gleams 5, and ine ffectual && oot 


Till thro? the lucid chambers of South x5 
d out the jyyous Spring, look'd out and 
1 * L — 
| To thee, the patron of her firſt efay, | 
| The Muſe, O Wilmington! renews her Song. 
Since has ſhe rounded the revolyiag year; 
Skimm'd the gay Spring; on eagle pinions borne, 
Attempted thre? the Summer blaze to riſe; 21 
| Then ſwept o'er Autumn with the ſhadowy gale; 
And now among the Wiutry clouds again, 
Noll d in the doubling ſtorm, ſhe tries to foar, 
To ſw-ll her nate with all the ruft.ing winds, 23 
To ſuit her ſounding cadence to the floods, 
As is ber theme, her numbers wildly great: 
Thrice happy could ſhe fl thy judging ear 


| With bold deſeription and with manly thought. 
| Nor art thou Kill'd in awful ſchemes alone, 
And how to make a mighty people thrive ; 


| But equal goadaeſs, ſound integrity, 
A firm, unſtaken, uncorrupted 1oul 
Amid a ſliding age, and, burning ſtrong, 
Nor vainly blazing for thy country's weal, 35 
A fteady ſpirit, regularly free : Fg 
' Theſe, each exalting each, the ftateſman light 
Into the patriot ; theſe the public hope 
And eye to thee converting, bid the Muſe 

Now when the chcarlcſs empire of the ſl: x 

To Capricorn the Centaur Archer yields, 


| And ferce Aquarius flains th? inverted year, 
I Hung o*cr the fartheſt verge of heav*a, the ſun 


Scarce ſpreads thro* zther the dejected day. 45 


His ſtruggling rays, in horizontal lines, 


| Thro? the thick air, as cloth d in cloudy ſtorm, 


Weak. wan, and broad, he fl. irts the ſouthcrn 
fl. „ | 1 a 
And, 2 deſcendivg, to the long dark night, 30 
| Wide-f:.ading all, the proſtrate world reſigns. 
Nor is the night unwiſh'd, Wille vital heat, 
Light, 1-tc, acid joy, the dubious day forſake. 
NMean-time ia ſablk-cindture fi.adows vaſt, 
 Deep-ting* and damp, and co. gregated clouds 
Aud all the vapoury turbulc ace of heaven, 
Invole the face of things. "Thus Winter falls, 
A heavy gluom, oppreſt . ve vcr the world, 
Thro? Nature ſheddiug lutivence malign, 
And rouſes up the ſeeds of dar. diſeaſe, 


40 


"he ſoul of Mau dies in hin, laathing life, 
} 


| Freſh from the plougi, the Cun-diicolour'd 
Vapours, and clouds, and ftorms, Be theſe wy | | 


\nd black with mare than mcliacholy views. 
| The cattle drop; and oer the furrow'd land, 


flocks, | 5 
Untended ſpreading, crop the w holc ſome root. 6 
| Mong the wonls, alon the 1noorith jens, * 
Sizhs the ſad Genius of the coming ſtorm ; 
And up among the looſe disjointed cliffs, 


i 


| 


435 


478 


And Roh mountains wild, the braw lin g 
And cave, preſageful, ſend a hollow moan, 70 
Reſounding long in liſtiening Fancy's car. 
Then comes the Father of the tema u forth, 
Wrapt in black glooms. Firſt joyleſs rains, 
obſeure, | 
D ive throꝰ the mingling ſkies with vapour foul, 
Paſh 0: the mountain's brow, and fake the 
Woods, 
That grumbling wave belo · v. The unſightly plain 
Lies a brown deluge, as the low-ber.t clouds 77 
Pour flood on lood, yet unexbhauſted tall 
Combine, and, deepening into night, hut 
The day's air face, lh. wandere ot heaven 80 
Each to his home retire, ave tho that love 
To take their paſtime in the trouboled air, 
Or Kimming flutter round the dimply pool. 
The cattle from the untatted ftelds return, 
And aũc, with meaning low, their wouted itulls, 


Thither the houſehold feathery people er d, 
The creſted cock, with all his femal- train, 
Penſive, and dripping ; while the cottag-hink 
Rags Oer th? ealivening blaze, an Hale. ul there 
Recounts his fimple ſrolic : much he talks, 91 


855 And much he laughs, nor recks the ſtorm that 


| blows 

Without, and rattles on his humble roof. 

Wicde ober the brim, with many a torrent 

5 ſwell'd, i | 

And the mix*d ruin of its banks verſpread, Us 

At latt the rous' d- up river pours along: 

_ Reſiilleis, roaring, dreadful, down it comes, 
From the rude mountain and the moſſy wik!, 
Tumbling taro? rocks abrupt, and ſounding far, 


Then oer the ſanded valley floating ſpreads, 100 


Calm, fluggiſh, blent ; t ll, again confirain'd. 
Between two meeting hills, i it burſts away, 
| Wixre rocks and woods tang 
= ſtream; 
There gathering triple foree, rapid al deep, | 


the turbid 


. It boils, and wheels, and beams, and tawncters. 


thro?. 
TNature! great parent! whoſe unceaſing hand 
Rolls round the ſeaſone of the changeſul year, 
Fo mighty, how majeitic, are thy works! 
With whata pl-atng drea'l they ſwell the foul! 
That ſees aſtoniſh'd, OM ao 17.*d tings, 
| Ve ten, ye Winds! that cow begin to blow 


With boiſterous ſweep, I raiſe my voice Fon 1 
| V. nere are your ſtores, ye powerful Beings! b 
| + The mountain thunders, and its fturdy ſons 
| Ste. to t:: 


V here your atrial magazincs reer ,,, 
To well the hrooding terrors c the ſtorm? 
In what far-diſtant region of th. ſfcy, | | 
Hud in deep blence, leep ve wr. i *15 calm? 

| wins from the Paliici bo * WE fun '& Ih ends, 
With many a ſpot, that o'er liis glari- g ” enh 
_ Fncertain wanders, tain'd, red ery Urnatcs 
Begin to fluſh around. I be re elin, Huds 
Stagger with dizzy poiie, as doubting yet 
Which matter to obey: while rifng low, 
Black, in the laden eur Walt, the nioon 
Wears a wan circle round ber blunted horns. 123 
gien thro? the turbid fluctuating air, 
Luc * obtuſc emit a ee | 


15 


120 


110 | 


a _ 


| The wi. ts. 
| F merging t dne oe aan bes ore the breath 


Foreteh tne Blatt, 


Ate into caverns, by the reſtleſs wave, 


| Afiduous fury, its 
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Or 2 ſcem to ſhoot n the ado, 
A:Q lag behind them trail the whitening blaze. 
$1:atch' in fl ort eddies plays the withered leaf, 
And on the flood the dancing feather floats. 131 
With breader'd noſtrils, to the ſky up turn d, 
ho he conſcious heifer ſnuũs th. ſtormy gale. 
2 en as the matron, at her nightly taſk, 
Vith peat ve lihour draws the flaxen thread, 135 
the wad taber and the rac. ling tame 
but chief the plumy race, 
The tenants of the ſky, its changes ſpeak. 
Retiring from: the downs, where all day long 
They prcic'd their icarty fare, a blackening train 
Of clans rows ros thick urge their weary flight, 
And feek te clolry id elter of the grove. 


Aſii duous, in bis hower, the wailing owl 


Flies his zad ſong. The cormoraut ou high _ 
Wheels from the deep, and ſcreams along the 
land. 


| Loud firicks the ſoaring bern; and with wal 
Or ruminate in the contiguous fade. — = 


wi'g 
The circling ſea-fowl eleave the flaky clouds, 


Ocean, vnequal preſ-2d, with broken tide 


Aud blird commotion heaves 3 while from the 
Hore, | 
150 
And fore -ruſtling mountains, comes a voice 
That, ſole mu founding, bids the world prepare. 
Then iſſues forth the ſtorm with ſudden burſt, 
And hurls the whole precipitated air 
Down in a torreut. On the paſſive main 155 
Deſcends th? cthereal force, and with — od 


Turns from its bottora the diſcolour'd deep. 


Thra the black night, that ſts immenſe around, 


+ Lally into foams the fierce conflicting brine 
Seems or a thouſand raging waves to burn: 16 


Mean-time the mountain-billows, to the clouds 
In dreadful tumnlt iwelPd, ſurge above furge, 
Burk in to chaos with trerzendous roar, | 
And anchored navies from their ſtations drive, 


| Wild a- the vids, acrof the howhng waſte 16 5 1 
| Ci niighty woters: now th? inflated wave | 


N Strainir: g they ſcale, and now impetuous ſhoot 
Into the Teret eintabers of the deep, 
Waltie thunde ring cer the ir head: 


CEN] exerted / aven t. ey wing their courſe, 
And dart „ „n, crafts, if ſome ſharp rock, 
Or fhoal int dne, break not their career, 


And in looſe trag ments fling them touting | 


round. | 
Nor leſs at land the looſened tempeſt reigns: 


e bottom of the racks they ſhade. 
{nee on the midnight ſteep, and all =— 
The dark way- faring ſtranger breathleſs toils, 
Aud, on Bing, climbs againſt the blaſt, 
Low waves the ro tied foreſt, vex'd, and ſheds 
hat of its tarni ud honours yet remain, 
Daſh'd dry 
wind's 
zigantic limbs. 
Thus ru: rghng thro? the diſſipated grove. 
The whirling t-mpett raves along the plain, 


185 


And on the cottage, thatch'd, or lordly roof, 
— ſhakes them to the _ baſk, 


1e 


180 


in and ſcatter'd, by the tearing | 


— —̃ — — 6 


eee ET Cs 


For entrance eager, howl3 the far age Mat. 


O teach me what is good! wack me Tuyſelf: 2 
Save me from folly, va ty, and vice, et 
From every low purſuit ! aud feed my foul 220 


Ard the r 


AbÞx. g the mazy-current. 

Bo their hear hne: 
F int from the Welt emits his evening ny 
Farth's univerfal taco, deep hid, and * 4 


The works of Man. Drooping, 
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Neep frighted Ries, and round the _ 5 dome, M hich Providence aſigns them. One alone, 24 5 


Then ten, t they fav, thro? all the Þ. — air 
Long 81 vas are heard, fl. ill wund, a d didant 
glas, 
That, uttered hy the demon of the vi. ne, 
Warn the devoted wretzh of woe 2i.d "och 
"_ Uproar lords it wie, Tae clouds, com- 
24d 
ith 4 2 fu ict glidin g, fweep along the fly. 196 
All Nature reel“: UII Nature's Kir g who ct? 
Amid tempettuou* darkaefs dwell: alone, 
And on the wings oft the carecring wind 
Vi alks dreadf., ity ſcrene, commands a calm; 200 


Then ſtraight air, ſea, and earth, ae buf} fd at 


once. 
As yet tie dr. iebt deep. The weary douds, 


| Stowe meeting. mia gle into fol;d gloom, 


Now, white tne drow ſy world hes lot in ſcep, 


let me aſſociate with the ſericus Night, 405 


Aud ontemplatio » her ſetlate comperc 

Let me ſhake off tu intruſive cards of days 

And lay the m-ddling ſcuſes all a! de. 
Where now, ye ring Vaiiitics of life! 


Ye ever-tempting, ev:r=chrativs Train! +» 215 | 
V here are you row ? and what is your amount? 


Vexation, difappoi tnent, awl roamorie. 
Sad, tcxening thoug t! and vat deluded Man, 


A ſcene of crude disjoii ted vi cus pats 
And broken ſumbers, riſes ſtill reſchl, 215 | 
With ncw-Aufl'd hopes, to run the giddy ronnd. 


Father of Lignt aud Lice? thou Cood Su- 
. | 


With knowledg- „ conſcious peace, and virtue 
pure 3 | 
E:crcd, ſubſtanti. al, never-ſaling Wiſs! 


The keener tä mpeſts riſc ; aml, fuming dun 

From all the livid ! aft, or piercing & th, | 
Thick olouds aſcend, in whole cayacions oinb 
A vapoury deluge lies, to f.ow ev gall, 426 


| | 


Heavy they roll their flecey wd along, 

& y fad-tens with the guhered norm. 

Throꝰ th. huit'd air tao white: ning. ſLower deſ- 
cends, 


At frit thin w wrig, till at laſt the Jakes 230 
| Vail broad, aud wide, and ſad, dimming the day 
With a continual dow. 


The cheriſh*d fields 
Put on their wiatcr-robe of pureit white : 


| is bri-ltneſ(s all, fave where the new ſnow 


melts 
Low the at 235 


Is one wild Gazzling vwatte, that buries wide =» 
the labourer- 
OX 240 


Stands cover'd oer with ſnow, and then de 


mand 


The fruit of all his toll. The 3 of hca- 


ven, 


Tam'd by the cruel ſeaſon, crowd round | 
The winnow ing flore, and © eam the little bon 


and ere the lan guid lun 


190 The red- hre ait, fac r-d to the houf hold gods, 


Vt iſcly regardf: .] of th? emhroiling iy, 

in 107 leis del. ls and thorny thickets leaves 

tis bivering mates, ard pays to truſted Man 

Hi; annual vit. Half-arraid, he firſt 2:0 
$ 


| Amin: the windy heats, then, briſk, alioht 
C the warm hearth; then, hopping oer the 


tioor, 
Eyes all the f:riling family aſcance, 


And pecis, and ftarts, and wonders where he ic 


-- 


| What water of tl.e ſt 


Till wore familiar grown, the table-erumbs 255 


Attract his fender foet, The ſooclleſs wilds 

Pour forth their brown inhabitants. The bare, 

Thy tinorous of heart, aud hard beſet 

By death in various forms, dark 
—_ 

ard more unpitying men, the garden ſeeks, 260 

| Urg'd on by fearleſs Want. Th leatir g kind 


Eye the bleak hcaven, and next the glifening 


earth, 


| With lon's of dumb defpair 3 ; then, fad dife 


per**d, 
Dig for * wither'd herb thro? * of ſnow. 
Now, 8. 
kind ; 


Bafffe the raging year. and fil their penns, 266 x 
lod» them below the 1 Orm, | 
for from the — 


Voith food at will ; 

And waich them ürict; 
Eaſt, 

To this dire ſcaſon, oft? the whirlwind”3 wing 

Sweeps up the burtheu of whole wintry plains 


| At one wide wait, and ver the haplels flocks, 271 


| 


tid in the hollow of two neighbonrirg bills, 


Ihe billowy ter peſt *whelms, till, upward urg, 


The valley to a ſhining mountain ſwells, 
Tipt wich a wre+th high-curllug i: the ſky. 
As thus the Tnov: s ariſe, 
All Winter drives along the Garkeved air, 
In hi: owa loo! revolving fields the from 


Viſaſter'd ftands, ſecs other hills aſeend | 
Or untnown ſoyleſs brow, aud other ſcenes 28 


Ot Lorrid proipect, ſtag the trackleſs plain ; 
Nor fads the river, nor the foreſt, hid 
E:neath the formleis wild; but wanders on 


Prom hill to dale, till more and more aftray, 
Impatient flouncing thro? the drifted heaps, 225 
Stun with the tnoughts of home; the * of : 


ome 


| Ruth on his nerves, and call their vigour ſorth 
In many a vain attempt. 


How ſinls uis foul ! 
What black deſpair, what horror, flls his heart! 2 


When for the duſky ſpot, which Favcy feign'd 
li- tufted cottage rifing thro? tlie ſucw, 291 


He meets the roughne!; of the middle waſte, 
Fr from the track and beſt abode of Man; 
While round him night r26itlfs clofes falt, 


| And every ten. pen, towling oer his head, 293 
| Renders the (wage wilderneſs more wild, 


Then throog the buſy ſhapes into his mind, 
Of covered pits, unfathomal:ly deep, 


| A br: deſcent ! beyond the power of froſt, | 
Of faithlzis bogs; of prezpices huge, 200 


S moatl up with fr.ow 3 and, What * un- 


ROW ils : | 
unfroꝛen ſpring, 


"<pherds ! to your helpleſs charge be : 


al. d foul, and fierce, : 


| 
i 
| 


46 


In the looſe marſh or ſulitary lake, 
Where the ſreſh fountain from the bottom oils. 
"Theſe check his fearful ſteps, ard down he finks 
Beneath the ſkelter of the ſhapeleſs drift, 303 
Thinking o'er all the bitterue!s of death, 
Mix'd with the tender anguiſf. Nature ſhoots 
Throꝰ the wrung boſom of the dying man, 
His wife, his chil 
In vain for him the officious wile prepares 
The fire fair-blazing, and the veſtmeLt warm; 
In vaia his little children, peeping ont 
Into the mingling ſtorm, demand their ſire 
With tears of artleſs inuc cence, 
Nor wife, nor children, more iball he behold, 
Nor friends, nor ſacred home. On every ner ve 
The deadly Winter ſeizes, ſhuts up ſenſe, 
And, oer his inmoſt vitals creeping cold, 
Lays him along the faows, a ttifieu'd corſ, 
—_— out, and bleaching in the northern 
blaſt, 

Ah | little think the gay n proud, 
Whom pleaſure, power, and affluence f urround! 
They, 1 their thougitl-ſs hours in giddy 
| mirth, 

And wanton, often cruel, riot watte ; 325 
Ah! little think they, while they dance along, 
How mary feel, this very moment, death, 
And all the ſad variety ot pain: 

How many {nk in the devouring flood, 


By ſha: neful variance betwixt man and man! 
How many pine in want, and dungeon glooms, 
Shit from the common air, and common uſe 

Of their own limbs: how many drink the cup 


Of miſery ! fore piere'd by wintry wiads, 

"Flow many rink into the ſord d hut 

Of chearleſs Poverty ! how many ſtake 

v. ith al the fiercer tortures of the mird, 
Unbaunded paſſion, mailneis, guilt, re morſe, 40 


Whenee, tumbled beadlong from ** of | 


RN life, 

” They furniſh matter for the Tragic Muſe ! 
E*en in the vile, where Wiidom loves to dwell, 
With Fric ndſhip, Peace, aud Coutemplation 
join'd, 


How many, reck'd with honeſt paſtons, droop | 

5 how many ſtand 345 

Around the death-bed of their deareſt friends, | 
And poiat the parting anguiſh! Thought foud | 


In deep retir'd diſtreſs! 


_ 

Of theſe, and all the thouſand cs ills 
| That one inceſſant ſtruggle render lie, 330 
One ſcene of toil, of ſuffering, and of fate, 2 | 

Vice in his high career would ſtand appalP.l, 
And heedlefs rambling Impulſe learn to think; 
Tae conſcious heart of Charity would warm, 


The ſocial tear would riſe, the ſocial gh, 
Ad into clear perfection, gradual blits, 
RNeſhning #1, the ſociul paſſtons work. 
Aud here can I forget the generous band“ 
Who, touch with human woe, redreſi ve 
ſeeareh c 15 
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lren, and bi: friend unſcen. 310 


Alas! ITY 


| The toils of 


| Cf horrid mountains which the ſhi | 
And wavy Appennine, and Pyrences, 391 
Branch out ſtupendous into diſtant lands, 

Of baleful grief, or eat the bitter bread — 235 


| A wintry waite in dire commotion all, 
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Into the horrors of the gloomy gaol ? g61 
Unpitied, and unheard, where Miſery moans, 


Where Sickneſs pines, where Thirſt and Hunger | 
| And 


burn, 

poor Misfortune feels the lath of Vice. 

While in the land of Liberty, the land 365 

| Whoſe every ſtreet and public meeting glow 

With open Freedom, like tyrants rag'd, 

Snateh' the lcan morſcl from the ftarvir.g 

mouth, 

Tore f. om cold wintry limbs the tatter*d weed, 
Een robb'd them of the laſt of comforts, ſlec p, 370 

The free- born Briton to the dungeon chaiu'd, 

Or, as the luſt of cruelty prevail'd, 

At plcaſure mark d him with inglor ious ſtripes, 

And cruſh'd out lives, by ſecret barbarous way*, 

That for their country would havę toiPd or bk d. 

V great de'gn ! if executed well, 376 

With patient care, ard wiſdom-temper't zcal. 

Ve ſous of Mercy! yet reſume the fearch, 

| Drag forth the legal monſters into light, 

Wrench from their hand Oppreſſiou's iron rot, 

And bid the cruel feel the pains they give. 331 

Much till untouch'd remains; in this rank age, 

Much is the patriot's weeding hand requir'd. 

w (what dark inf:dious men 

Fave — added to perplex the truth, 385 


Aud leugthen ſmple juilice into trade,) | 
| How glorious were the day that ſaw theſe broke ! 
Cr more devouring flame ! how many bleed, 230 | 


And every man within the reach of right. 
By wintry famine rous'd, from all the tract 
ſhiou: g Alps, 


Cruel as death, and hungry as the grave! 
Burning for blood | bony, and gliaunt, ard 


im! 


Aſſembling wolves in raging troops deſcend, 3295 | 


And, pouring oer the country, bear along, 
Keen as the north wind ſweeps the gloſſy ſnow. 
Al: is thcir prize. — faſten on the ſteed, 
Preſs hi:n to earth, and pierce his mighty heart. 
| Nor can the bull his 2. front defend, 

or ſhake the murdering ſavages aw ay. 
Rapacious, at the mother's throat they fly, 
And tear the ſereaming infant from her breaſt ; 
The Goalie face of Man avails him nought. 


Een Beauty, force divine! at whoſe bright * 


glance 


The gen“raus nion Sands 3 in foften'd gaze, 446 - 


Here Vlccds a hapleſs undiſtinguiſt'd prey. 
But if, appria'd or the ſevere attack, 
The coui. try be ſtut up, lur'd by the ſcent, 


On clurch- yards drear (inhuman to relate!) 4 2 


The difappointed prow lers tall, and dig 


The ſtrowd:d body from the grave, o'er which, 
H {| Mix'd with foul ſhades, and frighted shoſts, they 
And her wide wiſh Bene volence dilate; 35s | 


howl. 
Among thre hilly regions, where, embrac*]. 


In peaceful vales, the hapy Grifons dwell, 415 ö 


Ott', ruſning ſudden from the loaded cliffs, 


Mountains of ſnow their gathering terrors roll, 


From ſteep to ſtee p, loud thuadering, down they 
come, 


And * and flocks, and travellers, and {wains 


408 


ccc % T „ ell. l3s cu nod. Je nb ee TS. .CL.LLIIIILES 


419 


* 
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Aad fometuncs whole brigades of marching 
troops, | 


Cr bamlets Neeping in the dead of night, 


Nou, all amid the rigours of the year, 


| Tn the wild depths of Winter, while without 426 | 


The ceaſeleſs winds blow ice, be my retreat 
Between the groanirg foreft aud the ſtore 
Beat by the boundlcls multitude of waves, 
A rural, ſhelter'd, ſolitary ſcene, | 
Where ruddy fire and bcaming tapers join 420 
To cheer the gloom. Then, ftudions, let me t, 
Aud hold high converſe with the Mighty Dea 3 

| Sages of ancient time, as gods rever'd, | 
As gods benefcent, who ble rankird 

With arts, with arms, aud humaniz'd a world. 


U 


| Not Friendſhip ſoiter was, nor Love more kind. 
Are deep beneath the ſmothering ruin *wheln'd, | And be, the 
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| Sweet Pcace and happy Wiſdom finooth'd h 


brow, 


lat of old Lycurgus“ ſor a, 45 
| Phe generous victim to that vain attempt 
To ſave a rotten fate, Agis, who faw 
' E*n Sparta's felf to fervile avarice ſunk. 
The two Acbaian hu roes clove the train; 492 


Aratus, who awhile relum'd the foul 
Ct fondly linzerin g Liberty in Gre ce; 
Ard he her darling, as her latett hope, 
The gal'ant Philopœmen, who to arms 
Tura'd the luxurious powphe cot lil not cure; 493 


| Cr tiling in his farm, a fmple ſwain, 


Cr, bold and &ilul, thurdcriag in the feld. 


Rousꝰd at tio iuſpiring thought, I throw ai de 436 


The long-liv'd volume, and, deep muſing, hall 


The facred i} ades that, ſiowly riting, pats | 
Defore my waud:ring eyes, Firft Socrates, 
Who, firmly good in a corrupted itate, 440 
Againſt the rage of tyrants ſingle ſtood, 5 
I. vineiblo ! calm Rcaſou's holy law, 
That voice of God within ti attentive miud, 
Obeying, fearleſe, or in lite or death; 
_ Crcat moral teacher! wileſt of manbind: 
Sclon the next, who built his commonweal 
On Enuity*s wide baſe 3 by tender laws 
A Lvely people curbing, yet undamp'd, 
Preſerving fill that quick pccul'ar tre, 
Whence iu the laurel d ficld of {er arts, 
And of bold freedom, they uneyuilil*d ſhone, 
Ihe pride of ſmiling Greece: and human-kind. 
 Lyeurgus, then, who bow'd hencath the furce 
Of trite Ciſcipline, f. verely wite, | 


All human paſſions. Following him, I ſee, 455 | 


As at Thermapyl he glorious fell, 


The frm de voted Ckic7*, who prov'd, by deeds, | 


Tue hardeft leffon which the other tauglit. 


| Then Ariftides liſts his honeſt ſront, 
| Spotle's of heart, to whom the untattericg voice ' Rejirain'd the rapid fate of ruſt. ing Rome. 
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Ot Free dom gave the honet name of 

In pure maj̃c itie poverty rever'd; _ 
Who, e'en bis glory to his country's weal 
Submitting, ſwell'd a haughty Rivai'sF fame. 
Rear'd by his care, of ſoſter ray, appears 
Cimon, ſweet-touPd, whoſe gerius, riſing flrong, 


* 


|  Shookoff the load of young debauch ; abroad 


The ſcourge of Perſ an pride, at home the ſricnd 
Of every worth and cvery ſpendid art; 


Node ſt and ſimple in the pomp of wealth. 470 


Then the laſt worthies of declining Greece, 
| Tate call'd to glory, in unequal times, | 
Penſve, appear. The ſair Corii tuian boaſt, 
Timolcon, happy temper! mild ard frm, 


| Who wept the brother while the tyrant bled, 475 
Aud, equal to the be (t, the Theban Pair f, 


Whoſe virtues, in heroic concord join'd, 
Their country rais'd to freedom, empire, fame, 
Ile, tao, with whom Athenian honour ſun, 
And left a maſs of ſordid lees behind, 
Phocion the Good, in public life { vere, 
To virtue ſtill inexorat!y rm: ER 
But when, beneath his low induitrious roof, 
: „ Leonidas, + Theni'” cer, 
tles na, and F' ans, order, 


480 


46 


Of rougher front, a mighty people come! 
A race of heroes, ir. thoſe victuous ti. nes 
W Ich knew vo ſtain, fave that with partial fla me 


| Their dearet country they too fondly lov'd. 55 1 
| H. r better founder Crit, 


| light of Rome, 
Numa, who ſoſten'd her rapacious ſons, 
Servius the King, who laid the ſolid baic 


| On which o*cr earth the vait Republic {pread. -o 5 


Then the great Conſuls venerable riſe. 
The public Father | who the private quell'd, 

As on the dread tribunal ſteru ly fad. 

He wham his thanklefs country could not loſe, 


48 


| Still viſt thus my nights, for you reſerw'd, 


Camillus, only vengeful to her foes, 312 
Fabricius, ſcorner of all conquering go!d! 
| And Circinnatus, awful from the plough. 

450 Thy willing viaim 9, Carthag', burſting 


Looſe 


| From all that pleading Nature could oppoſe, _ 


From a whole city's tears, by rigid Faith «1; 
Imperious call'd, and Hanour' dire command. 
Scipio, the gentle chie, hi manely hrare, 
Who ſoon the race of ſpotleis glory ran, 
And, warm in youth, to the poetic ſhales g 
With Friendſt. ip and Philoſophy retir'd. 326 
Tully, whoſe powerful cloquence a while 


Enconquer'd Cato, virtuous in extreme. | 
And thon, unhappy Brutus l kind of heart, 
Whoſe Ready arm, by awful Virtue urg*d, 328 
Lifted the Roman itecl againſt thy friend. 5 
Thouſands bei. des the tribute of a verſe 
Demand : but who can count the flars of hea. 

ven? VVV 
Who ſing their inſſuenee on thi- lower world? 
| Behold who yonder comes! in ſober ſtate, 329 
Fair, mild, a:.d ſtrong, as is a vernal ſun— 
Tis Phebus ſelf, or elſe the Mau. tuan Swain! 


Great Homer, too, appears, of daring wing, 
Parent of ſoug and equal by his ! de 


The Britih Mule; join'd hand in hand they | 
Wall, . | 3 2 | 
Darklir g. full up the midile ſteep to fame. 525 
Nor abſent are thoſe fades, whote ſlilrul touc n 
Pathetic drew the impuaſfon“ l heart, and charm'd 
Tranſported Athens with the moral ſcene; | 
Nor thoſe who, tuneful, wak'd th* enchantiag 
9 B.- — ._ Ui 
Firſt of your kind! ſociety divine 


543 


t Morn uu. Brutus, 5 Fer a,. 


5 5 By w iſdom's fineſt hand, and ſuing all : 
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And mount by fearing ſoul to thoughts like 
ours, 
| Silenee, thou lonely x 
See en the hailowed hour that none intrude, 545 
Save a iew cliof:n friend, who ſometimes deign | 
To bl-:3 muy humble roof, with ſenſe refin'd, 
Learning digeſted well, exalted faith, 
Uni. udv'd wit, and humour ever gay. 
Or from the Muſes hill will Pope deſcend, 559 
I 0 raiſe the facre:! hour, to bid it ſwik, 

And with the ſocial ſpirit warm the heart ? 
For thoꝰ not ſweeter his own Homer fings, 
Yet is his life the more endearin.g ſong. 
| Where art thou, Hammond! thou the darling 
by ide, 
The friend a and lover of the tuneful throng ; 556 
Ah, why, dear Youth! in all the blooming prime 
Cf 'vernal genius, where diſclofng faſt — 
Each active worth, each manly virtue lay, 
Why wert thou ravi{t'd from our hope ſo oon? 
What now avails that noble thirſt of fame 
wo _ thy fervent breaſt? that treaſur'd 


Of Nc WIE early gain*d? that eager zeal 
To ſerve thy country, glowing in the band 


Of youthful patriots, who ſuſtain her name? 565 


What now, alas! that life-diffufing charm 

Ot ſprightly wit? that rapture for the Muſe, 
That "cart of friendſhip, and that foul of joy, 
Wich bade, with ſofteſt light, thy virtues mile? 
Ah! only ftew'd to check our fond purſuits, $70 
And teach our humbled hopes that life is vain! 
Thus in ſome deep retirement would I paſs 
The winter-glooms, with friends of pliant ſoul, 
Or Vlithe, or ſolemn, as the theme inſpir'd: 
With them would ſearch if Nature's boundleſs 
| frame 
Was call'd, late rifing from the void of night, 2 
Or ſprung eternal from the eternal Mind, 577 
Its lite, its laws, its progreſs, and its end. 
Hence larger proſpects of the beautcous whole 
Would, gradual, open on our opening minds, 
And each diffutive harmony unite 
In full perſeQtion to th? aſtoniſtꝰd eye. 
Then would we try to ſcan the moral world, _ 
| bs though to us it ſeems — moves 


In . fitted and impelbd 


In general good. The fage Hiſtoric Muſe =: 
Should next . us through the deep of | 
time; 

5 Shew u3 how ice grew, declin'd and fell, | 
In ſcatter d ſtutes; what makes the nations ſmile, 
Improves their ſoil, and gives them double ſuns, 


Aud why they pine beneath the brighteſt flies, 
In Nature's richeſt lap. As thus we talk'd, 


Our hearts would burn within us, would . 
I be portion of divinity, that ray 
olf pureſt heaven, which lights A public 8 
Of patriots and of heroes. But if doom d, 
la powerleſs humble fortune, to ræpreſs 
Theſe ardent riſings of the kindling foul, 
Ther, e'en ſuperior to ambition, we c oo 


ha Would learn the private virtues; how to =_ 


7 
ag! the door be thine ; 
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Thro* ſhades and plains, hag the 'ſmocthc? 
fiream | 

Of rural life; or, ſnatch'd away by hope, 

| Thro? the dim ſpaces of futurity, 

With earreſt eye anticipate thoſe ſcenes Cc; 

Ci happineſs and wonder, lere the mind, 

In endleſs growth and inf uite afcent, 

Riſes from ſtate to tiate, and world to world. 

But when with theſe the 16 οο thought is ſoil'd, 


Of frobe Farcy, aud inceſſant iorm 

Thoſe rapid pictures, that aſſe mbled train 

| | Cf fleet ideas, never jourd before, 
Whence lively Wit excites to gay ſurpriſe, 


Calls Langhter forth, deep-ſhaking every nerve, 
| Mean time the village rouſes up the fre, 
While well-atteſted, and as well believad, _ 
Heard ſolemn, goes the goblin ſtory round, 


Cr, fr. quent in the ſounding hall, they wake 

The rural gambul. Ruſtic mirth goes round; 

| The ſumple joke that takes the ſnepherd's heart, 

Eably plcasd ; the long loud laugh, fincere; 
"ne kiſs ſnatch'd hafty from the fide-long maid, 

Cn purpoſe guardleſe, or pretending fleep; 625 

The lcap, the flap, the haul: and, ſhook to notes 

| Of native mußic, the reſpondent dance. 

| Thus jocund fleets with them the Winter-right. 
The city ſwarms intenſe. The public baunt, 


| Hums indiſtint. The ſons of Riot Bow 


| Down the looſe ſtream of falſe inchanted joy 


To ſwift deſtruction. On the rankled foul 


Of total ruin, honour, virtue, peace, 
Friends, families, and fortunes, headlong nk. 
Up ſprings the dance along the light: d dome, 
Mix'd, and evolv'd, a thauſand iprightly ways. 


| The eirele deepens : beain'd from gaudy robe*, 


| Tapers, and ſparkling gems, and radiant eyes, 
A foit cffulgence oer the palace waves; Ry 


Wnile, a gay in ſect in his ſummer- ine, 8 


| ; wings. 645 


5 Othello rages poor Monimia mourns ; . 


Ard Belvidera pours her foul in love. 


Terror alarms the brewt ; the comely tear 
And raiſes, fy, the fair impartial luugh. 
ſcenes 
Of beauteous lie; whateꝰer can deck mankind, 


Whoſe patriot-virtues, and conſummate {ki]1 


And all Apollo's animatiag fire 660 


| * A charadier in the Cinſcicus Lever rs iter 


153 Sir Near Stecle.” 


We, ſhitting for relicf, would play the fl apes 610 
Cr folly-paintiag Humour, grave him li, 613 


| Tu ſuperſtitious horror creeps Oer all. 620 


Full of each theme, ard warm with mixt diſcourſe, 


The gaming fury falls; and in oue gulf | 63 5 | 
The glittering court effuſes every pomp; (640 


* fop, light ſluttering ſpreads his mealy > 


£ Dread dier the ſeene the ghoſt of Hamkt 


| Steals oer the cheek : or elſe the Comic Muſe 6 50 1 
Folds to the world a picture of itſelf, 5 


Sometimes ſhe lifts her ftrain, and paints the 
| Or charm the heart, in generous Bevil * ſpe wd. | 
O thou! whoſe wiſdom, folid, yet refin'd, 656 


| To touch the finer ſprings that move the world, 
| Join'd to whate'er the Graces can beſtow, 


* + 


„ 


Wb x- 


7 All Vai ure feel: 
Of Winter, only to the thoughtleſs eve 
I ruin ſeen. 
Dra-vs in abundant vegetable foul, 
And gathers vigour for the coming year. 
A fironger glow its on the lively cheek 
Of ruddy Fire; ard luculent along 710 
The purer rivers flow; | 
Tranſparent, open to the ſhepher:!*> gaze, 
An. murmur haarſcr at the fixing froit. 
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ive thee, with pleabrg dignity, to bl ie 


| 2 6c the gnardiaily orgament, aud joy, 


t petit h'd lite, permit che rural M ufe, 

0 © neficrfeld ! to grace with thee her fong ! 
tre to the ſhades again ſhe humbly flies, 
]..culge ber fond ambition in thy train, 

(For every Muſe bas in thy train a place,) 
To mark thy verious full-accomplith'd mind; 
To mars tuat ſpirit which, with Britit. ſcorn, 


665 


| Rejects t ne allurements of corrupted power; Spa 


tat clgaut politeneſs, which excels, 


| - = in the judgment of preſumptuous France, 


{i Laatted manners of her fl. ining court; 


That uit, the vivid energy of ſenſe, 


The truth of Nature, which, with Attic point, 


Aud Lad well-temper'd ſatire, ſmoothly keen, 
 Etwals through the ſoul, end without pain corrects: 
Or, rig thence with yet a brighter dame, 


© 1-t me hail thee on fome glorious day, 

When to the liſtening Senate, ardent, crowd 680 

Pritan ia s ſons to hear her pleaded cauſe, 

Then dreft by thee, more amiahly fair, 

Truth the ſoft robe of mild Perſuaſou wears; 

Thou to aſſenting reaſon givꝰſt again 

Her own enlighten'd ——— call'd from the 
heart, 

Thy obegient Paſſions on thy voice attend; 

And een reluctant Party feels a while | 

Thy gracious power, as thro” the varied maze 


686 


Of cloqueuce, now ſmocth, now quick, now 


{tron 85 


Profonnd and clear, yon roll the copious nod. 
Io thy lov'd haunt return, my happy Muſe; 
For now, b<hokl, the j en Wit. ter-days, 

Froſty, ſuecved, and thro? the blue ſerene, 


F Or gh TO«) tine, th? ethereal nitre flies, . 


| E wine io fed ious damps, and the ſpent ale 695 
String afreſt with clemental life, 
-'.< Iofe CrOW Gs the 7; 


ining atmoſphere, and binds 
Cur firer gether, bodies in its cold emhrac:, 
Coo 44 111 Ter: © for >\is auc 4: Th nates our blood; 


Reet nes ovr ſpirits, throꝰ the new- ſtrung nerves | 

In fwilter allies artig to the brain, 4 
uns the Saul, intenſe, collocted, co: | 
I From every province tw ar ming, void of cure, 
| Batavia ruſhes forth and as tucy ſweep, 


Prin- as te iges, and as the ſeaſon keen. 


che rerovatiag force Eg 
he froſt-concocted gl 


their ſullen deeps, 


What art thou, Froſt! and wheuce are thy 
keen frores 


| Deriv%d, thou ſecret, all-invading Power, i 7135 
Whom eben th Llufive fluid cannot ty? 


Is not thy potent energy, unſeen, 

Myriads of little falts, or hook*d, or ap! 
Like doul-le wedges, and diffus'd immenſe 
Thro' water, earth, and zther ? Hence at eve, 


Steanv'd eager from the red horizon round, 
Wich the fierce rage of Winter deep ſuffus d, 


__— 


. 
8 


— 


| The long reſounding courſe, 


| The foreſt bent beneath the plumy wave, 
l Incrufted hard, and foundiog to the tread 


Fond o'er the river crowd, in varic 4: 
| And revelry diſſolv'd; where mixing Tad, 


—— 
— — 
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An icy gale, oft” ſhifting, ober the pool 
Breathes a blue film, and in its mid career 
Arreſts the Lickeriag ſtream. The looſen'd ice, 


| Let down the flood, and halt dinolv'u by day, 


Rutiles no more, but to the ſedgy bon 


Faſt grows, or gathers round the pointed fone, 


A cry::al paveracnt, by the breath of heaven 
Ceme..ted firm, t., 12% from thore to thore, 


| The whole ĩmpi ĩſo. d river growls below. 
| Lowd rings the frozen earth, and hard refiects 


A double noif>, while at hie evenin 7 watch 


| The village=d-5 deter the nightly thief; | 
| The heifer lows; the diſtant warer=fall 735 


Swells in the bre ze; and, with the haſty tread 


] Of traveller, the bollow-founding plain 


Shakes from acar. The full cther-al round, 
Infinite workls diſcloſing to the view, 
Shines out intenſely keen; and, all one cope 740 
Of ſtarry glitter, glows from pole to pole. | 
From pole to pole the rigid i intivencc falls 


| Thro” the ſtill night, ince ſiant, heavy, — 
| Ard ſeizes Nature fatt. It ſreezes on, 


Till morn, late riing o'er the drooping world, 
Lifts her pale cyes unjoyous. Then appe.rs 746 


| The various labour of the ſilont N'ght; 


Prone from the dripping cave and dumb cafe ede, | 
Whoſe idle torrents only ſeem to roar, | 


The pendent icicle, the froſt- work fair, 750 
Where tranrent bues and fancy*d figures riſe ; 


Wide-ſpouted o'er the bill the frozen brook, 
A bid tract, cold glcaming o the morn ; 3 


And by the froſt refin'd the whircr ſow, 75s | 


{ eorly ſhepherd, as he pen ive ſoeis 


| 8s pining flock, cr from the mountait. ton, - 8 
Plc asd with the ſlippery ſurface, ſ iſt di. ends. 


On blithſome frolics bent, the youthful ſuains, 
Wnile every work of Man is laid vey 4, U ¶l 761 
fact” 


Eappie# of all the train! the raptur'd bay 


| Lades the whirling top. Or, where the Rhine 765 


Pranclvd out in many a long canal extend, 


On wundling Fates, a thoufand difterent ways, 


III eircling poiſe, ſwiit as tie wind, along, 770 | 
\ | The then gay land is madden?! : 
| Nor leſs the northern court wide or the ſaow, 
{| Pour a ne pomp. Eager, on rapid ſleds, 


all to joy. 


Their vigorous youth, in hold contention, wheel | 
Dean time, to 
raiſe 775 


| The manly ſtrife, with bighly blooming charms, _ 
Fluſh'd by the ſeaſon, Scandinavia's dames, 


Or Ruſſia's huxom daughters, glow around. 


Pure, quick, and ſportful, is the wholeſome 


day, 
But ſoon chps'd. The Wim ſun, 79 
Broad ofer the South, hangs at his utmoſt ncon, 


| And ineffectual ſtrikes the gelid cliff: 

His azure gloſs the mountain ftill maintains, 
Nor feels t 
Relenta a * tothe 2 * ; 


feeble touch. Perhaps the vale | 


785 
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Or from the forcfl falls the cluſtered ſnow, 
Myriads of gems, that in the waving gl:am 
Gay-twinkl. as they ſcatter, Thick around 
Thunders the ſport of thoſe who, with the gun, 
And deg impaticut bounding at the ſſ ot, 5:30 
Worſe than the ſcaſon deſolate the fields, | 
Ard, adding to the ruins of the y-ar, 

Did reſs the footed or the father'd game. 

But what is this? Our infact Winter ſinks, 
Diveſted of his grandeur, ſhould our exe 795 
Attoniſt*d ſhoot into the Frigid zone, | 
Where, for rclentleſs months, continual N icht | 
Holds o*cr the glittering waſte her ſtarry reign. 
There, thro? the priſon of unbounded wilds, 
Barr'd by the hand of Nature from eſcape, 300 
Wide roums the Ruſſian exile. Nought around 
Strikes his ſad eye, but deſerts loſt in now, 
And heavy-loaded groves, and ſolid floods, 
That ſtretch, atawart the ſolitary vaſt, 2 
Their icey horrors to the frozen mau; 803 
And chearlcfs towns, far-diſtant, never bleſs'd, 
Save when its annual courſe the caravan 
Fends to the golden coaſt of rich Cathay *, 
With news of human-kind: yet there life glows ; 
| Yet, cheriſh'd there, beneath the ſhining waſte, 
Ihe furry nations harbour: tipt with jet, 811 
Fair ermines, ſpotleſs as the ſnows they preſs; 
Sables of gloſſy black; and dark embrowu'd, 

Er beanteous freakt with many a mingled hue, 


_ Thouſards befides, the coltly pride of courts. 815. 
There, warm together preſsd, the trooping deer 


Sleep on the new-falPu ſnows: and, ſcarce his 
155 heal | - 

Rais'd ver tlie heapy wreath, the branching elk 
I ies flumb' ring, ſullen, in the white abyſs, 


The ruthleſs hunter wants nor dogs nor toils, 920 


Nor with the dread of ſounding bows he drives 
Tue fearſul llying race; with pouderous clubs, 
A weak againft the mountain-heaps they puſh 
Tneir beating breaſt in vain, and piteous bray, 


He lays them quivering on tl? euſanguin'd ſnows, 
And with loud ff.outs rejoicing bears them home. 


There thr * the piny foreft h l- abſorpt, 
Rough tenant of theſe ſhades, the ſhapcleſs bear, 
With dargling ice all herrid, ſtalks ſorlorn 


| Slow-pac'd, aud ſourer as the ſtorin« increaſe, $30 | 


Fe makes his bed heneath tl? inclement dritt, 


ke plant, 

_ Pardens his heart againſt afailing wagt. 

___ id: oer the ſpacious regions of the North, 
7 4 hat ſce Bnotes urge his tardy wan, 83 
A boifterous race, by froſty Caurusf pie red, 
Who littlæ pl.aturc ):now, and fear no pain, 
Prolific ſwarm, They once relum'd the flame 
Ur loft mankird in poliſhad ſavery furk, 


| 


| Di'turb the peaceful current of thꝭ ir time; 


— 


— 


—— — 
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They aſt no more than funple 8 gives; $45 


They love their mountaizs and enjoy their norm. 


No kalle defires, no pride-createc v ants, 


And thro? th: reſtleſs ever-tortur'd maze 
Of pleaſure, or ambition, bid it rage. 8 50 


Their rein- deer form their riches: theſe their | 


tents, 


Their robes, their beds, and all their — 


wealth, 


| Supply, their wholeſome fare, and chearful cups, 
| Ob!equious at their call the docile tribe 


Yicl to the fled their nechs, and whirl them ſwift 
C'er hill and dale, heap'd into one expanſe 856 
Of marbled ſnow, as far as eye can ſweep, 
With a blue cruſt of ice unbounded glaz d. 

By dancing meteors then, that ceaſeleſs ſhake 


| A waving blaze refrafted o'er the heavens, 860 
And vivid moons, and ftars that keener play 


With double luſtre from the gloſſy waſte, 


| Een in the depth of Polar Night, they find 
| A wondrous day; enough to light the chaſe, 
I Or guide their daring ſteps to Finland fairs. 865 | 
| Wiſh'd Spring returns, and from the hazy South, 
While dim Aurora ſlowly moves before, 


The welcome ſun, juſt verging up at firſt, : 


By ſmall degrees extends the  fwelling 1 
| Till ſeen at large for gay 2 months, 870 
Still round and round his 


piral courſe he winds, 
And as he nearly dips his faming orb, | 
Wheels up again, and re-aſcends the fl: y. 


In that glad ſeaſon, from the lakes and floods = £ 
Where pure N'emis* fairy mountains riſe, 855 | 
Ang ſring' d with roſes, Tenglio frolls his fiream, 

| They draw the copious fry, With theſe, at eve, 


They, chearful-loaded, to their tents repair, 
Where, all day long in uſe ful care employ'd, 
neir kind unblemiſt.'d wives the fre prepare. 


Thrice happy race l by poverty ſreur'd 881 
| From legal plunder and rapacious power 


In whom fell Intereſt never yet has ſown 


The feeds of Vice; whoſe ipotleſs fwains ne'er | 


kncw - | 
Injurious « deed, nor blaſted by the breath $35 


Cr faithl-fs Love, their bloomiag daughters woe. 


Still pr- Tag on beyond Tornea's lake, 


| | And Hecla flaming thro? a waſte of now, 0 
Aud, with ttera paticnce, ſcoruing weak. « com- 


And fartheſt Greenland, to the Pule itſelltf, 


Where, failing gradval, life at length goes out, 


The Muſe expands her ſolitary flight, 


Lud, hovering o'er the wild ſtupendous ſcene, 


> M te abge- twin, in hi. book on ohs free of : 

4 2 e eu . af; Her hav "g deſcribed the heaxtiful lake 
18 "n:cu7' tin of Niemi in Lag lar 1, %% — From | 
vera times te ſee | 


tt. Leight we had eppor tunity 


3 Drove martial horde on horde f, with dreadful ee wipers r. fe frem tie lake which the people 


ſwe cep 


Reſiſtleſs ruſhing ober tl. enfecbled South, 841 


Aud gave the vanquiz}'d world another form. 
Not ſuch the ſons of Lapland; wiſely they 
Defpiſe the inſenſate barbarous trade of war; 


* The old one fr Ci inn, 
T Tie Nori eel} intl. 
1 dot Fun clans, 


| of the country c II Haltice, ar nie, they © deem to 
' be tle zu rden f:irits of the meuntains, We had 
b:en frigh ted evith * ſtories of bears thit haunted 


| er pl ce, Fut ſu none. It ſeemed rather a © ple 
a of reſert fer Fairies and Genii than bears? . 
+ Nie ſ me author 0 a ge IT was 7 - 


rijed to ſee, upon the banks of © tots river, (the 


} The winderis 's Terglio, ) reſes of as live'y a red us ary that « are in 
1 # gay gardens,” 


* 


a H. re arms his winds with all- ſu be:: 


I.. «jetted liuge and horrid over tl urge, | 


Of teznpett taken by the hr unclleſs iroft, 915 


895 SY In vin 15 and wei. ri, „ i be ut 


"i nad ike LA «of * 112 *. with 
Feli full exerted at his e tak, 


5 1 Be fa! iar, 7115 1 P: ile t 08) the hy. In. | 92 5 


Roll: the wild O'w, live the ht of men; 


Tiey watte the tedihus gloom. Immer 3d in furs 

Logg the 8. race: nor ſprightly ie, nor vong, 

- New tendernef they now, nor augit or lite 945 
255 . v nd the Kindred | I tact: Nui: W.! the at. 


neee 
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Prelde rev ſeas beneath another flcy “. 

Theoa'd in his palae: of cerule an ice, 

1 Winter holds his unreſcneing _ $95 
Nad thro? hi; airy lull the loud mit ile 

05 driving Tempel is for ever heard: 

tee the: grim tyrant meditat es his wrath, 

Firoſt, 

rail, and tren ſures up his 


— . __— 


Nouki hi- tire 
ſnow 3, 


With which fr: now oppreF-s ai the globe. 


Thence winding caitward to the Cartar's co | 
St. weeps the he margin 07 the main, 
Ware unify; E, Nen the fir it of time, 
$103 well on ſaows a:naing to th. ry, 95 
A ud iey monntotzsy high on mountains pil'd, : | 

dem io the ſhivering fair from atar, | 
Snopelets iu me. an at mop here of cloud: ; 


| | 
ApS! Town 11 ps 55 Cr ruſhing 1 4085 down 19 ; | 
As if chi Chao; was again d turud, 11 


Wik rend the lep, aid i ate the "tolid Pole. 


Gerat: itiel7 no longer can refit 
Ine binding fury, bt in all its rage 


J; maby a fathom to the he thin chained, 
Axl bid to roar nonwrez 4 bieak expanſe, 
Simgg'd ofor with ww rocks, chearlzſs, and void 


Of every "lee, that iron the dreary months | 


Flies conſcious ſouthward. Mit zrohle thy 920 
Win, here entangled in the gathering joe, 


„ To more ezulted f. 


Char g'd with the ſtares of Furope, home h 


Tare their Jak lu of the det cending fun! | 


Wii, full or d. ach, and there witu tentold froſt, 


Falls horrible. Suech was the Briton's fate 2 92 5 
Az with fir t prow (want | have not Eritons dad!) | 
As bor the pat 10 2 L9UZeNy atto mt? a ſinee 


By jexiovs Mature with et-r: ſl bars. | 
Fr thete fo I! rentons, in Arz: 1a caught, 93 
Ant to the t 5 deen huis i le [10 | 

i haplef' crew, 


© 


F-122 io ſtata as: to the cordag- ghd 


Hr by theſe tes, where fearce his [reeziug 
fir- ain 


And, üt-enlivende by the dittavt inn, 

Tat rear. a:: 5 n: man, ge will as rants, 
Here human notu 2 woars ts rudeſt for in — 80 
Dp irom th. packs * . ſunk in caves, 
ere by avll res, nad with u. aÿbvous cheer, 


Tin n at bt „ati, luer roles 8 14 un 
©! J' *Dig 


172 duirce d 158 ze to tue Cane, 


* Tie ether lic, ere. 


neils a log twilight hriglit'ning er ils ir iiclds, | 


Artic: calls tl 


on 


What cannot ad ive government periore, 90 
New. moulding Man! Widee!tretching from tliefe 
ther=s, 
A people ſvage from remateſt time, 
huge neglectad empire, one vat Mind, 
By Heren inſpir '4, rom Gothic tated call d. 


Im mortal Peter! firſt of Monarchs ! he 955 


Fin ſtuhhorn conntry m', her rocks, her fens, 
ter lands, ner fear, bor ill-fubmitting ſons 3 
And vile the Gone Rarbarian he ſubduꝰã, 

he rail the Man. 8 
Va ſſ actes of ancient heroes! ye with toiPd, 960 
Thr long ſreceffive ages, to build up 8 


A labot ring plan "os tate, bebold at once 


Ihe vonder hone! behold the raatecl:1=ts prince! 
Who left his native throucs where reign'd, till 
then, | oo 


| A mighty ſhadow of unreal power: : 9653 


Who grewly ſpurnꝰd the ſotiiſul pom of counts, 
Mod roaming very land, in every port 

Fi: ſ:2ptre aid aids, with glorious hand 

Ur weary'd plying the mechanic tool, = 
(z1ther'd the feeds of trade, of ure arte, 885 
t evil wiſdom, and of erte f& N. 


77 


Then cities rife an] ti iilumin'd vente; 

Over ſoyleſs defurts fmiles the rural rein | 
Far-ditant Joocl to fond is ſocial irs ; 975 
TWaſtoniſhed Fnxine luars te Palits roavy © 
Proud navics ride on fca; that never fham'd 

v Ra daring keel befor2; and armics ſtreten 

Fm way their dazzting files, reps ug here 


The long, long night, incumbent ofer their heads, T. no ane Alezandor of the Non thy 099. 
And aw ing tre ſtern Ott mats ſhri ing ons. 


Sloth flies the land, and! gu oranc: and V ce, 

O old ditk ono proud: it glows arou: 5 | 

| Tavyit by the Roy Bard tnt rue the whells, 
One ſcene of arts, of aria, of rii ng irt 8 fs 
For what hi; wiflomn plan d, and power enforc'd, 
Dore potent mill, his gruat example f few. 


poirt, 
Blew ballo- Vluſteriug from tue South, Sub 
avert, --- | 
The iroft ref lves into a wien Rag thaw. 999 


Srotted the mountai.as if ine, logie Puct de ſeer' l, 


Gt bonds impatiant. Spit.» fram the hills, 
(„rere s and worhs, in brow hroven eataratts, 
A thouſand ſHheow- ed torrents hoot et ont, ogg 


-w—-y 


| Ard, wi-er2 they ruſt, the wideersſounding plain 


1: IL. one !'imy walle. Thoſe ſulle 1 n at, 

Thet wat tw ungenial P le, wall ref :z0 more 
don entù the ſhaciles of the mighty Nc "y | 
Nut, ronfing all! heir waves, reitet: ha e. ec 
Aad hork ! the Je- gthenir ros continuous runs 

| Athewrert the riſtcd Corn; at oe it buy? 

Ard pile oa thwart 8 teins to tho af | 
V1] fares the bark Wit. trembling Wrotcats en ire'h, 
That, ofs'd amid tlie doatiug Fragments, Moors 

| Beneath the f. elter o7 an icy 1 * | 1505 


11 
I S'r Hug HIT. n * by Que: * Z 4557 
+3 «1 { 007 F tic Die? Fo 2. /s £ Wm 5 
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. 


Wilen {ht obere. en: the £ 122, and norror FOE 

More it at E. Can! nurn force e . re 

ike u imme miſechiets that heſega trim my d? 

Mont TO Wing nun ger, ſainling went f, 110 
e {) ef | 


NMutterigg 7, the winds at eve, with blunt: 4 


And 6945 the ccunt ry round, L The river Sg eli, : 


. i — — —— —— — 
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The roar of winds and waves, the cruſh of ice, 


Now cealing, now renew*d with louder r1 ge, 


And in dire echoes hellow ing round the man. 


More to embroil the deep, leviathan, 
And his unwieldy train, in dreadful ſport, 


ON'S POEMS. 


| All now are vanifh%1! Virtue {ole ſurvives, 
Immortal never-failing friend of Man, 

His guide to happineſs on high. Aud fee! 

| *'Tis come, the glorious Morn ! the feco d birth 


to 


10 15 Of heaven aud earth! awakening Nature hears 
Tempeſt the looſenꝰd brine; while thro” the gloom, | 


Far from the bleak inboſpitable ſhore, 


The new. creating Word, and ſtarts to life, 


In ever beichten d iorm, from pain and death 
Loading the winds, is heard the hungry how! | For ever free, The great eternal ſcheme, 1945 
Ot famiſh'd monſters, there awaiting wrecks. 


Yet Providence, that evcr-waking Eye, 
Looks down with pity on the feeble toil 

Of mortals loſt to hop", and lights them ſaſc 
Throꝰ all this dreary labyrinth of Fate. 


is done! dread Winter ſpreads his lateſt 


glooims, 


And reigus tre men dous oer the conguer'd year, 


How dead the vegetable kingdom lies! 


How dumb the tuneful! Horror wide extends 


His defolate domain. Behold, fond Ma! 


Sce here thy pictur'd lite; paſs ſome few years, 
Thy flowering Spring, thy Sununer's ardent 


ſtrength, 
Thy ſober Autumn fading into age, 
And pale concluding , inter comes at laſt, 


And ſkits the ſcene. Ak! wither now are ied 
taoſe unſolid hopes 


_ Thoſe dreams of greatneſs ? 
Of happineſs? thoſe longings after fame ? 


Involving all, and in a perſeà whole | 
1020 Uniting, as the proſpect ieler ſpreads, 
To Reaſon's eye reſin'd, clears up apace. 

| Ye vai: ly wiſe! ye blind preſumptuous ! now, 
Conlſourded in the dutt, 2lore that Power 

And Wiſdom oft* arraign'd; ſee now the canic 

Why unaſſumig Worth in ſecr-t liv'd 5 

And dy*d neglected; why the good man's ſhare 

1026 In life was gall and biteruefs of foul 3 

Why the lone widow and her orphans pin'd 

In ffarving ſolitude 3 while Luxury, 

In pal:ces, lay training ber low thought Sn 

To form uureal wants; why heaven- born Truth, | 

And Moderation fair, wore the red marks 


That eruel ſpoiler, that emboſom'd foe, 
Imbitte:d all our blifs. Ye Good diftreſt! 
Ye noble Few ! who here unbending ſtaud 


1035 | Beneath lice's preſſure, yet hear up a while, 1065 
Thoſe reſtleſs cares? thoſe buſy buſtling days? | And what your bounded view, which only ſaw 
| Thoſe gay-ſpent, feſtive mages | ? thoſe veering 


thoughts, 


g Alittle part, deem'd evil, is no mere; 


| WU The ftor:ns of Wiatry Time will quickly paſs 
| Loft benween good and that ben thy Lie? : ; 


Aud one unbounded 8 encircl: all, 


105.1 


155 


100 
| 10 31 | Of Superſtition's ſcourge; why licens'd Pain, 
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A HYMN. 


HESE, as they chinge, Almighty Father! theſe 


Die but the vricd Cod. Tue rolling year ' 


1 full of Thee, Forth in the pleaſing Spring 
Thy beauty walks, thy dendernets aud love. 
Wide flu the field, ; th: ſoitening air is balm; 5 
Fel the mountains round; the for.:ſt ſoxil=s ; 
Aud every ſenſe, and every heart, is joy. 

Then comes Tuy glary in the Summer months, 
With light and heat refulgent. Then Thy fun 
Shonts full perſetio:; t: uro the lwelliag Vcar; 19 
And oft? Thy voice iu dreadful tinnder ſpealas; 
And oſt' at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 


Thy bounty ſhin-s in Autumn unconfin'd, 
And ſpreads a common featt tor all that lives. 15 
In Winter awful Thou! with clouds and ſtorms 
Around Thee thrown! tempeſt o'er teinpe ſt roll, 
Maje ſtic darkneſs ! On the whirlwind's wing, 
Riding fublime, Thou bidſt the world adore, 
And bumbleſt Nature with thy northern blaft. 2c 
Myſterious round! what fill, what force 
© divine, 
Deep felt, in theſe appear! a ſimple train, 
Yet ſo delightful mix'd with ſuch kind art, 
Such beauty and beneficence combin'd, | 
Shade, unpereeiv'd, fo ſoftening into ſhade, 25 
aud al! io ſormi g an harmonious whole, 


That as they fail fuccc ad they raviſn ſtill. 
But wandering t, with brute uaconſcious gaze, | 


Man arks not Tie, marks not the mignty ba. 
That ev. r-huly „ wheels the fon Tplcres, 5³ 
Works in the nere: weh, '!hoots, ſtcamir 7, the ac 
The fair profuſion that o'er: yorads the Spring! 
tings from the ſun dir-& the flaming day, | 
7 Feels every creature, hurls the tempett forth, 
| And, a3 on earth this grateful change revolv ae, 5; 
With tranfport touches all the # prinzgs or luc, 
Nature, attead ! join every living ſoul 
Beuntli the ſpocious temple of th. iky, 
In ad ration join, and ardent raife 
One general for g To Him, ye vocal Gale: ! 
Breathe foft, wink Spirit in your freſhneſs | 
: breathes : 
h talk of him ia ſolitary glooms! . c 
here, ver the rock, the ſcare: ty waving pine 
Fills the brown fade with a religious awe, 
And Ye! whnte holder note is d alar, 
VWioftaxetl aſtoniſt. d world, lift high tolk aver 
Ti imprtuous ſong, and ſay from whom ye 
r 
Hi: pruis', y. Rronl! attune, v » tr 
And let inc catch it #3 : ruſ. along, 
Ve ivadlong Torrents! rapid and profound! 
Ye ſafter Flood: ! thrt lad tt: humid maz: 
Aivag the vale : and thou, Matic Main ! 
ſzcr2t world of wonders in thyfelt, 
Sound His ſtupendous praiſe, whoſe greater voice 
Or * you roar, or baſs your Foagings fall. 


->mbling Rill! 


| Bleit aut afreſh, ye Hills! 
| Retaia the louad ; tue broad reſponſive low, 7 
By brooks and groves, in hollow-whipering gals, | Ye Vallies! raiſe; ſor the Great Shepherd reigns, 


ve Woodlands all! awake; M a boundleſs 2 


4 An). at 


6 — 
1 


by ii {F 1 Ki 5 e ; 


Flames wm ue ** 
Since Coch! 15 2 ver preleat, err felt 135 
In the vill wafte as in the city fult! 


45 


55 
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Soft roll your inceaſe, herbs, and fruits, and 


flowers, 
la mingled clan ds, to Him, whoſe ſun exalt:, 
Whole breath perfumes you, and whote pencil 
| aint, 
Ye Foretis! bend; ve Iharveſts! wave to Him 3 
Breath. your {till fon into the reaper's heart, 60 


A home he gs beneath the joyous moon. 
V that keep wateh in heren! as earth afleep 


Unconſcicus lic-, e&:fe your mildeſt beams, 


| Ye Confelg ns! while your angels ſtrike, 


Amid the iÞ: pangled tky, the ſ.lver lyre, 
Great ſource of day ! beft image here b*low 
Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide, 


6; 


From world t+ world, the vital ocean round, 
On N 


tute write, with cvery beam, his pr aile. 
The thunder rolls: be kuth'd the proftrate Work?!, 
While cloud to cloud returns the ſolemn hy no. 


ye moſſy Rocks! 
And his unſuffering kingdom yet will come, 75 


Burſt ſrom the | eqns ; and when the reſtloſs day, 
Expiring, lays the warbling world aflcep, 


Sweetelt of birds! fweet Philomela! charm | 
Ticliftening ſhades, and teach the night 22 


Ye, chief, tor whom the whole creation ſmiles 
At once the head, the heart, aud toague of all, 


Crown the great hymn. Tn warming cities van, 
 Afembled Men 


| The long-reſounding voice, oft? breaking clear, 


to the deep organ join, 
At ſolemn pauſes, thro? the ſwellir: 3 bafe, 
And as cach mingling fame increas each, 


86 


| In ene united ardour r riſe to heaven. 


Or if ye rather choote the rural ade, 

Avpd fnda Fa: e in every ſacrcd grove, 

Imre It the fl. eplus ue, the — h, 5 
Tue prom g#f 117 5% raphy and rhe py. ts lyce 

Still ting the Cod of Seaſous ar they roll. 


Lor me, whouTt betet the darling theme, 


| A Mother 5 . 15 1 212 bloss. the du onrr ray 95 
| Rui? 


int ine * 
*n ih . A A its 


7 li d LP 


um glam, 
Con 7 ran, 
me, wy Fey Plat no more, 
»A t or, et mx Hurt to beat! | 
COB tient it:  awrineft verge 
e 8 41.147 har harous climes, | 
. aun .: iidy whe. 2 tir it the! run 
ttz 0 alu, cr is fotting beam 
tie 128, 13 nought to me 3 
85 105 


Or Vino: rie: 


22 IV unn 


Sw 


Shot Far: ys 


1 Rovers un: 


» 


ak: v& < 


And where he vill breathes there muſt he } Joy. 5 
When en at Li ine Ve m her ſhall cone, 
And wing my my tic tight to ſuture worlds, 

1 chenrful will bes; there with new Powers 110 
| Will rifng word»: fn... I cannot go 


| Where Univer Cl Law © not auils around, 


Suſtaining all yo? orbs, and all their ſo.:s, 


1 From ſo In: ing eV i! teilt ech: ei: ig good, 


And bitter theac. again, and better itill, 


In infinite prog reſſ.on. But l loſe | 


Myſelf in Him, in Light Inc flable; 


Come then, c cxpreſlive Silenes ! we Hs praiſe. 
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BRITANNIA. 
A POEM. 


Et tantas audetis tollere moles ? 

Quos ego—ſed motos præſtat componere fluctus. 
Poſt mihi non ſmili paya commi a Juctis, 
Maturate fugam, regique hac dicite veitro: 

Nou illi imperium — 
Sed mihi ſorte datum 


8 an the ca- beat ſhore Britannia wh 
Of her degenerate ſons the ſaucy fame 
Dec p in her anxious heart revolving Ya, 
Bare was her throbbi:.g boſom to the gale, 
That I. Har ſc aud hollow iror the bl-ai turge blew; 


Lonſ: dowd her trefics, reut her azure robe. 0 

Hung o er the deep, from ter maje Hie ro. 

She tore the laurel, and ſhe tore the bay; 

Nor cad the copious grief to bathe her cheek, 
Nor ces her jobs to murmur to the main. 10 


Peace diſcontented nigh, departing, ſtretcid 
Her dove-like wing; aud War, tho? greatly rous*d, 
Yet mourns her feuer'd bands; while taus the 
Queen 
Of XN tions ſpoke, and what the ſaid the Muſe 
Recorded, faithful, in uwabilden verſe. 15 
E'en not you fail, that from the ſxy-mixt wave 
Dawus on the fight, and wafts the Royal „„ꝗ— 
A freight of futur glory to my ſhores 
| Fen not the flattering view of golden days, 
And rifirg periods yet of bright renown, 
Bencarth t — and their en- lleſs line 
| Thr late re volving time can focth tay rages 
While, unchaſtis'd, the in ulti.ig Spaniacy Gares 
FPafeſt the trading flood, full of vain war, 
pie my navigs, and my merclucts ſcize, 
As, trutting to falſe peace, they fearleſs roa:n 
The world of waters u Kd, made by the toil 
And liberal blood of glorious ages mi:es 
Nor burſts my ſlerpiug thunder on their head, 
Whence this uaw oated patience ? this weak 
doubt? ER 
bis tame befeect ing of rep:fted peace ? 
Tais me- k for!-rraice 2 ti unnative rear, 
To gen >yous Britons never l own before 2 
| And faird my ikcta, tor tis, on Indian tides 
T gont, unge ve, with the veering winds 2 
The mocks ry of war! while hot Diſcuſe, 
Aud Sloth diſtemper*d, ſwept off burning crowds, | 
For action ardent, and amid the deep, 
| Inglorious ſunk them in a watery grave, 
| There new they lie benenth the rolling ood, 40 
ir from their friends and country unaveng'd, 
iel hack the dre opioꝗ war- Hip comes again, 
Pity: rite dQ, and thin; Tis dr ons at ai, as 
Thy: dv te rei their native hore 
With not one g! V ſrarlirg in their eyes 
. tr mph on their tony we. A paſlenger, 
Tue violated merchant comes along, 
IUat ne-louglit wealthy for which the NOXICUS 
gals 


25} 
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** ae Ji. 4 ar Fea. coy. E. 2 Lately «rr ied, | 


THOMSON'S POEM S. 


He drew and ſweat beneath Cauator fon :, 
Py wwlcls force detainꝰd ; a leres that ſoon 
Would melt away, and every tpoll retign, 
Vere once the Eritit. Lion learcd to roar, 
\Vhener is it that the proud Iherian thus, 
their own weilkafloricd ele ment, 
| Dares rouze to wrath the maſters of the main? 55 
Who told him that the big incumbent war 
Would not, ere this, have rolPd his tremblix 8 


38 


ö ports 


20 


= 


- 0 = trideatem, | 
V n 


; 3 Bu 1 
| Een in thoſe troubled times, when dro alu Blake 
| Aud angry nations with the Brit: name, | 
| Let every humble ſtate, It Europe ſoy, 


In ſmoky ruin ? ? and bis quilty ſtores, 
Won by the ravage of a buteher'd worid, 
Yer un ata: "i, ſunk 1 Iii the fv: allowing 8 g Jeep, 
Er led the glittering prize into the Thames 2 
nere wart a time (oh let wy languid ſons 
Reſume their ſyirit at the rouſing thou gat!) 
When all the ages of Spain, in one drcad lect 
SwWaell hk over the laizring ſurge 3 like a whole hea» 
ve 65 


Go 


= Of clouds, wide rolid before the boundleſs brecre. . 


Gaily the ſplendid armament along 
-xutant plougb'd, re HC Aing a red gleam, 

As ſunk the ſun odr ul the Faming Vatt; | 
Tail, gorgeous, aud clute, drunk with the dream 

Of eafy conquell ; while their bloated War, 71 

Stretch'd out from fl:y to ſky, the gather'd force 
Cf ages hd iu its capacious womb ; 

But {oun, reg ar cis of the cumbrous pomp, 
My dauntleſs Britons came, a gloomy Few ! 75 
With tempeſt black the goodly tcene deform'd, 
| Ao! laid their glory waſte. The bolts of Fate 
| Ruuilets thunder'd through their yiekling » des 3 
Fierce oer their beauty blaz'd the lurid tame; 
And feiz'd in norrid gaſp, or f atter*d wide 80 


Amid the mighty waters, deep they funk. 


Ihen, too, from ev'ry promentory chill, | 
| Rank ten, and cavern, where the wild wave works, 
' {wept coufede rate winds, and ſwell'd a ficrm. | 
Round tir glad Iſle, ſnateh'd by the verge] bla, 
he ſcatter'd remnants drove; on the blind ikcive 
And pale ted rock, that mars the 1:Gented frore, 
Relentleſs duſh'd, where loud the nortic rn main 
| Hows thr? the iractwr*& Calccdouian ies. ; 
Such were the dawnings of wy watry re ign : 90 
ace how vait it grew, how ai:{ctut = 


Sutarrd and balanc'd by indy naval arm. 
Ah ! what muft thoſe Jnncart i fpirits think 


v ho fac'd the blackeſt danger, renew no car, 
No meat. i: omiſhon, but commanded peace ? 
Ab! 
| ( If aught but j Joy can te; uch ethereal brcafts) 
With 2 ame, with grief, to fee their ſechle ſons 
Shrink trom that empire oer the conquer? ſeas 


For which thcir wildom plaun'd, their councils 


glow*d, 
And their veins bled, thro? many a tolling age ! 
Oh! Crit of human blefFngs, ard ſupreme ! 106 
Fair Peace ! how lovely, how delightful thou ! 
By whoſe wide tie the kindred ſors of men 
Like brothers live, in amity combin'd, | 
110 


And unſuſpicious faith ; while honeſt Toil 


os | 


(7 vonr poor ſhift+? thote, for their country% good, 


bow with indignation mut they burn! 166 


THOMSON'5S POEMS. 


(os ey Inv, and t, thoſ joys a richt, 
Wwuich teile art arou Ra; inc Mut wt ICH 
Pun 33 thy reign, une „ unaceur a Iv blond, 
d wy it fave we foremtiier, of nidulgeyt Jowers, 
Wo, Bag: diftils into the vernatet Ale be; 113 
: ited 2 man glei cura li, fac, | 
M han e blithe ſkcav.s I: te fc itrer'd oor the 
Pra 
When ory fr ining f} ares, the erobert xn Lr 
Aud nc. 255 imprint the vegetubl. wound; 
hn le land Elufkes with the role alone, 
Tw "Hg ir ottage and the blog vine. 
Cn. P. thou Hurce and foul or ſocial Icy 
F-ucith whoſe calm inſpiring infuence 
detect his vr entarvrs, Art r-fines, 
Aud eig Commer:: pens all . vort; 125 
Ele ft be the man divire who wives es thee! 
V. bid the trug pe? Eu bis h-xric clang, 
Noe blow the giddy wat du, into rage; 
o enths the naar: co bla, the deadly 
7 
Leto the well-piPd or: o returns 
And, ev-ry vigour roi. the wor! of death 
Te grateſul induftry converting, males 
The counter for: r., 'avd the city fine. 
Unriolated, him the virgin Frogs, 
And wm tlie fs Jy menber to her tram: 
CE bim the Zepird, ir the Peacerul Cate, 
Channts : ard, the: tre: uſures of bis —— fore, 
Tue huttandivan of hira, as at the plogh 
r team he trils. With nim the tailor ſooths, 
Bene the ttembling raoon, the midright 
waves | 2 140 
And tue full city, Warer, from firect to fireet, 
Aa Hop ſbep, reſponſwe, ling; of him. 
Nor jeys one Leid lere ; bis praiſe extænds 
Fav a du fun raus ti ditarye dey, 
Far a> + „ hbroe20 cur Ou ths Fiſts 70 Poet, 
Tk the 1 F bs 
Vx ai. 4 v 1 % 20 Pede : 
| th. 2 
What p. * 
M nt net 
Fa from; 
Ferie thy hae knows, thy fri rien! 
To awan nat ve: but the letter holly 
Te ric: we of delight, ſametime the more 
1. zerhalle war? when rufian Force 
A +125 the fury ot an ir jn'd kate 2 


129 


a 6 
— * 
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U 


1 
a+. 


135 
2 . in 112 — 17 2. 


* $400 #5 
4 3 


the 


ce? whit incofant care? 


— 
* wy 1 n {s (5; 12 


i pay” W121 
7. I ri rot d, wit ræpre wh? 173 


ip. 


ne, 


135 


| 8 n id Ly 5 ld infult, 2d i i. 41013 rave, 
Vun „ and Tu gui: chec b thy > anon. * ns 
Of Violence confound, firm as his cauſe 
= nolder heart 4, in aw irudſics clad, 
His eyes effulgiug a peoultir fre; 
| * id a+ ke char ges tc? the proftrate var, 
Elis keen arm tcaches zuthileſs inen no rere 
| + „dare tac facr<d ve: of th- pry. 
And what, wy thouglitlels Sons! 1.616 fire you 
more, 105 
H tan when your well earn'd Empire of the Deep 
: Teac beginning injury receives? | 
shit better cauſe enn call your lightning ſorth 2. 
Y-ur thunder wake? your deoarctt lic An! 2 
What better cauſe, than when your cut, 4 Ke 


E 


7e. ere 2 


135 


d . u 10 


en be ned batient man, whom Reaſon rules, 
| | Ju which ten tow fo, 


Th: fy deftrv®ion at her vitals aim'd ? 

For, oh! it wotlk imports you tis your all, 

To keep your trade entire, entire the force 

Aud acz2ur c your flects;, Oer tat to watch, 
n will a hand ſevere, and jeal. us eye. 175 

tn ir tercourte be gentle, generous, juſt, 

By vi.dom poli”, and of mar ners fair 

But on the ſ-a be terrible, untam'd, 
Uounguerable 3 5, læt none efcope, = 

| Who ſtall but aim to touch your glory there. 180 

Is there the wan, into the lion's den f 

Who dares intrude, to ſnateh his young away? 

And is a Briton ieir'd, and ſeiz u beucath 

The lumbering terrers of a Briti1, ftiect? 

Then ardent rite! oh! great in vergearce riſe! 

ertorn the proud, teach Rapine to reſtore; 186 

And as you ride ſublimely round the world, 

Male every veſſel ::aop, make every flate 

At once their welfare and their duty know. 

| This is your glory; this yo.» wiſdom ; this 1 90 
The native power for wich you were deſign'd 

By Tate, when Tate deiign'd the frmeſt Nate 

That eber was ſeated on the tubjeR ſea; 

A tate alone where Liberty ſhould hv | 

In theie late times, ths evening of mankind, 195 

When Athens, Rome, and Carthage, are no 

more! 
| The world al moſt in ſlaviſh fleth diffolv'd, 
For this theie rocks around your coaſt were 
thrown 3 


171 


— — — — — 


— 


RY 


| For this your oaks pecul liar harden*d, thi 


Stror g into ſturdy growth; for this your hearts 
Swell with a fullen courage, growing ſtill 201 
As clanger grows; ard dure rgt3 and toil for this 
Are liberal pour'd o'er all the fr vent land. 


| Then chsriſh this, tirs urexpenſve power 


Ui dur gerous to tac Pu! icy ever Prompt, 
laviſh Nature thruft into your hand; 
And, uncicuin.r'd with the bulk im: work 5 
(r ent, zus als, whence lui ge empires roſe and fell 
Sele -eruf! . extend your r-ign from ſtore to 

nere. 2 | Op 
 Wher:*:r the wind your high h-hefts can ow 
_ 4 fix it deep ois eterual haſe. 

For ſhould the ti, fall rie 0; ce give way, 
on PaCkeinedt gu de 0 Pa: it 7<cuvery broke, 
Ft gatbers ruin as if reh abeng, 
Steepervſhing dow: tethet devouring gulf 
Wire wav amis empire buried lies. 
And tould rhe big: bundant ioc of Trade, 
; thouſard labours join 
Their ſeveral currents, till the houndleſs tide 
Rolls in a rad iaut deluge oer the Jand, 


A 8 


__ 
— a 


_ 
— — — 


215 


220 


1 Should this bright dream, tlie leaſt butt d, 


point | | 


fte courſe another way, Cr other wats 
The various treaſure would reiifileſs pour, 
N. *cr io > be on again.; its ancient tract 


Leit a vile chanvel, deſolate, and dead, 225 


With all around a miferable waſte. 
Not Egypt, were her b<tter heaven, the Xile, 
Turr'd in the pride of flow, when o*cr his 
rocks 
And roaring cataracts, beyond the reach 
Cf divzy Viiiew Fil, in one wide flaſh 
An Etluop ian deluge foams amain, 
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(Whereo woudcrin, $ i= Le trac'd him from the Sloth, 3 gnora1e, dejeftion, fattery, fear, 


#y *) 


Ln not that prime of earth, where barvells; The human being almoſt quite extinct, 


crow d 
On untill'd harveſts all the teeming year, 


And the whole itate in broad corruptica ſinks. 
Oh! ſtun that gulf; that gaping ruin ſhun ! 


It of the iat o*criyowing culture robbe, 236 Aud countleis ages roll it far away 


Mere then a more uncomiortable wild, 

steril, and void, than, of her trade depriv'd, 
Britons! your boalted Me : her privces ſunk, 
Her hich-Luilt honour moulder' to the dutt, 
Innerv'd her force, her fpirits vaniſli'd quite, 


The light of life! the ſun of human-kind! 


| flame, 
gen where the keen depreffive North deſcends, 


With rapid wing ber riches fled away, 241 Still ſpread, exalt, and aftuate your powers : 


Tier uutreq;. e ted ports alone the ſign 

Cr waat fre was, her merchants ſcatter'd wide, 
Lier collouw ap- Nut up, and in her firects, 
ler tells, wor: ds, markets, villages and ro LY 


And may a public ſpirit from the Throne, 
| Where every virtue fits, ga copious forth, 
Live oer the land, the finer arts inſpire, 


Ine chearful voice of labour heard no more. 246 | Make thoughtful Science raiſe his penſrve head, 


h! let not, then, waic luxury impair 


That _ ſoul of. toil, which ttrings your | And the rough ſous of loweſt Labour ſmile ; 


nerve 
And your own proper happineſs creates! 


As when, profuſe of ſpring, the looſen d Weſt 
Lifts up the pining year, and balmy breathes 


h! let ret the ſoft penetrating plague 280 Youth, life, and love, and beauty, o'er the world, 


Creep on the free-born mind, and, working there, But "bafte we from theſe melancholy ſhores, 23; | 


| w inn the f arp tooth of many a n Nor to deaf winds and waves our fruitleſs plaint 


Want | 
 Endlefs, ad idle all, eat out the heart 
Of Liberty, the high conception blaſt, 


The noble ſentiment, tt impatient feorm 2355 


Cf baſe ſubject ion, and the ſwelling wiſh 
Tor general good eraſng from the mind; 


Wh lle nought ſave narrow ſelſiſneſs ſucceeds, . 
And low deſign, the ſneaking paſſions all =” 
It looſe, and reigning in the rankled breaſt, 260 | 


Induc'd at laſt, by fearce perceiv'd degrees, 
napping the vory trame of government 
| At: d Uke, 2 ic: al diſtolution ches; 


Pour weak. The country claims our active aid; 


1 | That let us roam, and where we find a ſpark 


Of public virtue, blow it into flame. 


In fearle ſs truth, myſell, transform d, preſide, 
And thedthe ſpirit of Britannia round. 


[ — ar rough cadence of * daſhing ware. 


Cpyr.i7 ou ragir g oer the waſte he riakes, 26 2 


| Frqm you, ye heaven-belov'd! May Liberty, 270 
Whence heroes, bards, and patriots borrow | | | 


While ſlav iſh ſouthern climates beam in vain. 27c 


Blow the freth bay, bid 1 rejoice, 280 


Lo! now, my ſors, the ſons uf Freedom! meet 
In awful ſenate : thither let us fly, 291 
Burn in the patriot's thought, flow from his tongue 


)!! ⁵ Ä _ 


This faid, her ficeting form and airy train 295 . 
| Sunk: in the gale, and nought but rugged rocks 
| Ruſt'd on the broken eye, and nought was heard 
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LIBERTY, A POEM. 
IN FiVE PARTS, 
TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 
FREDERICK PRINCE OF WALES, 
SIR, 


\ fon, that preventing © g2nerotity, why 
_ which your Royal Highneſs received the follow i: g 
Poem under your protection, I cua alone aiciibe 
4 to the recommendation and influence of the 
ſubject, In you the cauſe and concerns of Liber- 
ty have ſo zcalous u patran, as entitles witever 
may have the leaſt tendency to promote them to 
the diſtinctioan of your favour : and who can en- 

t2rtain this delightful reflection, without fecling 
a pleaſure far ſuperior to that of the ſondeſt au- 
thor, and of which all true lovers of their country 
mult part.cipate? To behold the noble diſpoſi- 
tions of the prince and of the patriot united; and 
overflowing benevoleace, generoſity, and can- 
dour of heart, Joined to an enlightened zeal for 
| Liberty, an intimate perſuaſſon that on it d pends 


the happiaeſ: ant glory of both kings and peo- 


pie; tu ice TAcle Eiuing on! in public virtues, as 
they have hitherto ſmiled in all the ſocial lights 
ad privat2 accompliſhme:ts of lite, is a proſpect 
that cannot hut iuſpire a general ſentiment of ſa» 
tisfaction and gladneſs, more eaſy to be felt than 
expreſſed, 


If the following attempt to trace Liherty from | 


mme firſt ages, down to her excellent eftabliſhineat 
in Great Britain, can at all merit your apyr:ba- 
Eon, and prove an entertainment to your Royal 

Highneſs, if it can in any degree anſwer the dig- 


| nity of the ſubject, and of the name under which 


preſume to ſhelter it, I have my beſt reward; 


particularly as it affords me an opportunity of de- 


clar ing that | am, withthe greate't zealandreſpect, 
Sir, Your Royal Highneſs's 
Mott obedicut aud mott devoted Sur vent, 
Janes Tnows0 8, 


7 ANC Nr & MODTRN ITALY COM. \RE D. 
: _ PART I. 
The fe! Towing Peem is thrown le the f. n Ti a pace 
tical Lion. Its |. ene the ruins ef anci. mt Ine, 
Jhe goiileſ. of Liberty, who is apt ite 
through the whote, appears chara@eriſcd a. Brie 
tiſh Liberty, towerſe 4% Gives a view ef oy er- 
Italy, and m of refubiican Rome, in 
_ al! her mag ni ſic ence ard glary, to ver. 112, This 
cent raſſed by meacrn Ley; its gallery, mountains, 


euiturey citics, feop'er, ihe differerce rn N 


- Jironge/t in the capical city, Rome, to ver. 234. 
Tie ruins of the great wor tr of Liberty mare mage 
nic ent thin the berrazwed femp of Oppreſſ an; 


ond! from them revived Sculpiure, . inting, and 


- ArchiteFure, to ver, 356. The Roman: ge- 
| trophized, cebit / regard te tie ſeveral melucrche!y 
cha: gen in Lay: Hr ace, Le , and ir git, ui 
red 10 their Ter, Tuſcuam, an- le 22 
cer. 287. Mat one fire? and me}! nme 
fart of Hraly, all aiong the Coult of Bun, ww 


NI refet upon that ready condefſc0r- | 


| Should jog her dating ſubject to thy fat. 


T. iy apflied to Brit uy, i ny, 546 . Ae 
te tue goduejs ef Liberty, that Nec v 2 
V em te Hirt ages, her uf 4. _ . > . 
dleſcriſ tien of <ohich crnſiirutes the je 2 tie 
following purta of this Teen. She * * 
communds cpi t fhe ſys to be ſurg i in Biitein, 
 ewheſe hap neſs urijerg from *reeuom ume 
Anarchy flee mur ks, ts ver. 391. 
Tſiom ati en de, and paints her wor de, 


<1: [1 amet: "ate 
Ie c.. 


My lamented Talbot! while with thee 
The Muſe gay-rov'd the glad Heſperian 
round, | 
Ard drew the i: a piei. 18 breath of ancient arts, 
Al? lid. tho. ht Oc ace returning verie 


5 
And does the my iti; veil from martal Le 1 

In volve thole eyes where cv ry virtue fail, 
And all thy fither's candid ſpirit Nene? 


. 


| The light of reaſon, pure, without aclowl; 


Honour difdaining ble miihy cordial alt!, 
And Ii;apil truth, that looks the very "a6? ; 
But to the death Hf mighty natic: ] 
My ftrain; be there abforpt the pivate tear. 


Where at each ep Imagination burns ; 

While ſcatter* | wil: around, awful and hoar, 

Lies, a vaſt m — f once-glorivus Rome, 

The tomb of . wg Ruins! that eflaze | 

Whate'er of ſin:#:1 modern pomp can boaſt, 20 
_ Snatcly?d by theſe — chat world BREE 

thought 
Unfetter'd ranges, Fancy" 5 magic hard. 
Led me anew oer all the folema ſcere, 


When firaight, 
| Power e | 
of Liberty appear'd; not, as of n, | * 
| Extended! in her hand the cap and rod, 
lin ſave-enlarging touch gave done lee, 


| But her brit ght temples bound with Br ih ca'., 
And naval honours nadd ul on her brove, 2 . 
Zubli ne of port, looſe oor tor Thouidoy: . 


— 


Her ſea- green rohe, W. 10 ellations guy. 
\n iam godd cf; nov; ud her big. care 
Th: Qucen of lle, tne Natty fs of tie Lun. 
** v heart beat lia tranſgort at the g! 


1 
oh 


| Lites *d i. tene. A while felon 4. 111. 

With monte oy 

And chen, her 1g is a5 6 ling, thu: be 247, 
Mine are theſe v. 


mains | 

| Of what 2:24] once my Auſonian ne 

Lo back wy et mes anal, fig from the em 

Mark tue & 2d feene that paint, What. r 
The great Rep, lie 1 ! that gow! d, 3 

With the mixt freed vm c a thou! 


12 
* J, 222 
2a 


8 * 
wy — 7 OTE | 


Rais on the thrones of bing oy cur. 
| And by her iaſces aw% the ! cat. jock * ra. 
See dur. mit iions quſcken ig ail ted, 
Witz cities throag'd. am teeming Ch rare bh: oY 
For Nature then mid on hey tree- boon Tous, 58 


2 . 
* 
ea Kh * 


ange, te wer. 3321. Tit: deſtlutlen of 


Aud pau.'d ta ple. zty zar belougs to Me. 


Full of the gencrous h- wt, th: mild reg: ar; 8 10 


Mu ſing Thy, warin rom the ſacred walls 15 


Still in the minds pure eye more ſole: * dre ſt: "LS 
methouglit, the lair mazenic 


{td .. 


', 

vnd as fie mori to heak, tit awaken'd Maſe 

tlie Well. kn TOW 1 rut 1 „rd, 
ie, At! 2 e 1 95 wa Jo R . . . 


Nut, ah! bw chung a! the Fall; ng : po * re- 


29.9 ; 


— — 


—_— ͤ—U— —_ — — — 


-— Attracted froug, in heighter.%u lufre met. 


47 


Behnld, the country chearing, villas rif> 
In lively rroſpect, by the ſecret lopſe 
Of brooks now loit and fireansrenown'd in ſong: 
In Umbria's clo{.ng vale, or on the brow 
Of her brown hills that breathe the ſcruted gale ; 
On Bain? viney coſt, where peaceful ſeas, 
Fam) by kind zephyrs, ever kifs the More, 
And ſur:3 unclorded ine thre? pureſi air; 
Or in the ſpacious neighbourhood of Rome, 
Far ſkining upward to the Sabi te hill, | 
To Aiio?s roar and Tiber®s olive bude, 
To where Prene ſte liits her airy hrow, 
Or downward ſpreading to the ſunny ſhore, 65 
Where Alba breathes the freſhneſs of tue main. 
S:e diſtant mountaias leave their valleys dry, 
And oer the proud arcade their tribute pour, 
To lave imperial Rome. For ages laid, 
Deep, maſſy, firm, diverging every way, 
With tombs of heroes ſacred, fee her roads, 
By various nations trod, and ſuppliant kings, 
With legions faming, or with triumph gay. 
F.ull in the centre of theſe wondrous works, 
The pride of earth, Rome in her glory ſee; 75 
| Behold her demi-gods, in ſenate met, 
All head to counſel, and all heart to act; 
The Commonweal inſpiring every tongue 
With fervent eloquence, unbrib'd and bold. 
Ere tame Corruption taught the ſervile herd 80 
To rank obedient to a maſter's voice. | 
Her forum ſee, warm, popular and loud, 


60 


70 


2 Sires, * 8 
As they the private father greatly quell'd, 


Stood up the public fathers of the ſtate. 83 
gee Ju'tice judging there in human ſnape! 
Hark! how with Free 
high, | Ih : 
Or in ſoft murmurs ſink to Tully's tongue, 
Her Tribes, her Cenſus, fee ; her generous 
1 — | | | 
Whoſe pay w 
Free for their country and for Me to dic, 
Fre mercenary murder grew a trade, 
Mark, as the purple triumph waves long. 
The bigheR pomp and low2't fall of lite, 
Her fettive games, the ſchool of heroes, ſee; 
HDer Circus, ardent with contending youth; J 
Ner fireets, her temples, palac2*, and haths, 
Full of für Forms of Beauty®s eldeſt horn, 
And of a pcople caſt in Virtve's mold; | 
While Sculpture lives around, and Afan 
Lend their beft ſtores to heave the pillar'd dome; 
All that to Roman ſtrength the ſofter touch | 
Of Grecian art can join. But language fails 
To paint this fun, this centre of mankind, _ 
Where every virtue, glory, trraſure, art, 105 


dom's voice it thunders 


Need T the contrat mark? unjoyous view! 
A land in all, in government, in arte, 


In virtue, genius, earth, and heaven, revers d. 


Who but, theſe far-fam'd ruins to behold, 110 
Frooſs of a people whoſe heroie aĩ ms NETS: 
goar'd far above the little ſelifh ſphere 

C7 doubting modera lite ; who but, infain'd 


See Nature's richeſt plaias ro putrid fens 


|" Tis all one deſert, deſolate, and grey, 


| | Far other ſeenes of riüng culture ſpread, 


a3 glory, and their beſt reward 4 


The rude urged rar. 1 


| Fo weedy wildneſs run, no rural wealth 


hill; 100 


_ } Untfecnnded by Art, ths ſpinnir 


_ | Into the hiunte 
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With claſFe zeal, theſe conſecrated ſæancs 
Of men and deeds to trace, unhappy Land ! 174 
Woll tre ft thy wilds, and cities Jooke of freax ? 
Are theſe the vals that, once, exulting ſlates 
2 +] - 20 | 7 | I 7 A - _ £ 
al: their warm boſom fed ? the mountains theſe: 
On wie high-bÞoming res My ſnas, of old, 
I brad to glory? thete dee towns, 120 
M here, mean avd ſordid, 12 can tc a full, 
The fone of ancient opvier.ce and prop ? 
Come! by whatever facred name difmnic%d, 
OppreſFon! come, and in thy works r. joĩct! 


12 
 Turu'd by thy fury. From the chearful 4 
Sie raz'd th? eniivening village, farm, aud feat, 

Firſt rural Toil, by thy rapacious hard 


Nobb'd of his poor reward, reſfgu'd the plough, 
| And now he dares not torn the noxious gle be: 


is thine entire. The lonely ſwain himielf, 

| Who loves at large along the gray downs 
His floe% to pa ture, thy dear champaign lies: 
Far as the ſickening eye can ſweep around, 

1 22 
Graz d by the ſullen bufiair alone; YT 
And where the rank uncultivated growth 
| Of rotting ages taints the paſſing gnte, 
Renenth the baleful bliſt the city pines, 

| Cr {inks enſeebled, or infected burns, 
Beneath it mourus the ſolitary road, 
Roll'd in rude mazes oer th? abhandon'd waſte, 
Mhilc ancient ways, ingulf'd, arc feen no more. 
Such thy dire plains, thou Seli-teftroyer! for 


142 


— 


To human-kird ! Thy mœuntaine, too, profuſe, _ 
} Where ſavage Nature blooms, ſcem their fad 


* 


plaint 


To ra iſe againft thy deſolating rod. 


There on tne breezy brow, where thriving ſtates 
And famous cities, once, to the pleas'd ſun : 
i ti 
Pale fine toy ragged towns. NegleGed round 
Fach harveſt pines, the Þ:vid, learn produce = 
Of heartlefs Labour; while ty inte d joys, 
Nat proper pleaſure, lift the Lizy hand. 
Better to fink in floth the woes of liſe, 155 
Than wake their rage with unzrailing toll» 
Hence drooping Art almoſt to Nature haves 
Tin wave the gifts 
Of yellow Ceres, thin the radiant bluſh _ 
Of orchard reddens in the warmeſt ray. 


c ** 


e 


(Such as di ators fed) the garden pours, 

Crude the wild olive ows, a::d foul the vine; 
Nor juice Cecubian nor Falert.ian mare ; 
Streams life and joy, fav: in the Miiſe'z 
| J race 
Draw the bright threat in vain, and idly toil, 
In vain, ſorlorn in wilds, the citron blows, 


| ard foweri eg plants perfume the deſert gale. 
Thro' the vile thorn the tender mvrile tu i cs: 


Inglorious droops the laurel, dead to ſong, 171 
And long a ſtranger to the hero's brow, | 
Nor half thy triumph this: caſt from brute 
e - IO 
of men thy ri eve, 
There buxom Plenty never turns ber horn 


72 
* 


* 


The grnne and virtue or cxt-1ior Lie. 


. F. Brutus and Virg — 


Nu clean Coavenicne: reigns; en Sleep itiell, 


bowl. 26 [ * 
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Leaſt delicate of powers, relu tant, there | Myſterious mark'd with dark Egyptian lore; 
Lays on the bed impure his heavy head. Theſe endleſs wonders that this Sacred Way 

Thy horrid walk! dead, empty, unadorn'd; Ulumiue ſtill, and confecrate to kame; 
See ſtreets whole echoes never know the voice Theſe fountains, vaſes, urns, aud ſtatues, charg'd 
Of chearful Hurry, Commerce many-tongu'd, With the fine ſtores of art-completing Greece. 


And Art mechanic at his various taſk, Mine is, beſides, thy every later boait; 246 
Fervent employ d Mark the deſponding race, | Thy Buonarotis, thy Palladios, Mine; 
Of occupation void. as void of hope; 185 And Mine that fair deſigns which Raphæl's foul 
Hope, the glad ray glanc'd from Eternal Good, O'er the live canvaſs, emanating, breath'd. 
| That life enlivens, and exalts its powers, | What would you ſay, ye Corquerors of earth! 
| Wich views of fortune—madnzfs all to them! ] Ye Romans! con!d you raiſe the laurel'd head ? 
By thee relentleſs ſeia d their better joys, Could you the country ſec, by ſeas of blood, 
To the lot aid of cordial airs they ly, 190 And the dread toil of ages, won lo dear, 
Breathing a kind oblivion o'cr their woes, | Yourpride, your triumph, your ſupreme delight! 
And love and muſic melt their ſouls away. For whole defence oft', in the doubtful hour, | 
From fecble Juſtice ſee how raſh Revenge, TI Youruſh'd with rapture down che gulph of Fate, 
 Frembling, the balance ſnatches, and the ſword, Of death ambitions! till by awful deeds, 
_ Fearful himſelf, to venal ruſtians gives. 195 Virtucs, and courage, that amaze mankind, 
Sce where God's altar, nurſing Murder, ſtands Ihe Queen of Nations roſe, poſſeſt of ali 5 
With the red touch of dark aſſuſſins {tain'd. | Which Nature, Art and Glory, could beſtow! 
But chief let Rome, the mighty City! ſpeak } What would you fay, deep in the Jai, abyſs 
The full-exerted genius of Thy reign. | Of ſtavery, vice, and unamhitious want, 
Behold her riſe amid the lifeleſs waſte, 200 Thus to behold her funk ? Your crowded plains | 
Expiring Nature all corrupted round; | Void of their cities, unadorn'd your hills, 264 
While the lone Tiber, thro' the deſert plain |} Uagrac'd your lakes, your ports to ſhips unknown, 


Winds his waſte ſtores, and ſullen ſweeps along. Your lawleſs floods, and your abandou'd ſtreams, 
Patch'd from my fragments, in unſolid porap, | Theſe could you know? theſe could you love 


-.Þ Mark how the temple glares, and, artful Creſt, | again! | EE. : | 
. Amuſive, draus the ſuperſtitious train. 26 Thy Tiber, Horace! could it now inſpire | 
. | Mark how the paiacc lifts a lying front, [Content, poetic caſe, and rural joy, - 

= Concealing often, in magnific jail, = ] Soon burſting into ſong, while thro' the groves _ 
"IS Proud . ant; a deep unauimated glieom!? | Of headlong Auio, daſhing to the vale, 271 
<p And oft' adjoining to the drrar abede 210 In many a tertur'd ſtream, you mus's along? 


: , 
Di Miſery, whole melancholy walls | Yonu' wild retreat, where Superſtition dreams, 


s || Seem its voracious grandeur to reproach. Could, Tully l you your Tuſculum believe? 
Within the city-bounds the deſert ſec- And could you deem yon” naked hills, that form, 
„ Seethcrank vine o'er ſubterrranean roof. ] Fam'd in old ſong, the ſhip-forſaken bay, 9 
8 Indecent ſpread, bencath whole fre:ted gold 215 | Your Fermian ſhore, once the delight of earth, 
It once exulting flow'd. The people mark, Where Art and Nature, ever-ſmiling, j4iu'd 


Matchiels, while fir'd by Me; to public good | On the gay land to laviſh all their ores? | | 
 Incxoradly firm; juſt, generous, brave; _ | How chang'd. how vacant, Virgil! w.de around, 


: Airaid of nothing but unworthy life; Would now your Naples ſeem? diſaſter'd leſs 28 
K Elate with glory, and keroic foul 220 By black Veſuvius, thundcring o'er the coaſt 
Known to the vuigar breaſt; behold them now His midnight earthquakes and his mining fires, 
A thin deſpairing number, all- ſubdu d. [Than by defpotic rage; that inward gnaws, 
3 Ihe flaves cf ſlaves, by ſuperſtition ſool d, A native foe; a foreign tears witl. out. 285 
o | By vice unmann d, and a licentious rule, Firſt from your latter d Cæſars this began, 


In guile ingenions, and in murder brave. 225 ill, doom'd to tyrants an etern-.| prey, | 

| Such in one land, beneath the fame fair clime, | Thin pcopled ſpreads, at laſt, the 1yren plain, 
Thy ſons, Oppreſſion! are, and ſuch were Mine. | That the dire ſoul of Hannibal diſarm d. 
Ken with thy labour'd pomp, for wholc vain And wrapt in weeds the hore of Venus lies 


"EM | ſhow | I | There Baiæ ſees no more the joyous throng, 
& : Deluded thouſands ſtarve, all age begrim'd, Her banks all beaming with the pride of Rome: 
2 orn, robb'd, and ſcatter'd in unnumber'd ſacks, } No genærous vines now baſk along the hills, 8 
And by the tempeſt of two thouſand years Where ſport the breczes of the Lyrrhene main: 
Continual ſhaken, let My ruins vie. I | With baths and temples mixt, no villas riſe; 296 
I ͤ̃ͤbeſe roads, that yet the Roman hand aſſert, | Nor, art-ſuſtain'd amid reluctant waves, * 
ti | Beyond the weak repair of modern toil, Draw the cool murmurs of che breathing deep: 
„55 Til eſe fractur d arches, that the chiding fiream | No ſpreading ports their ſacred arms extend; 
_ No more delighted hear; theſe rich remains No mighty moles, the big intruſive ſtorm, 5 
— — Of marhics now unknown, where ſhines, imbib'd, | From the calin ſtation, roll reſounding back. 30% 
Each parent ray; theſe maſſy columns hew'd An almoſt tutal-deſolation fits. e N 
_ | Frem +fcic's fartheſt ſhore; one granice all I dreary Aillnels, ſadde ning o'er the coaſt; 
50 "Theſe ohe liſes high-towerivg to the ſky, 240 Where, when ſoft ſuus auc t. yd winter's roſe, 
| Ver, VIII. NO, | 13 3 Rzicicing 


Par leſs a thoughtleſs tyrant's hollow — 


44 


Rejoicing crowds inhal'd the balm of peace; 

Where city's hill to hill reflefted blaze; 

And where, with Ceres, Bacchus wont to hold 

A genial ſtrife. Her youthful form, robuſt, 

F'en Nature yields, by fire and earthquake rent; 

Whole ſtately cities in the dark aprupt 

Swallow's at once, or vile in rubbiſh la. d, 

A neſt for ſerpents; from the red abyſs 

New hills, exploſive, thrown; the Lucrine lake 

A xreedy pool; and all to Cuma's point 
The ſea recovering his uſurp'd damain, 

And pour'd triunphant o'er the bary'd dome 
Hence, Britain! learn, My beſl-eſtabliſh'd 


N laſt, 
And, more than Greece or Rome, My ſteady 
| reign; 
ne land where, king and people equal bound 
By guardian laws, my fulleſt bleſſings flow, 
And where My jealous unſubmitting ſoul, 
The dread of tycants !] burns in every breaſt ; ; 
Learn hence, if ſuch the miſcrable fate 
Gf an heroic race, the maſters once 
Ot human kind, what, when deyriv'd of : vie, 
Ho gric vous muſt be thine? In ſpite of climes, | 
Whoſe ſun-enliven'd æther wakes the foul. 
To higher powers, in ſpite of happy ſoils, 
That, but Labour's flighteſt aid napel!” d, 
With treaſui ea teem to thy cold clime unknown, 
If there deſponding fail the common arts 330⁰ 
And ſuſtenanee of life, could life irſclf, | 


310 


320 


Subſiſt with thee ? Againſt depretling ſkies, 
Join'd to full ſpread Oppreſſion's cloudy brow, 
How could thy ſpirits hold? where vigour find ? 
Forc'd fruits to tear from their unnative oil! 2 
Or, ſtoring every harveſt in thy ports, 
To plough the dreadful all- producing wave ? 
Here paus'd the goddefs ; by the pauſe aſſur d. 
In trembing accents thus I mov'd my prayer. 340 
* Oh! bel, and moſt hene volent of powers 
© Ceme from eterna! ſplendours, here on earth, 
„ Againft deſpotic pride, and rage, aud Juſt, 


| © To ſhield mankind, to raiſe them to aſſert * 3 . 


The native rights and horcur of their race; 
Teach me, thy loweſt ſubject, but in — 
Fielding to none, the proyreſs of thy reign, | 
“ And with a ſtrain from thee enrich the Muſe. 
* As thecalone ſhe ſerves, ker patron, thou, n 
« And great inſpirer, be ! then will ſhe joy 350 
„% Tho' narrow life her lot, and 
And when her venal voice ſhe 
Or to thy open or thy ſecret foes, 
4 May nc'er thoſe ſacred raptures touch her 
| more, 
« By laviſh hearts unfelt 1 and may her ſong | 
« Sirk in oblivion with the nameleſs crew! 
„ Vermin of ſtate! to thy o'crflowing light 


That owe their being, yet betray thy cauſe.” 


Then, condeſcending kind, the heavenly power 


= 


L 


— rivate _— 1 
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Een kings themſelves, the monarchs of the 
| Free ! 365 
„ Fix'd on my rock, there an an indulgent race 
O er Bcitons wield the ſceptre of their choice ; 
% And there to finiſh what his fires be gan, 

„& prince behold! for Me who burns ſincere, 

Elen 5 zeal, He my great 

370 

Will, ths ſuſtain, and added give 

” The touch the Graces and the Muſes owe: 

« For Britain's glory ſwells his panting breaft, 

* And ancient arts he emulous revolves ; 

« His pride to let the ſmiling heart —_ 375 

Thro' clouds of pomp, that but conceal the 

man; 

To pleaſe his pleaſure, bounty his delieht ; 
And all the ſoul of Titus dwells in him.” 
Hail, glorious theme | But how, alas ! ſhall 

verſe; Ts 

From the crude ftores of mortal language drawn, 


How, faint and — ling what, = — 


dee 
The — flaſh'd at once upon my foul ? 
For, clear preciſion all, the tongue of gods 
2 harmony itſelf, to every ear 
Famihar, known like light to every eye, 

Mean time diſcloſing ages, as ſhe ſpoke, 
In long ſucceſſion pour'd their empires forth ; 
Scene after ſceve the human drama ſpread, 
And ſtill th' embodi-d picture roſe to fight. 


383 


5 | Oh Thow ! to whom the Muſcs owe their 


flame, 390 
Who bidd'ft, denesch the pole, Parnaſſus viſe, 
And Hippo: rene flow, with thy hold eaſe, 


| The ſtriking force, the lightning of thy thought, | 
| Aud thy firong phraſe, that rolls N ns 


clear, 
Oh! gracious Goddeſs ! re-inſpire my fong, 395 | 
; Whilc |, to nobler than poetic fame 
|Apicing, * — to Britons bear. 


GREECE. 


LIBERTY. 
. > PART W. 


xeux CONTENTS. 


1 of Liberty in Egypt, Perſia, Phœni- 


cia, Paleſtine, flightiy touched upon, down to 
| ber great eſtabliſhment in Greece, to ver. 91 — 


Geographical deſcription of Greece, to ver. 113. 


parte and Athens, the two principal flates of . 


Greece, deſcribed, to ver. 164. Influence of I i- 
! berry over all the Grecian ſtates, with regard to 


| Returr'd.—* What here, tu ggeſted by « 4 "orzag 3 | their government, their Toliteneſs, their virtues, 


4 1 flight unfold, record and fir gat home, 
* In that bleſt iſle where (for we ſvirits move) 
„With one quick effort of My will lam: 
— — vous, and dates 


361 j their arts and ſciences. The vaſt ſuperiority it 


gavz them, in point of force and bravery, over 
the Perſians, exemplified by the action of Ther- 


ha the battle cf Marathon, and * 


LIBERTY traced from the Paſtoral ages, and | 
the firſt uniting of neighbouring families into ci= | 
vil government, to ver. 47. The ſeveral efſta= | 


Till, from refining want to want impeli'd, 
The Mind by thinking puſh'd her latent 


_ Firſt, horrid, ſmoak'd on the polluted fk ies. 


Led by their temper'd fires, on lawleſs men. 35 


Ihnen war grew glorious. Heroes then aroie, 


TD IIS. WW.” 
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of the Ten Thouſand. ts full exertion, and moſt 


beautiful effects, in Athens, to ver. 216. Liber- 


ty the ſource of free philoſophy. The various 
ichoo!s which took their riſe from Socrates, to v. 
257. Enumeration of fine arts: Eloquence, Po- 
etry, Mufic, Sculpture, Painting, and Architec- 
ture, the effects of Liberty in Greece, & brought 


io their utmoſt perfection there, to ver. 38 t.— 


Tranſition to the modern ſtare of Greece. to ver. 
4il. Why Liberty declined, and was at laſt en- 
tirely loft among the Greeks, to ver. 472. Con- 
cluding reflection. 3 


＋ Hus ſpoke the goddeſs of the featleſs eye, 
1. And at her voice, r-:new'd, the Viſion roſe. 


Firſt, in the dawn of time, with eaſterm 


| ſwains, 

in woods, and tents, and cuttages, I liv'd, 
While or from plain to plain they led their flocks, 

In ſearch of clearcr ſpring, and freſher field. 

Theſe, as increaſing families diſclos'd | 
The tender ſtate, I taught an equal ſway. 

Few were offences, properties, and laws. | 
Beneath the rural portal, palm- o' erſpread, 10 


Ibe father ſenate met. There Juſtice dealt, 


Wich reaſon then and equity the ſame, 


Free as the common air, her prompt decree ; | 


Nor yet had ſtain'd her ſword with ſubjects blood. 


The ſimpler arts were all their ſimpler wants 15 
Had urg'd to light; but inſtant, theſe ſupply'd, 
Another ſet of fonder wants aroſe, RE 


And other arts with them of fineraim, 


And life began to glow, and arts to ſhine. 21 


At frſt, on brutes alone the ruſtic war | 
Launch'd the rude ſpear; ſwift as le giar'd along, 
On the grim lion or the roll. ber wot! 
For then young ſportive Life was void of toi, 25 
_ Demanding little, and with li de plens'd : | 


But when to manhood grown, and endleſs joys, 


I. ed on by equa! toi's, the boſom fir'd, 


Lewd lazy Rapine broke prime val Peace, 
And, hid in caves and :die forc:ts drrar, 30 
From the lone pilgrim and the wanderiug ſwein | 


Sciz ' d what he dur? not earn. Then brother's 


blood | | 
Awful in juſtice, then the burning youth, 


The laſt worſt monſters of the ſhaggy wood, 
Turn'd the keen arrow aud the ſharpen'd ſprar. 


Who, ſcorning coward ſe!f, for others live J. 

Toil'd for their eaſe, and for their iafety bed. 
Weſt with the living day to Greece came: 
Earth ſmild beneath my beam; the Mule before 


Sonorous flew, that low, till then, in woods 


Ilad tun'd the reed, and figh'd the thepherd's 


ain; | 
But WM to ſing heroic deeds, ſhe ſwell'd 45 
A nobler note, and bade the barquet burn. 
For Greece my ſoas of Egypt 1 torfook, _ 
A boaſtful race, that in the vain abyls _ 
Ot fabling ages lov'd to lote their ſource. 


„Aud with thu zicer trac dit from the Kies. 30 


| 


| Whence decm d by wondering men the 1 


While there my laws albne de ſpotic reign'd, 

And kings as well as people proud obey d; 
taught them ſcience, virtue, wiſdom, arts; 
9 poets, ſages, legiſlators ſougùt. 

The ſchool of polifh'd life and human-kind: 5 
But when myſterious Supertticion came, | 
And. with her Civil Sifter leagu d, invoty'd 
In ſtudy's darkneſs the deſpondirg mind. 
bs ken tyrant Power the righteous ſcourge un- 
| lous'd; | 
For yielded reaſon ſpeaks the {cul a flive. 66 
luſtead of uſeful works, like Nature's great, 
Enormous, cruel worders cruii'd the land, 

And rouud a tyrant's tomb, who none defery'd, 
For one vile carcaſs periſh'd countleſs lives. 


Then the great Dragon, couch'd amid his floods 


| $-l1'd his fierce heart, and cry'd—*® This dood 


is mane, | | 
« Tis I that bid it flow.” —Eut, undeceiv'd, 


6} is frenzy ſoon the proud blaſphemer felt: 
| Feit that, without My ſertilzing power, 
| Suns loſt their force. and Niles o'erflow'd in vain. 


Nought could retard m2; nor the frugal ſtat . 
Ot rifing Perſia, ſober in extreme, | 


Beyond the pitch of man, and thence revers d 


Into luxuricus waſte: nor yet the ports 
Ol ald Phœnicia, fieſt for letters fam'd 
That paint the voice, and ſilent ſpeak to ſight, 
Of arts prime ſource and guardian! by fair ſtars, 
Firſt rempted out into the lonely deep, | 
To who:n | firſt diſclos d mechanic acts, 


| The winds to conquer, to ſub due the waves, 80 


\ith all the peaceful power of ruting trade; 
Earneſt of Britain. Nor by thee retain d, T1 
Nor by the neighbouring land, whoſe palmy 
The fiiver Jordan laves: before Me lay | 
The promis'd Land of Arts, and urg'd my flight, 
Hail, Nature's utmoſt boaſt! unrival'd Greece! 
My faireſt reign ! where every power benign 
Confpir'd to blow the flower of buman-kind, 
And lavith'd all that Geuius can iuſpiie. 
Clear ſunny clitnates, by the breezy main, 90 
lonian or geen, temper'd kind : 
Light airy foils, a country rich and gay, | 
Broke into hills, with ba!may odours crowd, 
And, bright with purple harve!ts, 5. hn vaies : 


Mountains and ftrcams where veric ipoitatiev.1s | 


flow'd ; 


3. 8 


d 


| and ſtill the mount wins aud the firearms of long. 


| All that boon Nature cont luxuriaat po ar 
Of high materials, and My ret: tels aits 3 
Frame into fiu:m'd life. Ho» many tates, 100 
And cluſtering to vn, and mouum umts of lame, 
And ſcenes of glorious deeds, in little hounds!? 
From the rough tr. & of bending mountains, beat 
By Adria s herz, there by /Egean waves, : 
ro where the deep-adorniny Cyclade is 175 
in ſhini g proſpect riſe, and on the ihre 
f ſartheit Crete reſounds the Lybiaa main. 
O'er al! two rival cities rear d the brow, | 
| And 'alanc'd all. Spread on Eurota bank, 


398 Ame 


There, paſſionate for Me, an eaſy-mov'd, 


476 


Amid a circle of ſolt · rĩſing hills. 
The patient Sparta one,; the ſoher, hard, 
And man- ſubduing city, which no ſhape 

Of pain con d conquer, or of pleature charm. 
I. ycurgus there built, on the ſolid baſe 

Of equal life, ſo well a temper'd late, 115 

Where mix d each government in ſuch jut poiſe, 
Each power ſo checking and fupporting each, 
That firm fer ages, and unmov'd it ſtood, | 
The fort of Grete! without one giddy hour, 
One ſhock of faction, or of 12 rage. 120 
9 For, drain'd the ſprings of corruption 
6: there 

Lay wither'd at the root. Thrice 
Had not negiected Art, with weedy Vice 
_ Confounces, funk. But if Athenian arts 
 Lov'd nat the foil, yet there the calm abode 125 
Ok Witdom, Virtue, philoſophic Eaſe, 
Of manly Senfe and Wit, in fruyal phraſe 
Cenſin'd, and preſs'd into laconic force. 


| There, too, by roeting thence ſtill treacherous 


Self, 
The public and the private grew the fame; 


The children of the nurfing Public all, 
And :t its table fed; for that they roil'd, 
For that they liv'd entire, and e' en for chat 
The tender mother ury'd her ſon to dic. | 
Cf foſter genius, but no leſs intent 555 
Te ſeize the palm of empire, Athens aroſe; 
Where, with bright marbles big and future pomp, 
Hxmettus ſpread, amid the ſcented ſky, 
His thymy treaſures to the 1abouring bee, 
And to botanic hand the ſtores of hcalth. 
Wrapt in a ſoul-attenuating clime, 
Between lliſſus and Cephiſſes glow'd 5 
This hive of Science, ſhedding ſweets divine, 
Of active arte ard animated arms. 


110 


130 


140 


A quick, refine, a delicate, humane. 
FEnlighten d people reign'd. Oft' on the _ 
Of ruin, hurry'd by the charm of ſpeech, 
Inſorciug haſty counſel immature, 
Totter'd the raſh Democracy, unpois'd, 
And by the rage devour's that ever tears | 
A populace unequal ; part trorich,— 
And port or fierce with want or abje&t grown. 
Solon, at laſt, their mild reſtorer, rele, | 
- Allay a the tempeſt, to the calm of Jaws 15% 
 Reeuc'd the ſettling whole, and, with the weight 
MV hich the two Senates to the public lent, 
As with an anchor, fix'd the driving ſtate. 


Nor was My forming care to theſe cor fin's; 
For «wuiaticn thro” the M bole I peur d, 16c 
_ Nehle contentiom ! who ſhould meſi — | 
In government well poig'd, adjuſted beſt 

To pubhe wal; in countries cuſtur'd bigh; 
. «rnumented towns, wheie Greer reigns, 
ere 118i] life, anc poliſh'd manners fair; 165 

In exc:ofe and arms; arm's only drawn 
For cen mon Greece, to quell the Perſian pride; 

In: mw eral ſcience, and in yrect ful rie. 


Her ce, 28 for glory peacetutly they lirove, 


a 7 * 
| 128 


Ae pore trewprester, and the prize ct all. 170 f and ferious dec ds he ſmiles the laughing race; 


tr ecitclt briphten'd, hence the rodiant vowels: 


| Four'd every Le hy genaroue price u. ud. 


happy land 4 


| 145 | 
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Felt every ardour burn: their great reward 
The veriant wreath which ſounding Piſa gave. 
Hence flouriſh'd Greece, and hence a race of 
men, 1 75 
As gods by conſcious future times ador'd, 
in whom each virtue wore a ſmiling air, 
Each ſcience ſhed o'er life a friendly light, 
Each art was nature. Spartan valour, hence, 
At the fam'd paſs firm as an iſthmus ſtood, 180 
And the whole eaſtern ocean, waving far 
\s eye could dart its viſion, nobly check'd ; 
While i in extended battle at the field | 
Of Marathon, My keen Athenians drove 
Before their ardent band an hoſt of flaves, 18, | 


Hence thro' the continent ten thouſand 3 5 


Urg'da retreat, whoſe glory not the prime 
Of victurics can reach. Deſerts in vain | 


| Oppos'd their courſe; and hoſtile lande, un- 


known ; 


death; 1 

Hunger and toil, Armenian {nows and ſtorms, 

Aud cucling myriads ſtill of barbarous foes. 

| Greece in their view, and glory yet untouch's, 

| Their ſteady column pierc'd the ſcattering herds 

Which a whole empize pour d, and held its way 
Trirmphant, by the fage exalted Chief | 


” * 


Almoſt almighty, in ſevere extremes 


The fea at laſt from Colchian mountains ſeen, 


| Shone thick as ſtars the Milky Way of Greece! 


Ani tho' gay Wit and pleaſing Grace was theirs, 
All the foft Modes of Elegance and Eaie, 


vet was not Courage lefs, the patient touch 


Cf toiling Art, and Diſquiſition deep. 


210 
My ſpirit pours a vigour thro' the ſoul, 
Th? unfetter d thought with energy inſpires, 
inv cible in ar's, in the bright field 
Cf nobler Science, as in that of Arma. | 
| Athenians thus not leſs intrepid burſt 215 


rne Perftau chains; while thro? the chy, full 
Of mirthful quarrel and of witty war, 
incefient ſtruggled talte refining taſte, 

Aud friendly tree diſcvfſion, calliug forth 
| From the fair jewel Truth its latent ray. 
(Yer all ſhone out the great Athenian Sage, 
| And Father of Philoſophy; the ſun 


From whoſe white blaze, emerg d, each various 


ſect 
Tock various tents, but with diminiſh'd TRY | 
Futor of Athens | he in every ſtrect 
Dealt price!cts treaſure ; goodneſs his delight, 
| Wiſcom his wealth, and glory his reward. 
Deep thro” the kuman heart, with playful art. 


232 


Þ Laught FATTY r ts where wan blels 1 
c 


And deep rapacious floods ; dire-bank'd with 
go 
And mountains, in whoſe jaws deſtruction griun d; 


 Fir'd and fiiſtain'd. Oh! light and force of mind 


Kind hearted tranſport round their captains threw 

The ſoldiers' fond embrace, o'erflow'd their eycs 

_ | With tender floods, and loos'd the general voice 
| To cries reſounding loud—The ſea ! The ſea! 

In Attic hounds hence heroes, ſages, wits, 205 D 


Fry 
* 


The bonds of tyrant darkneſs, than they ſpurn 6 - 


His ſimple queſt ion ſtole, as into truth 228 


And, joining b'ifs to virtue, the glad eaſe 


For ſyſtems yet, and loul-enſlaving creeds, 


Wich to bright Science blooming Fancy bore, 


In theſe haſt led the way, in theſe excell'd, 235 


Thro' all the winding harmony of found, | 205 | 


Brearh'd the perſnafive or pathetic ſonl, 
__ Stilk's by degrees the democratic torn, 1 
Or bade it threatning riſe, and tyrants ſhock, 
Fluſh d at the head of their victorious troops. 
In it the Muſe, her fury never quench'd, 266 


Her unconfinꝰd divinity diſplay'd, 
Or ole depreſo d it to the ſhepherd's moan, 


IT bine the dread Moral Scene, thy chief delight! j 
Where idly Fancy durſt not mix her voice, 275 
V hen rraſon ſpoke auguſt; the ferven: heart 
Or plain'd or ſtorm d, and in the impalkon'd man, 
_ Concealing art wich art, the poet funk. 
| bow potent ſchool of manners, but when left 


: Was not unwetthy deem'd of public care, 
And boundieſs coſt, by thee, whofe every ſon, 
Feen laſt mecknnie, the true taſte poſſeſs d 


In giddy mazes, tickling idle cars, 
But that deep-icarching voice, andartful hand, 
o which reipondent ſhakes the varied toul. 290 


By Love imayin' d. by the Graces touch d, 
The boalt of weil 3 Nature ! Sculpture 
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Or grace mankind, and what he taught he was. | 
Compounded high, tho” plain, his doctrine broke 
In different Schools. The bold poetic phraſe 235 
Of figur'd Plato, Xenophon's pure ſtrain, 
Like the clear brook that ſteals along the vale, 
Diſſecting truth. the Stagyrite's keen eye, 

Ih exalted stoic pride, the Cynic ſneer, 

The flow-conſenting Academic doubt; 240] 


Of Epicurus, ſeldom underſtood. 
They, ever candid, reaſon fill op os d 
To reaſon, and, fince virtue was their aim, | 
Lach by fure practiſe try'd to prove his way 245 | 
The heſt. Then ſtood untouch's the ſolid — 
Of Liberty, the liberty of mind; 


Slept with the monſters of ſucceeding times. 


O Greece! thou faptent nurſe of finer Arts! 
Be this thy praiſe, that thou, and thou a one, 
Crown'd with the laurel of aſſenting Time. 

in thy full language, ſpeaking mightier things, i T 
Like a clear torrent cloſe, or elle diffas'd | 
Abroad majcftic ſtream, and rolling on ' 


In it the power of Elequence. at large, Þ} 


By mean unyiciding phraſe, or jarring — 
And, ftiil harmonious, form' d it to her will, 
Or rais'd it ſwelling to the tongue of gods. 


Heoric Song was thine, the fountain bard, 
Whence each poctic ſtream derives it conrie. 


2 looſe neglect, a land corrupting piague, 280 | 


Of what had Navour to the nourilh'd fl. a 


The ſwet enforcer of the poet” s ſtraio, 285 | 
Thine was the meaning Mulic of the heart; 
No: ihe vain thriil that, void of patſion, runs, 


Thy fair ideas, thy delightful forms, f 


ſriz'd. 
And bad 2 cyer [mile in Pat ian ſtone. 
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Exalting, blending in a perfect whole, 


Li, workmen left e'en Nature's ſelf behind. 
From thoſe far different, whoſe proliſie hand 


I Peoples a nation, they for years. on years, | 
| By the cool touches of judicious toil, 3006 


Their rapid genius curbing, pour d it all 

Thro' the live features of one breathing ſtone. 
There, beaming full, it ſhone, expreſſing gods ; 

| Jove's awful brow, Apollo's ar divine, 

The fierce atrocious frown of finew'd Mars, 30 5 
Or the fly graccs of the Cyprian Queen. 
Minutely perfect all! each dimple ſunir, 

And every muſcle fwell'd, as Natare taught. 

In treſſes, braided gay, the marble wav d, 

Flow'd in looſe robes, or thin tranſparent veils ; 
Sprung into motion, ſoften's into fteſh, i 


Was fir'd to paſſion. or reſin d to ſoul. 
| From 3 darkneſs ſprung the enlightening 


: ot fire, en and rage, and korrid names. 


Nor leſs thy pencil, with creative touch, 
Shed mimic life, ** all thy brighteſt dames 
A ﬀembled, Teuxis in [is Helen mix d. 315 
And when Appelles, who peculiar knew Ke 


To give a grace that more than mortal ſmil's, 


The fon! of Beauty ! call'd the Queen of Love 
Freſa from the biilows, bluſhing orient charms, 
Elen inch enchantment then thy pencil pour l. 
That cruel-thoughted War th' impatient torch 
Daſh'd to the ground, and, rather than deſtroy | 
The patriot picture, let the city 'ſcape. © 
Firſt elder Sculpture taught her ſiſter Art 
Correct deſign, where great ideas ſhone, 325 


And in the ſeeret trace expreſhon ſpoke : 
I Taught her the grace'v] attitude, the turn, 
And beauteous airs af head; the native aA, 


Or bold or caſy, aud caſt free behind, 8 
The ſwelling mantle's weil-adjuſted flow. 130. 


I Then the bright Muſc, their eldeſt Siſter, came, 
And baile her follow where ſhe led the way! 

de earth, and fea, and air, in colours riſc, 
279 And copiuus action on the canvds glow ; 

| Gave her gay Fable, ſpread ſnvention's ſtore, 

Kalarg'd her view, taught cumpoſition high, 


And juſt arrangement, circling round one poiut, 
That ſtarts to fight, binds and commands the | 
whole. TS 
Caught from the hezvenly Muſe a nobler aim, 5 
And ſcorning the ſoft trade of mere delight, 340 
O'er all thy temples, porticoes, and ſchools, 
Heroic deeds ſhe trac'd, and warm diſplay d 
Each mortal beauty to the raviih'd eye. 
Chere, as th' imagin'd preſence of the God 


2 Anus d the mind, or vacant huurs induced 343 
Calm Contemplation, or aſſembled youth 


Burn d in ambitious circle round the lage, 
Th: living leſſon ſtole into the heart 1 
With more prevailing force than dwells in words. 


| Theſe rovze to glory, while to rural life 359 


[he ſofter canvas oft? repes'd the ſoul. 


| There gaily broke the tun-illumin'd cloud ; 


The lefs'ning proipee, ani! the mountain biue, 
Vaniſh'd in air; the precipice frown'd, dire; 
White down the rock the ruſhing torrent dath'd: 
The {un thone, trembling, o'er the diſtant main; 
"The tempett ioam d, immenſe; the driving ftorm 


Saleeting Beanty's choice, aud that again 29 


| Sacden' d the tics; aud [rum the MY gloom, 
On 


— That from the magic wand aerial rite. | 


Na glory 


Neyleted Nature fails; in fordid want 
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On the ſcath'd oak the ragged lightning fell; 

In cloſing ſhades, and where the current ſtrays, 
With Peace and Love, and Innocence, around, 
Pip'd the lone ſhepherd to his feeding flock; 
Round happy ts ſmil'd their younger 
And friends eunvers d. by death diviced long. 
To public virtues thus the ſmiling Arts, 
Unblemiſh'd handmaids! ſerv'd; the Graces they 
To drefs this faireſt Venus. 1 hus rever'd, 
And plac'd beyond the reach of fordid care, 
Ihe high awarders of immortal fame, 

Alone for glory thy great maſters ſtrove; 370 
Courted by kings, and by conteuding ſtates 


 _ Affvm'd the boaſted henour of their birth. 


, In Architecture, too, thy rank ſupreme ! 
+ That art where moſt magnificent appears 
The little builder Man; by thee refin'd, 
And, ſmiling high, to full perfection 
Such thy fure rules, that Goths of every age, 
Who ſcorn d their aid, have only loaded earth 
With labout d heavy monuments of ſhame : 
Not thoſe gay domes that o'er thy ſplendid ſhore 

Shot, all proportion up. Firſt unadocn'd 
And nobly plain, the manly Dorie roſe ; 

Thb fonic then, with decent matron grace, 

Her airy pillarheav'd ; luxuriant laſt, 

The rich Corinthian f 


The whole fo meafur d true, ſo leſſen'd off 386 
By fine u, that the marble pile, 
Torm'd to the ſtill or ſtormy waſte 
Of rolling ages, light as fabrics ſook'd 


Theſe were the wonders that illumin'd Greece | 


From end to end. Here interrupting warm, 

V here are they now? (1 cry'd) lay, Goddeſs ! 
where ? 
5 And what the lang thy daeling mer of old ? 
Sunk ! ſhe reſum'd; deep in the kindred gloom 
Of ſuperſtition and of S:avery ſunk 
now can touch their hearts, benumb'd 
By looſe dejected floth and ſervile fear; 

No ſcience pierce the darkneſs of their minds; 
1 No nobler art the quick ambitious ſoul = -_ 
Of imitation in their breaſt awake. 2 
Len to ſupply the aeedful arts of life 

Mechanic toil denies the hopeleſs hand: 
Scarce any trace remaining, veitige grey, 
Or nedding column, on the deſart ſhore, 405 
To point where Corinth or wilere Athens ſtood. 
A faithleſs land of violence and death 


Where commerce parleys, dubious, on the ſhore ; 3 


Aud his wild impulſe curious ſearch reftrains, 
Afraid to truſt tl” - inhoſpitable clme. 410 


Sunk, and dehas'd, their beauty beams no more... 


I The ſun himſelf ſeems angry, to regard, 


Of li; kt unworthy, the degen' rate race, 
And fires them oft with peſtilential rays; 45 
While earth, blue poiſon {ſteaming on the ſkies, 
Indignant ſuokes them from her troubled __ 
But as from man to man, Fate's firſt deerce, 
Impartial Dcath the tide of riches rolls, 
So ſtates mult die, and Liberty go round. 420 
Fierce was the ſtand ere Virtue, Valour, Arts, 
And the Soul fir d by Me, (that often ſtung 


37 ? 
S Sparta by turns, and Athens, vilely fu'd ; 


prend her wanton wreati ; - 


"6. 
| 


© to the Perſian power, 


| Ta turn their matchleſs 


| Of fly 


— — 


—_— — 


| Dire as when friends are rankled into foes, 
I They mix'd ſevere, and 
Nor felt they, furious, their exhauſted force; 
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Wich thoughts of better times and old renown, 
From hydra-tyrants try'd to clear the land,) 
Lay quite entinct in Greece, their works effac'd, 


| And groſs o'er all unfeeling Bondage ſpread. 


Sooner I mov'd My much reluctant flight, 
— the doubt ful wing, when Greece with 
reece, 

Embroil'd in foul contention, fought no more 

| For common glory and for common wea!, 450 
' But, falfe to freedom, fought to quell the free ; 
| Broke the firm bond of peace, and facred love, 

That lent the whole irrefragable force, | 


| and, as around the partial trophy bluſk'd, 


Prepare the way for total overthrow. 


ſcorn d, 
When Xerxes pour d his millions o'er the land, 


Su' d to be venal parricides, to ſpill 
Their country a. braveſt Llood, and on themſelves | 
mercenary arms. | 
Peaceful in Suſa, then, fat the Great King. | 
And by the trick of treaties, the ſtill waſte | 
corruption and barbaric gold, : 
Effedted what his ſteel cunld ne er perform. 4 
Profuſe he gave them the |uxurious drau 
Inflaming all the land; unbalanc'd wide | 
Their tottering ſtate ; their wild aſſemblies rul'd, 
As the winds turn d at every blaſt the ſcas, 


| And by their liked orators, whoſe breath 43 


Still with a factions ſtorm infeſted G 


To ſordid 
Aſtoniſh'd Artaxerxes on his throne, 


Their kindred cities to pet 


I What could ſo baſe, . 


In Spartan hearts inſpire ? Jealous, they ſaw 
Reſpiring Athens rear again her w 


To eruſſ this rival city to the duſt. 
For now no more the noble ſocial foul 


| Of Liberty My families combin'd, 


But by ſhort views and ſelfiſh paſſions hooks, 
wag'd eternal war; 
Nor, with falſe glory, difcord, madneſs blind, 
Long years roll d on, by many a battle ſlain d, 
end military glory, ſhone ſupreme: 

But let deteſting ages from the ſcene 


she felt her ſpirits fail, and in the duſt 


| Her lateſt heroes, Nicias, Conon, lay, 


| Ageſilaus, and the Theban Friends, 
The Macedonian Vulture mark'd his fime, 


i Thus tame ſubmitted to the victor's yoke 
Greece l once the gay, the turbulent, the bold, 


| For every Grace, aud Muic, ang Science, bor : 
W 1 


whoſe wits hp 


Rous'd them to Civil war, or daſh'd them down 
peace—Peace ! that, when — N 


Gave up, fair- ſpread o er Aſia's Sang fn, 455 N 


And the pale ſury fir d them once _ * | 


46 
Saw how the blackning ſtarm from Thracia came. 
The bluſh and boaſt of Fame where * * 5 
Of Greece, ſelf- mangled, turn the ſickening FOR : 


At laſt, when bleeding from a thouſand wounds 


Zy the dire ſcent of Cheronæa lur d, 48 
| and, fierce deſcending, ſeiz d his hapleſs De 
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With arts of war, of government, elate ; 
10 tyrants dreadful, dreadful to the beſt; 
Whom I Myſelf could ſcarcely rule; and thus 
The Perſian fetters, that inthrall'd che mind, 
Were turn'd to formal and apparent chains. 
Unleſs Corruption firſt deject the pride 

And guardian vigour of the Free- born ſoul, 
The crude att of Violence are vain; 
For firm within, and while at heart untoueh d, 
Ne er yet by Force was Freedom overcome. 
But ſoon as Independence ſtoops the head, 495 
To vice enſlav d. and vice created wants, 
Then to ſome foul c hand, whoſe waſte 
Theſe heighten'd wants with fatal 'bounty feeds, 
From man to man the flackening ruin runs. 

Till — Es — ſinks. | 


490 
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LIBERTY. 
PART m. 
ru CONTENTS. ' | 
AS this part contains a deſcription of the eſta- 
bliſkment of Liberty in Rome, it begins with a 
view of the Grecian colonies ſettled in the ſou- 
tuted the Great Greece of the Ancients, With 
_ theſe colonies the ſpirit ol Liberty and of Re- 
publics ſpreads over Italy, to ver. 32. Tranfi- 


tion to Pythagoras and his philoſophy, which hz 
— through theſe free ſtates and citics, to ver, 


Amidſt the many fmall republics in Italy, 


| — the deſtined ſeat of Liberty. Her eſta- 
bliſnment chere dated from the expulſion of the 
Tarquins How differirg from that in Greece, 
to ver. 88. Reference to a view of the Romau 
Republic given in the Firſt Part of this Poem : 
to mark its riſe and fall the peculiar purport of 
This. During its firſt ages, the greateſt force of 
Liberty and virtue exerted, to ver. 103. The 
ſource whence derived the heroic virtucs of the 
Romans. Enumeration of theſe virtucs. Thence 
their ſecurity at home; their glory, ſucccſs, and 
empire, abroad, to ver. 226. Bounds of the 
Roman Empire geographically deſcribed, to ver. 
257. The ſtates of Greece reſtored to liberty by 
Titus Quintus Flaminius, the higheſt inſtance of 
public generoſity and beneſicence, to ver. 328, 
The Jos of Liberty in Rome. Its cauſes, pro- 


greſs, and completion, in the death of Brutus, | 


to ver. 485. Rome under the Emperors, to ver. 
513. From Rome the Goddeſs of Liberty goes 
among the Northern nations, where, by inſuſing 
juto them her ſpirit and general principles, ſhe 
lays the ground-work of her future eſtabliſh- 
ments ; ſends them in vengeance on the Roman 
| Empire, now totally enſlaved; and then, wich 

Arts and Lciences in her A U earth 1 


485 


4 They roll'd increaſing colonie-⸗ along, 


parts of Italy, which, with Sicily, conſti- | 


479 
the dark ages; to ver. $50. The celeſtial repi- 


ons, to which Liberty retired, not proper to be 
opened to the view of mortals. 


| Fn. melting mix'd with air th ideal forms, 
That painted ftiil whate'cr the goddeſs 
Then I, 3 From extinguiſh'd Greece. | 
To what new region ſtream d the Human Day?“ 
She, ſoftly ſighing, as when Zephyr leaves, 5 
Reſi»n'd to Boreas, the declining year, 
Reſum d. —indignant nt, theſe laſt ſcenes I fled, 
And long ere tl. en Leucadia's cloudy cliff, 
And the Ceraunian hills behind me thrown, 
All Latium ftood arous d. Ages before, 16 } 
Great mother of Republics! Greece had — i 
Swarm after ſwarm, her ardent youth around; * 
On Aſia, Africa, Sicily, chey ſtoop'd. 
But chief vn fair Heſperi:'s winding fiore, 
{| Where from Lacinium to Etrurian vales 15 
And lent materials for My Roman reign. | 
With them my ſpirit ſpread, and numerous lates 


i And cities raſe on Grecian models form'd, 


As its parental policy and arts 20 
Exch had imbib d. Beſides, to each aſſign'd, 
| A Guardian genius o'er the Public wea!, 
Kept an uncloſing eye; try'd to ſuſtain, 
O more, ſublime the ſoul infus'd by Me WM 
Aud ſtrang the battle roſe, with various wave. 
; Aguiaſt rEe tyrant demons of the land. 26 
Thus they their little wars and triumphs knew, 
] heir flows of fortune, and receding times, 
Zut almoſt all below the proud regard 
Of tory vow'd to Rome, on derds intent, 30 
That truth beyond the flight of fable bore. 
Not ſo the Samian Sage; to him belongs 
The brighteſt witneſs of recerding fame. | 
For theie free flates his native iſle torfook,\ 
And a vain tyrant's tranſitory ſruile, 3s 
H ſought Crotona's pure falubricus air, | 
Aud thro' Great Greeee his gentle wiſdom taught; 
Wiidom that calm'd for liſtening years the mind, 
Nor ever heard amid the ſtorm of zcal. 
His mental eye firſt launch'd into tbe deeps 40 
Of boundleſs æther, where unnumber'd orbs, 5 
Myriade on myriads, thru the pathleſs fly 
Unerring roll. and wind their iteady way. 
There he the full conſenting choir beheld, 
There firſt diſceru d the ſecret bands of love, as 
Tue kind attraction that to central ſuns 


| 


unites. 
inſt ructed thence, he great ideas form'd 
Of the whole-moviug all- inſorining 9 | 
The Sun of beings! beamiug uncanfin'd #50 
Light, life, and love, and ever acting power; 
Whom naugbe can image, and vhu beit approves 
The ſilent worſhip of the moral heart, 
| That joys in bountcous Heaven, and ſpreads the 
J 

| Nor 2 the ſoaring ſage to ſtoop to life, 
And bound his reafon to the ſphere of — 
He gave the four yet reigning viitucs name: 
In ſpir'd the ſludy of the finer arts, 

That civilize mankind, and laws derisd, 


| 


35 


Binde circliug earths, and world with world | = 
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Where with enlighten'd juſtice mercy mix d. 60 
He een, into his tender ſyſtem, took 
Whatever ihares the brotherhood of life. 
He taught that life's indiſſoluble flame, 
From brute to man, and man to brute again, 
For ever ſhifting, runs th” eternal round; 65 
Thence try d againſt the blood- pol uted meal, 
And limbs yet quivering with ſome kindred ſoul, 
To turn the human heart. Delightful truth! 
Had he beheld the living chain aſcend, 
And not a circling form, but riſing whole. 7e 
Amid theſe ſmall Republics one aroſe, 
On yellow Tiber's bank, almichty Rome ! 
Fated for Me A nobler fpirit warm'd 
Her ſons ; and, rous d by tyrants, nobler ſtill 
It burn'd in Brutus; the proud Tarquins chas'd, 
With all their crimes ; bade radiant eras riſe, 
And the long honours of the Conſul line. 
Here from the fairer, not the greater, plan 
Of Greece | vary'd, whoſe unmixing ſtates, 
By the keen ſou} of Emulation pierc'd, 80 
Long wag'd alone the bloodleſs war of Arts, 
And their beſt empire gain d; but to diffuſe 
Oer men an empire was My purpoſe now; 
To let My martial Majeſty abroad; Ae 
Into the vortex of One State to dra | 85 
The whole mix'd force and liberty on earth; 
To conquer tyrants, and ſet nations free. 
Already have | given, with flying touch, 
A broken view of this My ampleſt reign : 


Now while its firſt, laft, periods you ſurvey, 90 


Mark how it lab' ring roſe, and rapid fell. 
When Rome in noon - tide empire graſp'd the 


4 worid, „ 
And, ſoon as her reſiſtleſs legions ſhone, 
T he nations ſtoopꝰd around; tho? then appear'd 
Her grandeur moſt, yet in her dawn of power, 
By many a jealous equal people preis'd, 96 
Then was the toil, the mighty ſtruggle then; 
Then foreach Roman I an hero told, 
And evey paſling fun and Latian ſcene = 
gar patriot virtues then, and awful deeds, 1eo 
That or ſurpaſs the faith of modery times, 
Or, if believ'd, with ſacred horror ſtrike. 
Dor then, to prove My moſt exalted power, 
I tothe point of full perfection puſh'ds, _ 
To fondneſs and enthuſiaſtic zeal, 105 
The great, the reigning paſſion cf the Free 
That godlike paſſion ! which the bounds of Self 
Divinely burſting, the whole public takes 
| Into the heart, enlarg'd, and burning high 
With the mix d ardour © unnumber'd felves; 
Of all who ſaſe beneath the voted laws 111 
Ot the ſame parent ſtate, fraternal, live, 
From this kind ſun of moral Nature flow'd 
' Virtues that ſhine the light of human kind, 
Aud, ray'd thro' ſtory, warm remotett time. 
Theſe virtues, - too, reſlected to their ſource, 
Increas d its flame, The ſocial charm went 
x2 round, —— — | 
The fair idea, more attractive ſtill, > 
As more by virtue mark d, till Romans, all 


— One band of iricads. unconquerable grew. 120 


Hence, when their country rais d her plain- 
tire vuice , — 


| | And, above envy, in the rivals train, 


uf 


The voice of pleading Nature was not 1 | 
And in their hearts the fathers throbhb'd no more; 
Stern to themſelves, but gentle to the whole. 
Hence, ſweeten'd pain, the luxury of toil ; 
Patience that baffled Fortune's utmoſt rage ; gh 
High minded Hope, which at the loweſt ebb. 
| When Brennus conquer'd, and when Cannz bled, 
The braveſt impuiſe felt, and ſcorn'd defpair, 
Hence Moderation a new conqueſt gain'd 1 30 
As on the vanquiſh d, like deſcending Heaven, 
Their dewy mercy dropp'd, their bounty beam'd, 
And by the labouring hand were crowns beſtow'd. 
Fruitful of men, hence hard laborious life, 
Which no fatigue can quell. no ſeaſon pierce : 
Hence Independence, with his little pleas'd, 
| Serene, aad ſelf- ſufficient, like a god, 
lu whom Corruption could not lodge one 
While he his honeſt roots to gold preferr'd ; | 
While truly rich, and by his Sabine ficld 140 
The man maintain'd, the Roman's ſplendor all 
Was in the public wealth and glory plac'd; 
Or reudy, a rough ſwain, to guide the plongh, 
Or elſe, the purple o'er his ſhoulder thrown, 2 
in long majeſtic flow, to rule the ſtate, 143 
With Wiſdom's pureſt eye, or clad in ſteel, 
lo drive the ſteady battle on the foe. 


To common-goad : Camillus! thy revenge; 


| Thy glory, Fabius! All ſubmiſſive, hence 180 = * 


Conſuls, Dictatorcs, ſtill reſign'd their rule, 
The very moment that the laws ordain c. 


The lateſt hour of ſway, taught to ſubmit, 
| (A harder leſſon that than to command, ) 
Into the private Roman ſunk the chief. | 
If Rome was ſerv'd, and glorious, careleſs they 


1 own; | 1606 
Sung the loud los by themſelves deſervd . 

Hence matchleſs co : on Cremera's bank 

Hence fell the Fabii : ce the Decii dy'd; þ# 
| And Curtius plung'd into the flaming gulf: 165 

Hence Regulus the wavering Fathers fem =” 

By dreadful counſel never given before ; 
For Roman honour ſu'd, and his own doom; 
Hence he ſuſtain d to dare a death prepar d 
By Punic rage: on earth his manly look, 170 


1 70 ; Relentleſs fix'd, he from a laſt embrace, 


By chains polluted, put his wife aſide, | 
| His lictle children climbing for a kiſs; Y 
Then dumb thro' rows of weeping wondering + 

friends, | on | 


A nem illuſtrious exile | preſe d along. 7 


Nor leſs impatient did he pierce the crowds © 
| Oppoſing his return, than if eſcaped 
From long Ltigious ſuits he glad forſook = 
The noiſy town a while, and city cloud, 3 
o breathe Venaſrian or Tarentine air. 1880 
Need I theſe high particulars recount ? 
Ihe meaneſt boſom felt à chirſt fur fame: 
| Flight _= worſt death, and ſhame their only 
A. | Os 


Hence every puſſion, een the proudeſt, ſtoop's þF| 


| Tho? conqueſt o'er them clapp'd ber cagte-wings, | 
Her laurels wi euth d, and yok d her ſnowy ſtecus 
To the triumphal car, ſoon as expir d 15s 


By whom: their country's fame they deem'd their 


W 8 3 4s. " ö 


later ruin, growing as it grow,) 


Fut if their oft-n-chcated hopes reſus'd | 
Te ſoothiug touch, ſi ill in the love of Rome 
The dread Dictator four d a ſure reſuurce. 215 
Was the affaulted ? was her glory frain'd? 
Oe commen quarre! wide- inflam d the whole. 
Ide in the Forum in the ſieid were ftiends, 
By foci; danger bound; each fond for each, 


The dead 
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Life had no charms, nor any terrors fate, 

When Rome and Glory c2!!'d. But, in one view, | 
Mark the rare boaſt of unequal'd times. 186 
Apes reyulv d unſully'd by a crime; 
ſtrea reign'd, and icartely nceded laws 
To bind a race clated with the ride 

Of virtue, and diſdaiaing to deſcend 190 
To meanneſe, mutual vioicrce, and wrongs. 
While war around them rag'd, in happy Rome 


All peaceful ſmil'd, all ſave the  patng clouds 


Th.t often hang on Freedom's je lous brow, 
And fair unblemifed centur:es claps'd, 195 


V hen not a Roman bled but in the fietd. | 
Their virtue ſack that an unbalauc' d ſtate, 
Still between Noble and Plebeian tofs'd, 


A flow's the wave of 2nctuating power, 

Was thence kept firm, and with triumphant prow 
Rode: out the Rorm. Ofr' tho” the native * 
That irom the firſt their conſtitutio ſuock, 


Stood on the treat ning prin: ©! C. ail war 


d apetril d by de- :f, fo naked ty 7. 
And ſeuſtibie to truth, that o'ce the ge 


Al giddy n. hy Oppreſtion ſwel! d, 210 
Frevail da tic; 85 


i fable, and at once 
T's peace recover d the divided ſlate. 


„d tor their deareſt country ail, to die. 220 
Thus up the hill of Lmpire flow they toibd. 


Till, the b:4d ſummit * the Thouſand | 


States 
Of proud Italia blended into one; 


Then ober the nations they reſiſtleſe ruſh'd, | 
And touch'd the 1 limits of the failing world. - 225 | 


Let Fancy's eye he d. ſtant lines unite, 


Ser that which borders wild the weſtern main, 
Where forts at large re ſound, and tides immenſe; | 


1 
Amid the reftlets clouds and lcauiug heaven, 231 
_ Hangs o'er the deep chat vorrows thence its name. 


Mark that oppcs'd, where firſt the ſpringing 


Fium Ca edonia's dim cet ulcan coat, | 
And moiſt Flibernia, to where Atlas, lodg'd, 


Morn 


: Her roſcs cis, and makes mound her dews; R 


From the dire deſerts by the Caſpian lav'd, 235 


Jo where the l igris and Euphrate join'd, 


Inpetunus rear the Babylonian plain, 


Aud bleſt Arabia aromatic breathes, 
See that dividing far the watery North, 


Parent of focus frum the majeſtic Rhine, 240 


Drunk by Battavian meads, to where, ſeven | 


mouth'd, 
In Cuxine waves the flaſhing Danube roars: 
7a where the frozen Tanais ſcarcely firs 
Meotic pool, or the long Rha 


Ia ine black SeydLian ice N torrent tfirc ws. 245 
i, , 


| 


| Laſt that beneath the burning zone hehold : 
See where it runs, ſrum the deep loaded plains 
Of Mauritania to the Libyan fands, 
Where Ammon lifts amid the corrid waſte | 
A veriant iſie, with ſhade and fountain freſh, 250 
And farther to the full Egyptian ſhore, 
To where the Nile from Ethiopian clouds, | 
His 12ver-drain'd ethcreal urn, deſeends. 


| in this vaſt ſpace what various tongues and ſtates! 


What bouncing rocks, and mountain, floods, and 
ſeas | 


| What purple tyrants quell'd, and nations freed! 


Deer Greece deicended chiet, with ſtealth di- 
| vine, 

| The Roman honary In © Sod of day, 

As at her Iſthmian games, a fading pomp! 
Her full aſombled youth innumerous ſwarm'd. 


A victor he, from the deep phalanx 1 e 
Of Irun-coted Macedon, aud back 


In he Grecian tyrant to his bounds repell'd. 
ne -ady tu ruſu, yet I the len en: voice 205 

Oi iſdom, fevrhivg the tumuirunus foul, - 

= 2 hoſe ſuns of Virtue calm. Their gEUCTENS hearts, 


In the high thougheleſs gaiety of game, 265 

White ſport alone their unatabirious hearts 

Poifcſo d. the ſudden trumpet, ſounſ ing hoarſe, 

| Bade ſilence er the bright »fſembly reign. 
Then thus a hcra!d. —* To the ſtates of Greece 


Their countries, cities, liberties, and laws; 


1 Taxes remit, and garriſons withdraw.“ 


The crowd, aſtonith'd half, and half inſurm d. 


exc aim d, 


Be that again ; roclaim'd, dilinct, and loud. 
Loud and diſtin it was again proclaim'd; 

| And fill as midnight in the rurai have, 
When the gale llumbers, they the words de wur d. 
A while ſevere amue ment held thera mute; 


ven 


| From many 2 thoutand hearts ecſtatic ſprung. 


On every haid rebetiow'd to their joy 


Thro' all her turrets ſtateiy "Corinth Mook, 
Ard, from the void above of ſhatter'd air. 
The flitting bird tell brenthleſs to the ground. 
What pier is g bliſs! how keen a ſenſe of fame 
Did then, Flaminius! reach thy iumoit foul !. 
and with what deep-felt glory didit thou en 
E ſcape the fondnei. of trauiported Greece! 
Nix d in a tempeſt of ſuperior joy, 

hey leſt the ſports ; ; kr Bacchanals they a | 


Nor frain'd a Cave ; and loud acclaims till niglit 


n curid the Procomſul's tent repeated rung. : 
| Then, crown'd with garlands, came the feſtive 


tours; 3 
And muſic, ſparkling wine, and converſe warn. 


* Ye guardian Gods of Greece | And are w2 
| jree 


| «© Was it not madneſs deem'd the very thaught? 


Nor And is it truc ? How did we nes chains? 


3 


481 


On a tribunal rais'd Flaminius tate; 261 


* The Roman people, unconfin'd, reſtore 270 


Star d Cubious round; — queſtion” d. tome | 


Like one who, dreaming, hetwecn hope 3 and fear | 
Is loſt in anxious joy, Be that again, | 276 - 


Then, burſling broad, the boundleſs out to hea - 


The ſwelling fea, the rocks, and vocal hills: 285 


Fach other ſtraining in a ſtrict embrace, 295 


Their roptares wak d ane w. — Ye Gods!” they 
| cry d, 30 4 | 


48 2 


6 At what a dire expence of kindred blood? 

« And arc they now diffoty'd ? and ſcarce one 
dro 

« For te Fair firſt of bleſſings have we paid ? 

Courage and con ſuct in the daub: ful held, 

„When rages wide the ſtorm of mingling war, 

« Are rare indeed; but how to gencrous ends 

Fo turn ſucceſs and conqueſt, rarer ſtill; 

That the great Gods and Romans only know. 


Lives there on earth, almoſt to Greece un- 


known, 
1 people ſo magnanimous, to quit 

Their native ſoil, traverſe the ſtormy deep. 
And by their blood and :reaſare, ſpent ſor us, 
«* Redeem cur fates, our liberties, and laws ! 


There does! there does! oh! Saviour Titus! 


Reme !“ 


3.0 


Thus thro the happy night they pour'd — 


ſouls, 
And in My laſt-refl-Qed beams rejvic'd. 
As when the ſhepherd, on the mountain brow, 
Sits piping to his flocks and gameſome kids, 
Mean time the fun, bencath the green earth fuok, | 
Slents upward o'er the ſcene a parting gleam, 
Snort is the glory that the mountain gilds, 
Plays on the glittering flocks, and glads the 
ſwain; 325 

To weſtcrn worlds irrevocably roll'd S 
Rap id, the ſource of light recalls his ray. 
Here, inferpoſing, [—* Oh, Queen of Men! 

© Beneath whoſe ſceptre i in <Tential rights 
Equal they live tho? plac'd, for commou good, | 
Various, or in ſubjection or command, 33! 
And that by common choice; alas! the ſcene, 
With virtue, freedom, and with gior; bright, 
* Streams into blood, and darkens into woc. 
Thus ſhe purſu d.— Near this great ra, Romc 
Began to feel the ſwiſt approach of Fate, "Sa 
That now her vitals gain'd ; {till more and more 
Her deep diviſto: e kindling i into rage, 
And war with chains and deſolation charg'd.. 
From an unequal balance of her fons 


40 
9 
« 
us. 


340 
I E: fe fierce contentions ſprung and, as increas d 
"Chis hated incquality, more fierce 
They flam'd tu tumuir. Independence fail'd, 
Eere by luxuricus wants, by real there; 
And with this vu tue every virtue frank, +. na 
As with the fliding rock the pile ſuſtain d. 
A laſt attempt, too late, the Gracchi — 
Tuo fit the flying ſcale, and poiſe the ſlate. 
Ona ode ſide ſwell'd ariſtocratic pride, | 
With Uſury, the villain whoſe tel! 5 350 


ends by degrees to baſeneſs the free . 
And Luxury rapacious, cruel, mean, 
Mother of vice! while on the other 
A pop alace in want, with pleaſure 87 J. | 
it for proſcriptions, for the darkeſt deeds, 355 
As the proud feeder bade, inconſtant, blind; 
Nelcriing fricucs at need, and dup'd by foes; 
Loud ard ſeditious. when a chieti inſpir'd 
Their _— fury ; but of him depriv'd, 
© Aixeady 7 Aa vos that lick d the ſcourging 8 
This cm Republic, that againſt the blaſt 361 
o Oppeſition roſe, that (like an oak. | 


Nur: d en ferocious Algidum, whole boughs 


4 


— 
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| Still ſtronger ſhoot ber- ath the rigid ane) 
By lofs, by laughter, from the ſteel irfe'f 


265 


E'en {orce and ſpirit drew, ſmit with the calm, 
Tha dead ſerene oi proſperous fortune, pin'd. 


i Nou:hr no her weighty ! legions could oppoſe. 
_ Her terror once on Alric's tawny ſhore, 


Now ſmoak' d in duſt, a ſtabling now ſor wolves; 


And everv dreaded power r:cetv'd the yoke, 
Befides, deſtructive, from the conquer d Laſt, 

in the folt plunder came that worſt of sue 
That peſtilence of mind, a fever'd thirſt 
For the falſe joys which Luxury prepares; 
Unworthy jovs' that waſtcſul leave behind 

No mark of honour, in reflecting hour, 

No ſerret ray to glad the conſcious foul ; 
At once involving in one ruin wealth 

And wealth acquiring powers; while ſtupid Self, 
Of narrow gaſt and hebetating ſenſe, 

Devour th: nobler faculties of bliſs. 

Hence Roman virtue flacken'd into floth, 
Security re lax'd the ſoftning ſtate, 

And the broad eye of Gov: rment lay clovd. 

No more the laws inviolable reiga d, 
And public weal no more; but party rag'd; 
And par ial power, and licenſe unreſtrain'd, 

Let Diſcord tro' the deathful City looſe. 
Firſt, mild Vib-rius ! on thy ſacred head 
The Fury” s veug-ance fell; the firſt whoſe blood 
Had ſince the Conſuls frain'd contending Rome; 
Of precedent p-raicious ! With thee bied 
Three hundre / Romans; with thy brother, next, 


m —— 


The Forum: and Comuna horrid grew, 
A ſcene of baitzr'd power or reckiny gore; 


And majeſty of laws; if not in time 
Repreiz'd ſgvere for human aid too ſtrong, 

| The torrent turus, and overbears the whole. 

| Thus luxury, diſſenſ on, a mix'd rage 

Of beundleis picaſure and of boundleſs wealth, 


Want wiſhiag change, and waite repairing war, 
Rapin: for ever loſt to peaceful toil, 


| Guilt unaton'd. profuſe of blood Reven 


Corruption alt avow'd, and jawlels Force, 4 
Each heightning each, al. ernate ſhook the fate. 


— 


{ Mcan time Ambition, at the dazzling hcad 


Of hardy legions, with the laurcis heap'd 


I And ſpoil of nations, in one cir ling blaſt 


Combin d invarious florm, and from its baſe 

The broad Republic tore. By Virtue built, 413 

It touch'd the ities, and ſpread o'er ſhclter'd earth 
An ample roof; by Virtue, too, ſultain'd, 


And balanc d fteady, every tempeſt ſung. 


 Innexious by, or bade it firmer ſi and: | 
But when, with ſudden and enormous chang 
The firſt of mankind ſunk into the laſt, | 
As once in virtue, fo in vicz extreme, 

This univerſal ſabric yielded looſe, 


42¹ 


| Before Ambition ſtill; ; and thundering down, 


At laſt, bencach its ruius crufl'd a world. 415 
A conquering pcople, tu themſelves a prey, 
Muſt ver all, when their vis rious troops, 


in loud and . Sg grown, « can find 


386 


390 


Three the uſand more; til into battles turn d 398 
| Debates uf peace, and for='d the trembling laws. 


When, kalt aſam d, Corruption's thieviſh arts, 
and rufli=n Force, began to lap the mounds 490 


—_—_ — 
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N land to fack and pillage but their own. | 


Ry brutal Mariue and keen Sy'llafiaſt 430 
T.Fns'd the deluge Circ of civil blocd, | 
Uncexfir; woes hegan, and this or that d 
(Decp drenching their revenge) nor virrue ſpar'd, | 
Nor ſex, nor age, nur quaſity, nor name; 

Till Rome. into an haman ſnambles turn'd. 42 
fade deſerts lovely — Oh! too well earn d chains 
Pernted race If no true Ropꝛoꝝ then, 
No Scævola, there was, to rai't for Me 
A vengeſul hand; was ther? no father, robbh'd 
O bloomin® youth to prop his wicher'd age? 
No fon a witneſe to his hoary fre | 
In Euſt and gore deiii'd ? No fiend, foriorn ? 
Ko wretch that Coubtiul trembled for h:mfelf ? 
None brave, or wild. to vierce a monfter's heart, 
Wie hoping horror roun“, ne more deſęerv'd 
The ſacred ſnelter ofthe laws he ſpurnꝰd? 
No: fad o'er all profound Dejection fats, 
And nervrleſs Fear. The !lzve's aſylum theirs; 
Cr flight, il'-judging, that the timid back _ 
Turns weak to flaughter, or partaken guilt. 450 
In vain from Sylia's vanity I erew, i 
An und xampled deed. Phe perrer reßgn'd, | 
And all unhop'd the Commonwealth rcHor'd, 
Amaz'd the public, and cffac'd his crimes. 
Thro' ftreets yet ſtreaming from his murderous 
_ Unarnr'd ke ?iray'd, unguarded, nnaſcaibd, 
And on the bed of peace his aſhcs lad; 
A grace which | to his diſmiſſion gave. 
But with hem dicd not th' Eipoiic for! 
Ambition ſaw that ſtooping Roma could bear 
A Maſter, nor had virtue to he irh)“. 461 
Herce for ſucce:ding years My tre led reign, 
Ko certain peace, no fpreading ri: ect. knew. 
Deſiruction gathered reund. Stili the black ſoul 
Or oft a Catalinc or Rullus ſwell '! 463; 
With fell deſigns, and all the watcluſul art 
Of Cicero demanded, all the force, ,. 
All the ſtate - wielding magic of his tongue, 
And ail the thunder of Ny Caro's zeal. 
_ Vithtiheſe i linger ' d, till the dame avew 470 
Burt ot in blaze immcnſe, and wrapt the 
W  o_ Vf. 1 
The ſhameſul conteſt ſprung to whom mankind 
Should yield the neck; to Pompey, who con- 
A rage impatiunt of an equa! name; | 
Or to the noblir Cæſar, on whoſe brow 475 
Oer daring Vice deluding Virtue ſmil'd, i 
And who no lels a vain ſuperior feem'd. : 
Boh hled, but b!:d in vain, New truitors roſe. 
The vena] will be buught, the baſe have lords. 


"0 theſe vil- wars l left ambitious Caves 480 


Aud from Phillppi's field, ſrom where in duſt 
The la of Romans, matchleſs Brutus! lay, 
Spread to the North, untam'd, a rapid wing. 

Whar tho” the ficſt ſmooth Cæſars arts careſs d. 

Marit and Virtue, ſimulating Nie? 485 
Se ere ly tender! crueliy humane 15 
The chain to cench, and make it ſofter fit 
O': the new breken ſtill ferocious itate, 


Th” imperial monſters all—A race on earth 490 


Viadictive fent, the ſcovrye of human kind! 


| Whoſe blind profuſion drain'd a bankrupt world, 
| Whoſe luſt to forming Nature ſeems diſgrace, 


And » hoſe infernal rage bade every drop 

Of anctent Hiood that yer retaiu'd my flame, 493 
To that of Pætus in the peaceful bath, 

O'er Rome's aſſriglited ſtreets inglorions flow. 
But alinuſt juſt the mernly-patient death 


That waits a tyrant's unprevented ſtroke. 


''"us, indecd, gave one fliort evenin;; wleams 
Mare cordial felt, as in the midſt it ſpread 

Or frorm and horror the delight of men 

He who the day, when his o er flow ing hand 
Hail made no happy heart, concluded loft ; 
Frajan and he, with the mild 5ire and Son, $595 


| His ſon of virtue ! eas'd a white mankind, 
Ind arts reviv'd beneath their gentle beam. 


Then was their laſt effurt; what Sculpture rais'd 
To Traj-n's glory, fo lowing triumphs ſtole, | 


| On that triumphal arch, the forms of Greece 
Mean time o'er rocky Thrace, and the dcep 


1 valcs 


Of gelid H mus, I purſu'd my flight, _ 
And, picrcin» fartheſt 5cythia, weſtward ſwept 


A lullen land of lakes, and feas immenſe, 


of rocks, reiounding torrents, gloomy heaths, 
| and cruel deſerts, black with ſounding pine, a | 
4 Where Nature ſrowns; cho ſometimes iuto ſmiles 
| She ſoſtens, and immediate, at the touch $520 
| Of ſcutherp gales, throws ſrom the fudde t gluve = 
Tuxuriant paſture and a waſte of flowers. | 


But, cold compreſt, when the whole 10au:4 hea- 
| Deſcnds in ſnow, lolt in one white abrupt 


| Li-s undiltinguiſh'd earth; and, ſciz d uy froſt, 
| Lakes, headlong ſtreanis, and floods, aud oc, 
. llecp. | = Þ 

| Yer there liſe glows ; the ſurry millions there 
Duep- dig their dens beneath the ſack-ring ſaows z 


| And there a race of men proliſic ſwarms, 


As it in ſearch of day, and © cr the banks 
Of vieldivg Empire, only flave-fuicain's, 


* Reſiitleis rag'd, in VENgrance urg d by Me. 


I quicted earth the while. As when the tribes 
Aerial, warn'd of riſing winter, ride 54s 
Autumnal winds, to warmer climates borne; 
So Arts, and each good Genius in My train, 


| F. uni the dark Thus, luccec ding, beheld : 


I cut the cloſing zloom, and ſoar'd to heaven. 


1 3 


And mixt with Gothic forms, (the chifſeI's 
I fhame,) 5 310 


darmatia, travers'd by a thouſand ſtreams: 515 


{ 1o various pain, to little pleaiure, us d; 830 
| On whom, keen parching, beat Riphæan winds, 
Hard like ther foil, and like their chmate Eerce, 
| The uu cry of nations :— Theſe I rous'd, 

| | Drove land on Jand, on people people pour d, 
Till from almoſt perpetual night they broke, 535 


Long in the barbarous heart the bury'd feeds 
Of Frec:lom lay fr: many a wintry age, 340 
| Andtho' My ſpirit work d by flow degrees, | 
Nought but its pride and ñerceneſs yet appear'd : 
Then was the night of time that parted werlds, 


434 THOMSON'S POEMS. 


In the bright regions » thee of prvet Sap, : cludes with an abſtract of the Engliſh hiſcory, 
Far other ſcenes and — ib 550 making the ſcveral advances of Liberty, dowu to 
A dorn'd prefuſe with other arts divine. | her complete ckabliſkment at the Revolution. 


All beauty here below, to them compar'd, 0 
Would, like a roſe before the mid-day fun, TRUCK with the riſing ſeene, FIN L, "i 
Shrink us its bloſſom; like a bubble break 180 n 

The paſſing puor maynificence of kings: 655 * Ah! Goddeſs, what a change! Is carth the 
For there the King of Nature, in full blaze, | fame ? 

Calls every ſplendour forth ; and there bis court « Of the fame kind the ruthleſs race ſhe feeds? 
Amid ethereal powcrs and virtucs holds; | „ And does the fame jr ſun and zther ſpread 


Angel. archangel, tutelary gods, Round this vilz {pot their ali-cnlivening ſoul ? 5 
Of cities, nations, empires, and of worlds. 560 | * Lo! Beauty fais; loſt in unlovely forms 


But facred be the veil that kindly clouds | * Of little pomp, N. agnificence ne more 
A light too keen ſor mortals, wraps a view * Exalts the mind, aud bids the Public ſmile ; 
Too ſoſtening fair, for thoſe that here in ouſt '& While to rapac: zous interelſt Glory leaves 


Miuſt chearful toil out their appointed years. e Mankind, and every grace of life is * 10 
A ſenſe of higher liſe would only damp 6 


The ſchoolboy's ta IK, and ſpoi! his playſul hours; To this the power whoſe vital radiance calls 


BY could the child of Reaſon, feeble Nn | "Y the brutc mats of man an ordered w. rd: 
With vigour thro” this infant being drudpe, | © Wait £3 the morning ſhines, and fr m the 
| Dis brighter worlds, their unimagin'd bliſs | 4 th ing =, 0 | 


P 
— d=z2le and diſſolve his mind. 570 « Of Gothic darknef+ ſprings another day. | 


« Of Beauty, then fre M-blooming i in her prime, 
| But faintly trembles thro” the callous foul, 
| Ta T And Granderr, or of morals or of life, 
| BRIT Al N. | ** Sinks into fate purſuits and Creeping Cares. 
| Een cautious Virtue ſeems to ſtoop her flight, 
6 And aged Life to deem the genereus deeds 20 
„„ . IT Of youth romantic, yet in cooler thought 
LIBERTY _ Þ ©© Well-reaten'd, in reſcarches piercing decp 
ie | | © Thr»? Nature's works, in profitable arts, 


| vc True, Genius droops; the tender ancient taſte 4 


PART IV. And all that caim Experience can diſcluſe. 5 25 - I 


5 } < slow guide, but ſure ; behold the world anew 
THE CONTENTS, „ Exalted riſe, with other honours crown'd; 


| Difference between the Ancients and Moderrs „ Athenian lauzels till afreſh ſhall bloom.” 
Nightly touched upon, to ver 20. Deſcription of 
the dark ages. The Goddeſs of Liberty, who, 'T Oblivions ages paſs d, while Earth, ſorſocæ 30 
during theſe is ſuppoſed to have left the earth, re- By her beſt Genii, lay to Demor:s foni, 
turns. attended with Arts and Sciences, to v. 100. And unchain'd Furics, an abandon d prey. 
8&:e firſt deſcends on Italy. Sculpture, Painting, Contention led the van; firſt ſma.l of ze, 
vnd Arch. » ture. fix at Rome, to revive their + But, ſoon dilatiag, tu the fries fhe towers: 
fever i ert by their great models of Antiquity Then wide as air the livid fury ſpread, > I - 
there, which raany bar barous invaſions had not! And, high her head above the flurmy clouds, 25 
been able to deſtroy. The revival of theſe Arts. She blaz'd in omens, ſwell'd the groaning winds 
marked out. That ſon times Arts may flour:th } With wild furmiſes, battlings, ſounds of war: 
fer a while under deſpotic governments, thouyh * From land to land the madd'ning tr ampet blew, 
never the natural and genuine predncion of; Ai. d j our d her venom: tiuo the heurt of man. 40 
them, to ver. 253. Learning begins to dawn.— : Shook to the Pole, the North obey'd her call. 
The uſe and Science attend Liberty, who, in Forth ruſh'd the bloody Power of Gothic war, 
her progreſs towards Great Britain, raiſes ſeveral | War againſt human-kiud ; Rapine that led 
free ſtates and cities. Theſe enumerated to ver. Millions of raging robbers in his train; | 
281. Author's exclamatien ef joy, upon ſeeing Unliſtening, barbarcus Force, to whom the ſword 5 
the Britiſi ſeas and coaſc riſe in the Vificu, which , 1s realon, honour, law; the Foe of Arts 46 
| painted whatever te Geddeſs of Liberty laid hy monſters fo!low*'e, hidcous to behold, | 
She reſumes her narration. The Genius of che, That claim'd their place Outrageuus mix * d with 
Deep appears, and, adcr« ſüng Liberty, aſſociates theſe 
Great Britzin into his Cominion, to ver. 451.— Another ſpecies of tyrannic rule, 
_ Liberty received and congratulated by Britannia Unknown beſore, whoſe cancrous ſhackles ſeiz d 
and the native Genii or Virtnes c£ the ifland — | TY envenom 4 ſoul ; a wilder Fury, Se 50 
Theſe deſcribed animated by the preſence of Li-; F'en o'er her eller Sifter tyranniz d; | 
herty, they begin their operations. Their bene- Or if, perch.nce, agtecd, inſlam'd her rage. 
ficent in uence contraſted with the works and de- \ Dire 1 her train, aud joud: the Sable Band 
ATuſtons of 9ppoling — to vc. 626. Con- Thundering * Subauic, Fe _ ye Prufanct 


i 6 And, where My fririt wakes the fincr p rowers, 3 


Ok peremptory feature, Cleric Pride. 


Or poignard bach d in unbeliveing blood; 
Hell's fierceit ſiend; of faintly krow demure, 
_ Atinmmn:z a cctcitial ieraph's name, 1 


Ol picaiag Parent Heaven, the Source of Love! 
Has Wrauęg hit more hurcors, more detcited deeds, 
Than all the reſt combin'd. | 
And wild of head to work her fell deügus, 75 | Aud old Remembrance chrili'd in every thought, 
Came Idiot Superſtition; round with ears | = 
Iommcrousſtrow'd, ten thoufaud Monkiſh forms | In leaning fite reſpiring from his toils. 140 


Turu'd to flagitious Icagucs againſt mankind, 
And arts of plunder more and mate avowed; 30 


Ta vlolation drzgg J, aud mingled Gcath + 


TEOMSON'S POEMS, 


483 


« Earth is the Lord's, and therefore Ours : let | What conſlagrations, earthqu2kes, ravage, floods, 


kings He 3 | 
& Allow the common claim, and half be theirs; | 
6 If not, behold ! the ſacred lightning flies!“ 
Scholaſtic Diſcord, with au hundred rongues, 
For ſcieace utte ing gangling words obſcure, 60 
Where frighted Reaſon ncver yet could dwell ; 


Wheſe reddening check no contradiction bears; 
And Huly Slander, his aſſuciate firm, | 

On whom the Lying Spirit ſtill deſcends; 65 
Mother of tortures! Perfecuting Zeal, 
High-it.ſhing in her hand the ready torch, 


Whiic ſac beneath the blaſphemone pret 


— 


Have turn'd thy cities into tony wilds, 

And ſuccourlels and bare the poor remains 120 
Ot wretches forth to Natur: common caſt! 
Addedto theſe, the ſtil] continued waſte 

Ot inbred foes, that on thy vitals prey, 

And double tyrants, ſcize the very ſoul. 

Where hadſt thou treaſures for this ravine all? 
Theie hungry myriads, that thy howels tore, 
Heap'dfack on ſack, and bury'd in their rage 


Wonders of Art ? whence this grey feene 2 mine 


Of r:ore than gold becomes and orient gems. 


| Wicre Egypt, Greece, and Rome, united glow. 


Here Sculpture, Paintiny, Architecture, bent 


From ancient models to reſtore rheir arts, 


Remain'd. A little trace we how they rofe. 
Amid the hoary ruins Sculpture firft, | 
Deep dięging. from the cavern dark and dawp, 

Their grave for ages, bid her marble race 


Led on by her, 


Wich legends piy'd them, and with tenets, meant 
To charm or {care the firapte into flaves, 

And poiſon reaſon | grofs, ſhe ſwaliows all, 80 
The meſ abſurd belicving ever mot: 


Broad ver the whole her univerſal night, | 
The gloom ſtill doubling, Ignorance diffus'd. 


Ncught to be feen but vilionary Monks 


To councils ſtrolling, ad embroiling er ceds: 85 
Finder daints, diſturbing diſtant nds, Ih 


Ani unknaven Nations, wandering for a home. 
All lay re vers'& : the ſacred arts of rule "x 


Pure plain Devotion to à ſole mn farce; 


To wnly dotage Virtue, cen to guile, 


Jo murder, and a mockery of cachs; 
Era ve ancicut Freedom to the rage of flaves, 


Sprinꝝ to new light. Toy ſparkled iu her eyes, 


As mne the pleaſing reſurrectiou ſaw. 


Ahe well-known hero, wits debver'd Greece, 


His zmaple cheſt, all tempeſted with force, 
Unaconquerable rear d. She law the head, 


| Breathing the hero, fmall of Grecian fize, 
Sc4rc: more cxtenfive than the finewy nccc; 143 
| Tac fpreading ſhoulders, muſcular, and brox ; 


| The whole a maſs of ſwelling finews, touchd 
Into harmonious ſhape ; ſhe faw, and jay d. 
The yellow hunter, Melcager, rais'd 


The Gladiater. Pityleſs his ivok, | 
and ench keen finew brac d, the ſtorm of war, 
Ruilling, o'er all his nervous body irowns. 155 


| The dying Other from the glo..m ſhe drew, 


Supported on his ſnorten'd arms h. jeans, | 


Prou? of tlleir ſtate, and 6; hting for their chains; Pronc 2:0::zing:; wich incumbent tate 


 Dwonour'd Courage to the bravo's trade, 986 
To civil broil; and Glory to romance. bs 


Thus human lite unbing'd to ruin rcd, 
And gidily Reaſon totter'd on her turune —. 


t loſt Heaven's belt incxplicable Icieme, 160 | \il-conqueſt fluſa d, fro: a proſtrate Python come 


D*!o!ofing. bade new brightening er:s fue 


A ſouuding pinion. Eager Vity, mixt 


On Latium firſt we ſtopped, for douhtisis life 
That panted, ſuuk beneath unnuniber d wWocs. 


5 Ah g pour Italia! what a bitter cup iy | 
Oi vengeance halt thou drain'd ! Go ths, Vandals, 


Huns, 


How many à ruian form haſt thou beheld” 


V. hat borrid | arguns heard, where rage alone 


Vas all thy tri;;lited ear could comprehend ! 


Ho trcquent hy the red inhuman hand, 


Yet warm with brothers“, huibands'“, fathers? 
tlood, 2 
N. chou thy matrons aud thy virgins ſeen 


— 


| Aud ſweet ſubſiding to a native ſmile, 170 


: Lombards, Barbarians broke from every land, | 


Heavy declines his head, yet dark bencath 

The fiflering feature ſullea vengcauce lowers, 
Shame, indlignation, unaccompiith'd rage, 
Aud ſtili the cheated eye expcetsh's fall. 


| Thc Q-7ered God lu graceſui acts ha frands, 


Tuc high cemmand gone lor th, Arts in My train, | Flis aria extended with the flackten'd bow. 165 


f » #* . 0. bd «Y . : 1 8989 7 
Aud wzure-manrled Science, ſwift we ſpread + Light lows his cafy robe, and fair ciptays | 


A maniy-foitened torm, The bloom of gods 


With Indiguat ion, ury' her downward Bight, 105 Seems youth ul o'er the beardiefs check to wave: 


His icatures yet heroic ardour warms ; 
Mix: with rae joy clating conqus ſt gives, 
Aſcaticr's irown exalt his matchicts air. 
On Flora mov'd, her full proportion'd liinb's 
R ſc thro' the mantle fluttering in the breeze. 
The een of Love aroſe, a> from the deep 175 
She ſprung in all che melting pomp of charms, 


| BGaihiul is betuls ; her weli-caunglit luok aſide 


Turns in cuckanting guiſe, where dubious mix 
Vain conſcious beauty, a diſſ-mblcd ieuſe 


I15 f Of modett ſhame, and ſlippery lo ks of love. 180 


The gazer grows enamour'd, and the tone, 


| As ii ezulcing iu its conqueſt, imilcs. 


His beautrous front, and thre” the finifh'd hole | 
Shows what ideas ſ. i'd of old in Greece. 151 
Ot raging aſpect, ruſii'd impetuous forth „ 


— — — 


1 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
| 


FI eternal chaſe. 


486 


80 turn'd each limb, fo ſwell'd with fo tening art. 
Tha the deluded eye the marble doubts. | 
At laſt her utmoſt Maſterpiec: ſhe found, 186 
Tbat Maro fir d; the miſerable fire, 

Wirapt with his ſons in Fates ſevereſt graſp. 


The ſerpents, twiſting round, their firingent 
folds 


Inextricable tie. Such paſſion here ! 


Such agonies ] ſuch birt-rneſs of pain! * 


Serm ſa to tremble thro! the tortur d ſtone, 
That the touch'd heart engroſſes all the view. 
imeſt unmark'd the beſt proportions paſs 
That ever Greece bcheid ; and, ſe n alone, 
On the rapt eye th' imperious patſions ſeize 3 3 195 
1 he fath: r*s double pargs, both for himſelf 
And ſons convuls'd : to Heaven his ruciul look, 
Inploring aid, and half. accuſing, caſt ; 
Hl, tell deſpair with indignation mint, 

As the ſtrong- curling Montters from his fide 200 
His ſull- extended fury cannot tear. | 
More tender touch'd, with varied art, his ſons, 
 &'Tthe ſoft rage of younger paſſions ſhow : 
In a toy's helpleſs tate one {inks oppreis d, 
While. yet unpierc d the frighted other tries 
Ei- foot to ſte. I out of tre horrid twĩiie. 2c6 


She _ no more, but ſtraight from Gothic 
| ru 
Her chiſſel clear d, and Juſt and fragments drove 
npetuous round. Succeſſive as it went 
From fon to ſon, with more enlivening touch, 210 
From the brute rock it call d the . form, 
Tin, in a legiſſator's awful grace 
Dreſs'd, Buonaroti bid a Moſes rife, 
And, lookin: love immenir, a <avour God. 
Of theſe obitrvant, Painting ſelt the fire 215 
urn inward. Then ecſtatic he d:ffu-s'd | 
1 ne canvaſo, ſria d the pallet, with quick hand 
F he colours brew d, and on the void expanſe . 
Iller gay creation pour'd, her mimic world 
Poor wis the manner of her eld. ſt race, 220 


Darren and dry, juſt ſtruggling from the taſte, 


hat had for ages ſ-ar'd in cloiſter dim 
The ſuperſtitious herd; yet glorious then 


Were deem'd their works, where undevelop'd | 


lay 

| The fu · ure wanders that enrich mankind, 225 
Aud a new light and grace o'er Fnrope caſt. 

Arts graiual gather ſtreams. Enjarging this 
To cach his portion of her various gifts 

The goddeis dea t, to none indulging all; 

No, not 0 Raphae!. At kind diſtance Riil 230 
Per cd ion ſtands, like Happineſe, to tempt 
In elegant deſigu 
Improving Nature, in ideas fair, 

Or great. extracted from the five ant: que; 
Iz attitude, expr- Ton, airs div ne. 225 

Her iors of Rome and Florer.ce here the prize. 
To thee of Venice ſhe the magic art 
Of co ours melting into colours gave. 

Theirs too, it was, by one embracing maſs 
Tt bight and ſhade, that ſettles round the whole, 
Or varies tremulous from part to part, 241 
O'cr ail a binding har mou to throw, 

To raiſe the pictue- an? repoſe the fight, 
The Lombard ichool — miagicd both. 


TI Bencath- her Dor: as, 


{ inſpir'> by Me, throꝰ the dark ages kept 


1nouso N's ron us. 


Rear d the magmific ſront. Muſic again 

Her univerſal language of the heart 
Renew d; and, riſing from the plaintive vale, 
ro the fall concert ſpread, and folemn quire. 
Fi en bigots ſmil d, to their protection took 


| come; th 
For in a tyrant's garden theſe a while 
May bloom, tho“ Freedom be their parent foil. 


| light. | 
| The Mute awoke. Not ſooner on the wing 
Is the yay bird of dawn: artleſs her voice, 


| woods 
Romantic lays; but as her northern courſe 


Ardent purſu'd, her ſtrains more noble grew; 


Rome and her circling deſerts cait behind, 


I uxuriant o'er Etrurian mountains roves, 
Sale in the lap repos d of private bliſs, 
I ſmai republicsrais'd. Thrice bappy they ! 


Inſtead of ruling Power, ne'cr meant for them, 

Employ's their little cares, and fav'd their fate. 
Beyond the ragged pen: in- 2s, that roll 

Far thro' Italian bonnds their wavy tops, 

My path, too, [ with public bleſſings ftrow'd ; 


In ſpite of culture negligent and ęroſs, | 
From her deep boſom pours unbidden joys, 


And yrecn o'er all the land a garden li-5. . 
he barrun rocks themſelves, beneath my foot, 
Relenting bloum'd oa the Ligurian ſhore. 288“ 
i hick-{warminy people there, like emmets, ſciz'd, 


| 


Amid lurrou neg cliffs, the fcatter'd ſpots, | 
'WEich Natur left in her de*roying rage, 


There, in velute prolpect, from the rocky hill 
Gradual deſcending to the ſhelter'd ſhore, | 


| By Me proud Gecnoa's mahle turret's role; _ _ 
And while My genuine ſpirit warm'd her fons, 
ot unworthy, Me 290 


| Vy'd for the tridcut of the narrow ſens, 

Lre Britain yet bad open'd all the main. 
Nor be the then triumphaue flate forgot, 
Where, puſh d trom 8 carth, 4 remn 
1 "ali, | 


Ot ray old Roman flame ſome tpari:s alive; 


5 | Che leeming co:i-bult city, which My 8 


Drep in the boſom fix d of wondering ſeas. 


| aftorith's mortals fa:l'd, with pleaſing awe, 


 Aroun the fea-girt walls, by Neptune ſenc'd, 


Amazing feen amid unſtabie waves, 
The fpicndid palace ſhines, and riſing rides, 
The green ſteps marking, murmur at tha door. 


2 To this fair — of Adria Rormy gulf, 305 


| Mesn time dread fanes and palaces around 245 


Arts not their own, aud from them borrowd 
IT. 


| And now conſeſt, with gently grow:n; picam 
| The morning ſhone, and weſtward ftrean'd its 


255 
|} Vntaught, and wild, yet warbling through the 
She, with her tutor Science, in My train 260 | 


While Reaſon drew the plan, the Heart inform 4 
| ihe moral page, and Fancy lent it grace. 


fr paſs'd nor idle ro my great ſojourn. 102 3 
On Arao's fertile piaia, where the rich vine 


Had fociai Freedom bound their peace, and Arts, 


| Free ſtates and cities, where the Lombard plain, | 


Ma e thrir own fields, nor ſi gl.“ for other lands. 


And down the briny-ſtreet, where on each haud, | 


2 
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The mar* of nations! long obedient ſeas 

Roll'd all the treaſure of the radiant Eaſt; 

Bir! now no more. "Than one great tvrint worſe 

(Whof: #25" eppreiton ligntene as diſcus FE) 

Exh tub: & tearing. many tyrant's role 310 

The aft the proudeR. jun d in dark det; 
bey jealous watchtvl, talent, and ſevere, 

Cat o'er tie whole ind :Folable chaius : 

Th lufter ſhackles of luxurious exfe 3 

They likewiſe added, te ſecure their ſway. 3135 

Tue Veuire fainter ſhines. and Commerce thus, 

Of toi! impotient, flags the drooping ſail: _ 

Burſting, beſiles his ancient bounds, he took 

A larger circle, found another ſcat, | 

= Qpening a thouſand ports, aud, charm'd with | 

toil, 
Whom nothing can diſmay, far other ſons. 32 


The mountains, then, clad with eternal ſnow, 
_ Conſe 1'd My power. Deep as the — rocks, 
Ey Na: ure thrown inſuperable round, 
0 planted there a League of friendly a tes; 
And bade plain Freedom their ambition be. 
There in the vale. where fural plenty fills, 
From lakes, and meads, and lui row d ficlds, her 

horn, 

| Chief where the Leman pure emitsthe Rhone, 
| Fare to he ſcen ! ungnilty cities riſe, 
Cities of brochers form'd; while equal life, 
Accarded gracous with rexolvi ing power, | 
Maintains them free, and in their happy 
Nor cruel deed nor miſery is known : 
For v.lour, Faith, and innocence of liſe, 33s 
 Renown'd, a rough laboriors people, there, 
Rat only gave the dreadłul Alps to ſmile. 
And preis their culture on retiring ſnows, 
Bux, ro firm crter train'd and patient war, 
"They like wile know, beyond the nerve remiſs 
Ot mercenar torce, how to defend 341 
Tuc taſtelab little their kard toil has carn'd, 
And the proud zr of Bourbon to defy. 


Fen, chear's by Me, their age mountains 
| charm, 
More than our Gallic or Italian plains; 

And ſick ning Fancy oft', when abſent long, 
Pines to heho Gd their Alpine views again: 
The holiow-wincing fiream, the vatc, fair fpread | 

Amid an amphitheatre of hulls, 

* ence, vapour-wing'd, the ſudden . 
| ſprings; _ 

From ſierp to deep eng. the gay train 331 
Ol foys, thick roil'd «to romantic thapes: 
Ihe flitting cloud. again: the ſummit daſu d, 
And, by the ſur illumin'd, pouring briglit 
A gewmy tower; hung o'er amazing rocks, 
The mount in- ah, and ſole mu-iounding = ; 
The fuow-fed current, in white mazcs, tols'd 
Down to the car ethereal lake beiow; : 
Ar, Eiph o'cr-topping all the broken leene, | 


7 he mountain fading into iky, where Mines 350 


On winter Winter uvering and whole top 
_ Licks l. om the ic cloudy magazine tun ins. 
From th: it deſcending, as | wav'd my courſe 
O er vat Germania, the ferocious nu: | 
Q: . vw men _ nearts affrontiiy deck, 355 
-W e tavour d cities here 22 hit 


| 6 
| 66 
| Þ « 


More buiy, wealthy, chcarful, and alive, 
ln each contented tace to look My foul. 


Theuce the loud Baltic pailing, —_ with 


form, 


To wintry Scandinavia's uemoſt bownd, 378 
There | the manly race, the parent hive 


Ol the mixt kingdoms, form'a into a ſtate 


| More regularly free. By kæener air 


Their genius purg'd, and teraper'd hard by fro, 


| Tempeſt and tail their nerves, the ſons of thule 


Whoſe only terror was a bloodleſs death; 


They, wiſe and dauntieſs, ſtill ſuſtain My cauſe. 
Yet there I fix'd not: turning to the South, 


| The whiſpering zephyrs ſigh” d at my delay. 380 


Here, with che thiſted Vidon, burſt my Jo. 
O tte dear proſpe ! O maieitic view ! | 
„See Britain's E Lo! the watery vaſt 
Wide waves, diffuſing the ceruleen plain. 
And now, methinks, like clouds ac iitance ſeen, 
Emerging white from deep: of ther, dawa, 
Ny kindred cliffs; whence, wafteil in the ble. 
© Ineflubie, a iecret ſweetneſs breathes. 


_—_ 


flows 


& With filial fondneſs for the land you bleſs,” 


| As parents to a child complacent deign 391 


Aporovance, the celeſtial 3rightnefs Imil d; 
Then thus—As o'er the wave-reiounding de. P. 
To My near reizn, the happy Iſle, 1 iteer'd 
With eafy wing, neho!d! from Carge to ſurge 


1 


Staik'd the tremendous Genius of the Deep: 


And d thunder redden'd in his hand, 


Or ſrom it Aream'd comprett the gloumy clond. 


Whcre'er he look'd the treinbling waves recoil'l; 


From Mors to ſhore, in agg itatiun dire. 
it works his arcad. ul w: it ro ie his voice 


howls 


Mist „ ith che murmurs of the falling NY as | 
Adereſ;'d, began—“ By Fate Foe "hs 4. go, 


„My Siter Coddzſs. now, to vor” bictt Ile, 
* Hencz!orth the partner ©: my rough domain. 


» Thoſe that reſul;cent, r th roſy morn 


bag - Drunk by equatcr tun“, [:verely thine ; 
« Or thoſe that, tothe polcs «pproaciing, riſe 


| 40 In billows rolling! nt Alps or ice: 215 5 
16 P'en yet. un ro: ach! d by daring cl, ec: 


5344 The vaſt Pac tic. . on other worlds, 


„Their future conguelt, rolis refound; ng EY 


* Long I maintun "4, inviol:te, my ren; 


“Around them %, vn the gro-aing 5 


„ Nor Alc "4nd; 4p me. K Or 2 r *» Ur av” 429 
4 3tiki in the crouk ui ure, the ce ja; 


e 


chief. 
lt was retere'd, wich Gar directed pro- 


: * i» ere the middla dr., and crive 4 Tard 


487 


A nolvier brow, and thro” their ſwarming ſtreets, 


« Goddeſs! forgive—My heart, ſurpriz d, o'er- 


Armand him clou's, in mingled tempt, hung: 
Thick-f1:tting mztcors crow d his ftarry heal; 5 


He ne eils hut ſteikæ the conſcious tloog, zud, ik 


* thic hearle Llatt that trauud du cavern. | 


„ All my dread wa'iks tu 07tons, open lie. 40 


© Or yellow evening flame; thole that proluſe, | 


„Till now o crept, aud pecutus Com: nerce 


„% Between ncir-olning lands. Tor . 
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« To diſlant nations thro? the pathleſs main. Whether the blameleſs poor, the nobly main d, 
« Chief fer their fear cfs hrarts the glory waits, | The loft to reaſon, the deelin'd in life,” 
Long months from laud, while the black ſlor- The helpleſs young that Kita no mother's hand, 


my night And the grey ſecond infancy of age, 
With unſhouk knee to know their giddy way; | She gives in public fawilies to live, 


495 
To ſing. unqueil'd, amid the laſhing wave; A fight to gladden heaven! whether ſhe ftands 


« To laugh at danger. Theirs the triumph be, Fair beck' ning at the lwlpituble gate, 


« By deep Invention's kecn pervading eye, And bids the ſtranger take repoſe and joy; 

« "The heart of Courage: and the hand of Toil, | | Whether, to ſolace honeſt labour, ſae 

« Each conquer'd ocean flaining with their am Rejoiccs thoſe that make the land rejoice; gco 
* Inflead of treaſure robb'd by ruſtun War, 435 ; Or whether to Philoſophy and Arts | 
« Round focial earth to circle fair exchange, | (At ence the baſisand the ſiniſh'd pride | 

« And bird the nations in a golden chain. Of government and life | ſhe wk 4 her hand, 


« To theſe | honour'd foop. ruſhing to 1; Nor knows her giſt proſule, nor ſeems to know, 
% A race of men bchold! whoſe daring deeds, | Doubling her bounty, that ſhe gives at all. 


S3 
Will in renown exalt my namelcifs plains 420 Juſtice to theſe hes awful preſence join d, . 
* (yer thoſe of ſabling Earth, as her's to mine ; I he mother of the ſtate! No low revenge, 
_ « In terror yield. Nay, could my ſavage heart | No turbid puſſions in her breaſt ſerment z | 
* Such glories check, their unſubmitting ſou] Tender, ſerene, compaſſionate of oo, = 
Would all my fury brave, my tempeſt climb, | As the Jaſt woe that can afflict maukind, gro 


** And might in ſpite of me my kingdom fu She puntihment awards; yet of the — 
Here waiting no reply, the ſhadowy Power More piteous ſtill, and of the ſuffering whole, 
Eas'd the dark iky, and to the deeps return'd; | Awards it firm. 80 fair her juſt decree, 
While the loud thunder rattling from his haud, | 7] hat, in his judging peers, each on himſelf 
Auſpicious, ſhook opponent Gallia's ſhore. 470 Pronounces kis own doom. 


O happy land! 515 
Of this encounter plad, My way to land  : Wherereigns alone this juſtice of the Free! 
I quick purſu'd, that from the ſmiling ſea ; Mid the bright group Sincerity his frot. t, 


| Receiv'd Me joyous. Loud acclaims were heard; Diſſuſive, reor'd ; his pure uutroubled eye, 


And muũc more than martal, warbling, fill' d The fount of Truth. The thoughtſul Power, 


Vith 2 aſtoniſhment the lab'ring hind, 455, i apart, 


W ho for a while th' unfiniſh'd furrow leſt, | Now, penſive. caſt on earth bis fd regard. 320 


And let the liſtening ſteer ſorget bis toil. | Now, touch d celetiial, Jaunch'd it on the cy. 
Duſeen by groſſer eye, Britannia breath d, 1 The Genius he hence Eritain ſhines ſupreme, 

And her aerial train. theſe ſounds of joy; The land of light, and rectitude of mind, 
For oſ old time, ſince firſt the ruſhing flood, aol He too, the ſite of Fancy feeds intenſe. 


Urg'd by Almighty pow'r, this ſavour'd Iſie With all the train of paſſions thence deriv'd ; 525 5 | 


Turn d fnſhing from the continent aſiſe, | Not kindling quick, a noiſy traulient blaze, 
 Indented ſhore to ſhore reſponſive ſtill, 1 gradual, tient, laſting, and profound, 
Its guardian ſhe—The goddeſs whoſe "Raid eye | Near him Retirement pointing to the ſhade, 
Beams the dark azure of the doubtful dawn. 465 And Independence, ſtood ; the generous pair 
Her treſſes, like a flood of ſoiten'd light, That fimple life, the quiet whiſpering grove, 
Thro' clouds imbrown'd, in waving circles play. | And the {till raptures of the freeborn foul, 


Warm on her check fits Beauty's brighteſt roſe. To cares prefer by Virtue bought, not carn'd ; 
Ol high demeanour, ſtately, ſkeddiug grace Proud y prefer them to the ſervile pomp 
Wich every motion. Full her riſing cheſt; 470 \ And to the heart embitter's | joys, of flaves. _ 
And new ideas, from her finiſh'd ſhape, ' Or ſhould the latter, to the public ſcene $35 
 Charm'd Sculpture taking, might „ Demanded, quit his ſylvan friend a While. 
such the ſair guardian of an Ifle that boaſts, Nou ht can his firmneſs ſhake, nothing ſeduce 
Proſuſe as vernal bloom, the faireſt dames. His zeal, ſtill active for th: common weal 53 
High- mining on the promontory's brow, 475 Nor ſtormy tyrants, nor Corrupticn's cools, od 
Awaiting Me, ſhe ſtood; with hope inflam” d, Foul miniſters, dark working by the ſorca 549 0 
By My mixt fpirit burning in ker ſons, 5 [ol fecret-ſapping gold All their vile arts. 
To firm, to poliſh, and exalt the ſtate. [Their ſhametul honours, their perſidious gifts, 


The native Genii round her radiant ſmil'd. | He greatly ſcorns; ; and if he muſt betray | 
W of ſolt deportment, aſpect cam, 430 His plunder'd country, or his power reſign, 


Unboaſtſul, ſuſſcring long, and, till 282 | A moment's parley were eternal ſhame: 545 


Ear en fd ban as the porting child 5 "| , Et ee. 
Eut, on jul reaon, one hi foryrourly = er b. ſeas lands the rer: gend. 
Blood is a paliime ! and his heart, clate, 485 Or Eraws new vigour in the peaceſul ſhave. 


Knows no depreſſing ſear. That Virtue known | Aloof the baſuſul Virtue hover'd coy, 550 


heart Proving by ſweet diſtruſt diſtruſted worth; 
, 3 — . | Rough Labour clos'd the train; and in his hand | 
Of Various name, as various obj eas wake, | oY Nu. 5 callous, lincw-ſwell d, aud tines with toil, 


DC a Oz 


„ 


—— — + — ” 


Nor be Relig: on, rational and free, 


By rites for ſome "weak tyrant mcenſe fit, 


| | Darting our light. we ſhoue the fogs away. 


bo Fuch grace, ſuch beauty, ſuch victorious lighe, | 
Lire in their preſence, ſtream in every glance, 
That the ſoul, won, enamour d, and reſin d, 585 
Gros their own image, pure ethereal] flame, 
— Hence the foul Demons, that oppoſe our reign, 
Would ſtill ſrom us deluded mortals wrap: | 
Or in grols ſhades they drown the viſual r'y; | 


$90 
With vain reſracted images of bliſs. | 


They roll the duſky rampart, wall o'er wall 

Ol darkneſs pile. ind with their thickeſt ſhade 
Secure the throne. | 

Of wolves, and bears, and nionſtrous things ob- | 


That vex the Swain, and waſte the country round, 
Protecled lies beneath a deeper cloud: 
Ver there We ſometimes ſend a ſearching ray. 


The prowling race retire, ſo pier cd ſevere, 
Be ſore our potent blaze theſe Demon's A 
And all their works diſfolve.— the whiſper'd 
That. like the fabling Nile, no fountain knows ; 
Fair-ac d Deceit, whoſe wily confcions (ye 
 Neeer looks direct ; the Tongue that licks the duſt 
ut, when it falſcly dares, as prompt ta (ting ; 
Enſnare; the Janus face of courtly Pride, 


0 hapleſs Worth the other ſcowls diſeain; 


Some virtuous flip, can wear a bluſh; the Laugh 
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Yet kind at heart, and juft, and generous, there 
No veny-ance lurks, no pale infidious gall : 

F'en in the very luxury of rage, 

He, ſoſt' ning, can forgive a gal ant fac ; 

The nerve, ſupport, and glory of the land! 560 


Here paſs'd in filencc, whoſe enraptur'd eye 
Sces heaven with carth connected. human things 
Link'd to divine; who not from ſervile fear, 
| 565 
The God of Love adores, but from a heart 
Eſfuſing gladneſs, into plealing awe * 
That now aſt: niſh'd ſwells, now in a calm | 
Of fearieſs confidence that ſmiles ſerene; | 
That lives devot on, one continual hymn, 570 
And then molt grateful, when Heaven's bounty 
mot 
Is right enjoy'd. This ever-chearful Power 
O'er the rais'd cireie ray'd ſuperior day. 


| joy'd ta join the Virtues whence My reign 
O'er *Ibion was toriſc. Each chearing each, 


Impatient fir'd us to commence our tolls. 
Or pleaſures rather. Long the pungent time 
Paſs'd not in mutual hails, but thro” the land 


The Virtues conquer with a ſingle look, 


Or by the fogs of Prejudice. where mix 
Falſehood and truth conſounded, foil the ſenſe 


But chief around the court oi flatterꝰd kings 
No ſavage Alp. the den 4 
ſcene, 
4.8 at the ſacred opening of the morn 
3 


6-6 


» Deſtruction, whole fell tcars 
6ro 


Smooth crecodile 
One to typ: riors hea ves tubmiihve eyes, 
Cheeks that for ſome weak tendernefs alone, 


Proſane, when midnight bowis diſcloſe the heart, 


| And more than ſeems, by lawleſs pride aſſ. il d: 


— 


And, like the planers circling from the fun, 76 
AP borrowing beams from Vie, a hei zhten'd zeal | 


—_ 


| To ſeek Phartalian wreatlis. 
| The blood of ages, bootleſo to ſecure, 


7 As often, caccs'd, receded, threatying hoarſe 


is bed : 


| Siberian ſwains, and Boarlicea taught 


I Suffices the ſamc arr. 


455 


Determin'd to he broke, the plighted Faith: 


| Nay, more, Godlets Oath, that knows no tie; 


Soſt-buzzing Slauder; i'ky morns, that eat | 
An honeſt name; the harpy hand aud maw 620 
Of avaracious Luxury, who makes 
The throne his ſhelter, venal laws his fort, 
And, by his ſervice, wio betrays his king. 
Now turn your view, and mark, from Ccltic 
night | 
To preſent grandeur, how My Britain roſe. 625 
Bold were thoſe Briton who, the careleſs ſous 


” — 


— 


I Of Nature, ro2ms the ſoreſt-hounds, at once 


Their rerdant city, high embowering fane, 
And the gay circle of their wood-laud wars; 
For by the Druid taught, that death but hiſs 
The vital ſcene, they that prime fear deſpis'd ; 
And, prone to ruth on ſtecl. d:idain'd io foare 
An ill- ſav'd liſe, that muſt again return | 
Erect f:om Nature's hand, by tyrint Force, 


And ſti!l more tyrant Cuſtom unſubdu'd, 635 


Man knows no maler fave creative tezven, 


Or ſuch as chuice and common good ordaa. 
his general ſenſe, with which the nations 1 
Promilcous fire, in Britous burn d intenſe 

Of future time propheric. Wauncis, Re) 640 
Who ſaw'it thy Cæ ſar, from the naked land, 
Whoſe only fort was Britih hearts, repell'd, 
Witneſs the coil, 


Beneath an Einvire's yoke, a Hubborn Ile, "a 5 
Diſputed hard, and never quite ſubdu'd. | 
The North remain'd untouch'd, where thoſe who 

| ſcorn'd 


| Yielcing at lat, Trecoil'd the Roman power. | boo 1 
I From fea to {ea deſponding legions rais'd 


The wall immenſe, and yet, on ſummer sere, 

While ſport his Lambkins round, the epdeoTy 2 
ze. 

PPT. o'er it burſts the northern Norm, 8 


6;6 : 


A ſwift rcturn. But the devouring; fluod 
| No more endur' d controul, when, to ſupport 
A The laſt remains of empire, was recall'd 
The weary Roman, and the Briton ay 5 
Unnerv'd, exhauſted, ſpiritle ts, and funk. 669 


Great proof, how men enfeeble into flaves! 
The ſword behind him flaſu'd, before him roar'd, 
Deaf to his woes, the deep. Forlorn, around 
| He roll his eye, not ſparkling ardent flome, FRY 
As when CaraQacus to battle led | = 
Her raging _ the miteries of Haves. | 
1hen (fad reli: rom the bl-ak cout that hea. s 
The Germon 3 roar, deep blooming, iron, 
And yellow. E fr'd, the blut ey'd vain came. 


Than to protect: for conqueſt and defence 
Wird the fierce race 
Pour 'd in a freſli it. „ grain: fream, 


I Blood Where, unqueil d, a mighty ſpirit gow” 4: 
5 Raſh war and ge: 


| 


us battlc their delight; 6,5 
And imm: en aud red with glorious vwaund, 
Unpeaccfu! death their choc: Ceriting theuce 


A riaht to lsst, and drain —— bows, 


At itarving Vir ue, ang « at Vu irtue's ſoole; 
Vor. V tit. * = 


6:6, 


ln Odian's tall, wheſe * r. refounds $2 
3 
5 1 


He came impior'd, but cone with oer aim 671 3 


490 


The genial uproar of thoſe ſhades who fall 
In deiperate fight, or by ſome brave attempt; 
And thro* more poliſh'd times the martial creed 
Diſowa, yet till the fearleſs habit lives. 
Nor were the furly gifts of war their all : 
Wiſdom was likewile theirs, indulgent Laws, 
The calm pradations of att-nurfing Peace, | 
And matchleſs Orders, the deep baſis till | 
On which aſcends My Britiſh reign, Untam'd 
To the refining ſubtelties of ſla ves. 
They brought an happy government along, 
Form'd by that Freedom which, with ſecret voice, 
impartial Nature teaches all her ſons, 
And which of old thro' the whole Scythian maſs 
I ſtrong inſpir d. Monarchical their Rate, 69; 
But prudently coofin'd, and mingled wife 
Of each harmonious power, only too much 1 
Imyerious War into their rule inſus d, 3 
Pre vail'd the General- king, and Chieftain-thanes. 
In many a ſield, by civil ury ſlain d, 7 
Bled the diſcordant Heprarchy, and long 
(Educing good from ill) the battle groan'd, 
Ere, blood-cemented, Anglo-Saxons faw 
Egbert and Peace on one united thro. | 
No ſooner dawn'd the fair-diſclofing calm 05 
Of brigkter days, when, lo! the North anew, 
With ſtormy rations black, on England pour'd | 
Woes the ſeverelit e er a people felt. 
The Daniſh Raven, lur'd by annual prey, 
Hung o er the land inceſfar:t. 


The miferabl: coaſt. Before them ſtalk d, 
Far ſcen. the Demon of devouring Flame, 7 
Rapine and Murder, all with blood beſmear d. 
Without or ear, or eye, or feeling heart; 715 


While cloſe behind them march'd the failow Power | 


Gf deſolating Famine, who delights 


In graſs- grow ing cities, and in deſert ſiells; Þ} 


And purple-ſpetted Peſtilence, by whom 
E'en friendſhip ſcar d, in ſickening horror ſinks 
Fa focial ferfe and tenderneſs of life, 5721 
Tirlag at Jait, the Tang .inary race 
| Epread from the Humber's lovd-reſounding ſhore, 
Jo where the Thames devolves his gentle maze, 
And wich ſuperior arm the Saxon aw d. 725 


ut ſup. rſlition firſt, and Monkiſh dreams, | 


nd Menk- directed cloiſter-ſecking kings, 
Hlad ate away his vigour, ate away _ „ 
His edge of courage, and depreſs'd the foul 


Ol conqueriug Freedom, which he once reſpir'd. | 


Thus crucl ages paſs' d, and rare appear'd 731 
White-mantled Peace, exulting o'er the vale, 
As when, with alfred, from the wilds ſhe came 
Io polic'd cities and protected plains. ET 
Thus by degrees the Saxon Empire ſunk, 


735 
Then ſet en: ire in Haſtings' bloody field. a 


Compendious war! (on Biicain's glory bent, | ag 
— 3 | Hence many a people, fiegce with Freedom, 


So Fate ordain'd) in that deciſive da | 
Ihe haughty Norman ſeiz'd at ence an Ile, 
For which thro” many a century, in vain, 740 
Ide Roman, Saxon, Dane, had toil'd and bled. 
Gf Gothic nations this the final burit ; 

And, mix'd the genius of theſe pcople a'l, 
1 heir virtues mix'd in one exalted ſtream, 


685 | 


Na ful! protection knew. 
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| Awhile My ſpirit flept; the land a while, 
Aﬀrighted, droop'd beneath deſpotic rage. 
Inſtead of Edward's equal yeutic laws, 

The furious viRtor's partial will prevail'd. 

All proitrate lay; and in the ſecret ſhade, 760 
Deep ſtung, but fearful, Indignation gnaſh's 
His teeth. Of freedom, property, deſpoil'd, 
And of their bulwark, arms; with caſtles cruſh'd, 
Wich ruffians quarter'd o'er the bridled land, 


— N —— 


Dejected ſhrnuk into their ſordid beds, | 
And thro' the mournful gloom of ancient times 
Mus'd fad, or dreamt of better. E'en to feed 

A tyrant's idle ſport the pcaſant ſtarv'd: 
Fo che wild herd the paſture of the tame, 


And the brown fareſt rvughcned wide around. 
But this ſo dead, fo vile ſubmiſſion, long 
Endur d not 
Shook oN the mountain of tyrannic ſway. 
VUnus d to bend, impatient of contruul, 
Tyrants themfelves the common tyrant check 


} The Church, by kings intractable and fierce, 


Deny'd her portion of the plunder'd ſtate, 
Or tempted by the timorous and weak, 770 
To gain new ground, fitſt taught their rapine law. 

The Barons next-a nobler li ague began; 

Both thoſe cf.Enyliſh and of Norman race, 

lu one fraternal nation blended now, 


Of patriots, ardent as the tummer s noon, 
That looks delighted on, the tyrant tee! 


| Mark! how with feign'd alacrity he bears 


His ſtrong reluctance down, his dark revenge, 


and gives the Charter by which life, indeed, 780 | 


Becomes ef price, a giory to be man. 


And often ſiuce have left the country life. 
Before their breath Corruption s inſct-blights, 
| The darkcning clouds of evil council, fly; 
Or ſhould they founding ſwell, a putrid cout, 
A peſtilential miniſtry, they purge, 
And vemilated ſtates renew their bloom. 


For Me relerv'd, _ 
And for my Commons, was that glorious turn. 


They crown d my fir ſt attempt, in ſenates roſe 


The fort of Frecdom ! Slow, till then alone, 
Had work'd that general Liberty, that ſoul 


| Which generous Nature breathes, and which, 


ben left | 
By Me to bondage was corrupted Rome, 
| thro' the Northern nations wice diffus d: 


ruſh'd 5 
Erom the rude iron regions of th: North, 
To Lyvian deſerts, ſwarm protruding ſwarm, 
And pour'd new ſpirits thro' a flaviſh world. 8c 5 
Yer o'er theſe Gothic ſtates the king and ches 
Retain'd the high prerogative of war, SIG 


Here the rich tide of Engliſh blood grew ſull. 745- 


| And with caormous property eogroſs d 


The ſhivering wretches, at the curfeu ſound, 755 


The chcerfnl hamlet, ſpiry town, was given, 


Gathering force, My gradul flame 
765 


2 fleet 710 | The nation of the Free | preſs'd by a band 9775 f 


Of barbarous pirates unre mitting tore 


Thto' this aud theo? ſucceeding reigns affirm'd 12 
Theſe long - conte ſted rights, the wholcſume winds 
I ot Oppoſition hence began to blow, 5 


| 190 
Tho' with the temper'd monarchy here mix d 

4 Ariſtecratic ſway, the peox le fill, EE £0 
| Flarter'd by this or that, as intereſt lean d, 


— — oo * 


Sa, as depreſs'd as rais'd, the balance they 
Mark from this period the contiuual proof. 


Their mercy fear, neceſſity their faith ; 
Inſtead of generous fire, preſumptuous, hot; 


—— — ES 


—— 2 


— — 


Raſh to reſolve, and ſlothſul to perform; 
I yrants at once, and ſlaves; impe rious, mean; 
To want rapacious joining ſhameful waſte, 831 


83; | 
When ſuch ofercalt the ſtate, no bond of love, : 
No heart, no ſoul, no unity, no nerve, 
_ Combin'd the joolc di5jointed public, loſt 


To paltry ſchemes of abſolute command, 


Thro' the charm'd whole one ali-cx:2ting ſoul, 
Drawn ſympathetic from kis dark rerreat, 
Whea wide attracted Merit round them glow ed; 


Amid the 


Same ruling point in view; when, on the ſtock 
Ol public goed and glory grafted, ſpread 


Swift to return, and patient of reſtraint; 
N hen regal ſtate, pre eminence of place, - 

They fcorn'd to deem pre-eminence of caſe, 
The buſy hive, as in diſtinction, power, 

Superior rank, with equal hand prepar'd 


Jo guard the ſubject and to quell the ſoe; 
Wien fuch with Me their vital influence ſhed, 


On aid, unqueſtion'd, liberal aid w:s given; 
Sate in their conduct, by their valour fir d. 


What kings, ſupported by almighty Love, 


The numerous once Plantagenet devour d, 


Ey private feuds, almoſt ea tintuiſh d lay 
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The ming!ed power. But on Britannia's ſhore, 

Now preſent, | to raiſe My reign began 

By raiſing the democracy, the third | 

And broadeſt bulwerk of the guardcd ſtate. 

Then was the full, the perſect plan diſclos'd 

Of Britain's match eſs Conftitution, mixt 

Of mutual checking and ſupporting powers, 815 

King, Lords, and Commens; nor the name of 

Free | | 

Deſerving while the Vaſſal many dronp'd : 

For ſince the moment of the whole they form, 

Of public welfare and of lory cat, $2, 
When kings of narrow genius, minion rid, 

Negiecting faithful worth for {awning flzves, 

Proudly regardleſs of their peaples' plaints, 

And poorly paſſive of inſulting foes ; 


825 
Double, not prudent; ob{tinate, not firm; 


By counſeis weak and wicked, caſy rous'd 


To ferk their ſplendour in ther ſare diſgrace, 
And in a broken ruin'd people wealth ; 


To fame abroad, to happineſs at howe, 
But when an Edward and an Herry breath'd 


Whea coun'els juſt, extenſive, generous, firm, 
2e of {tatr, determin'd kept 843 


Their palms, their laurels ; or, if thence they 
ſicay'd, . 5 | 

850 

To be luxurious deones. that only rb 


Indulgence, honour, and advantage, firſt; 
When they, too, claim'd in virtue, danger, toil, 


Conſinꝰd their bounty, and their ar our quench'd ; 
Fond where they led victorious armies ruſ d: 
And Creſſy, Poiteurs, Agincourt proclaim 865 


And people, fir d with Liberty, can do. 
Be veil'd the favage reigns, when kindred rage 


A race to vengeance vow'd | and when, oppreis'd 


| 


, 


; 


| 


| 


No mutter'd grievance, hopeleſs ſigh, was heard; 
No foul diſtruſt thro! wary ſcnates ran, 


To vernal ſuns relenting, 


Her motly fons, fantaſtic figures all, 
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My quivering flame : butin the next, behold ! 
A cautious tyrant lend it oil anew. 

Proud, dark, fufpicious, brood'ng o'er his gold 
As how to fix his throne he jeaious caſt 675 
His crafty views around, pierc'd with a ray, 


| Which on his timid mind I darted ſull, 


He marl:'d the Barons of exceſitve ſway, 
At pleaſure making and unmaking kings ; 
And hence, tc cruſh theſe petty tyrants, 
A law that let them, by the ſilent waſte 
Of luxury, their landed wealth diſſuſe, 
end with that wealth their implicated power. 
By ſoſt degrees a mighty change enſu'd, | 
E'en working to this day. With ſtreams dednc'd 
From theſe diminiſh d floods the country ſaul'd : 
As when. impctuous from the ſnow-heap'd Alps, 
pours the Rhine; 
While undivided, oft” with waſtcful ſweep, 
He foams along; but thro' Batzvian meads, 890 
Br:ach's into fair canals, indulgent flows, 
Waters a thouſand fields; and culture, trade, 
Towns, meadows, gliding ſhips, and villas mix'd, 
A rich, a wondrous landſcape, riſes round. 
His furious ſon the ſoul-enflaving chain, 895g 
Which many a doting venerable age 
Had link hy link ſl rong-twiſted round the land, 
Shook off. No longer could be borne a power, 
Frum Heaven pretended, to deceive, to void 
Each ſolemn tie, to plunder without bounds, 900 


4 
my 


| | To curb the generous ſoul, to fool mankind! 
| And, wild at laſt, to plunge into a ſca . 
Ol blood and horrer. he returning light, 


That firſt thro' WickIf fircak'd the prieftly | 


| Now burſt in open day. Barr'd tothe blaze, 


Forth from the haunts of Superſtition crawl'd 

And, wide diſpcrs'd, their uſeleſs fetid wealth 

In graceſt:] labour bioom' d, and fruits of peace. 
Trade join'd to theſe, on every ſea diſplay'd 

A d:ring canvaſs, pour'd with every tide 911 

A golden flood. From other worlds were roll'd 


| The guilty glittering ſtores, whoſe fatal charms = 


By the plain Indian happily deſpis'd _ | 
15 = his woe; and to the bliſsful groves, £2 
| Where Nature liv'd her ſelt among her ſons, 916 


and lucence and Joy for ever dwelt, 5 
| Drev7 rige unknown to Pagan climes before, 


Ihe wort the zeabinflam'd Barbarian drew. 
Be no ſuch horrid commerce, Britain! thine, 920 
But want for want, with mutual aid. ſupply. 
The Commons, thus enrich d, aud powerful 
Againſt the Barons weigh'd. Eliza then, 
Amid theſe doubtſul motions, ſtieady gave 
The beam to fix. She! like the Secret Eye 925 
That ne ver cloſes on a guarded world, 
So ſought. ſo mark'd, 10 ſeiz d the public good, 
| That, feif-tupported, without one ally, | 
She aw'd her inward, quell'd her circling foes, 


| | Lufpir'd by Me, beneath ber ſheltering arm, 930 


In ſpite of raging univerſal ſway, 
And raging ſeas repreſs'd, the Belgie ſtates, 
My bulwark on the continent, arole, 


| Matchlcſs in all the ſpirit of her days: 
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With confidence unbounded, fearlefs love 935 
Elate, her fervent peopl waited gay, 
Chearſul demanded the lony-threatened Fleet, 
And daſh'd the pride of Spain around their iſle. 
Kor ceas'd the Britith thunder here to rage: 

The deep, reclaim'd, obey'd its awful call; 940 

In fire and ſmoak Ihcrian ports involv'd, 
The trembling foc een to the centre ſhook 
Of their new couquer d world, aud ſculk ing ſtole | 
By vet ring winds, their Indian treaſure home. 


Mean time, peace, pienty, juſtice, ſcience, arts. 
Wich ſofter laure's crown'd her happy reign. 946 


As yet uncireumſerib d the regal power, 
And wild and vague Prerogative remain'd, 
A wide voracious gulf, where ſwallow d oft” 
The helpleſs ſubject lay. his to reduce 930 
To the juſt limit was My great effort. 15 
By means that evil ſeems to narrow man, 
Superior beings work their myſtic will: 
F om ſtorm and trouble thus a ſettled calm 


The 8 tempeſt, Heaven- commiſſion d 


Came in 5 Prince who, drunk with flattery, 

| dreamt | 

His vain. pacifi: counſcls rul'd the world; 

Thoꝰ ſcoru d abroad, bewilder'd in a maze 

Of fruitleſs treatics, while at home erflav'd, 966 

And by a worthleſs crew. infatiate, drain d, 

He loſt his peoples confidence and love: 
Irreparable loſs ! whence crowns become 

An anxious burden. Years inglorious preſs'd ; 


Triumphant Spain the vengelul draught enjoy'l; 3 


Abandon'd Frederick pin'd, and Raleigh bled : 

| But nothing th..t to theſe internal broils. 

1 hat rancour, he began; that lawieſs Sway 

He, with his flaviſh Doctors. try d to rear, 

On meatphyſic. on enchanted ground, 970 

And all the many quibbles of the ſchool: ! 8 

As if for one, and ſomctimes for the worſt, 

Haven had mnkind in vengeance only made, 
Vain the pretence ! not ſo the dire effect, 

| 3 he fierce. the fooliſh, diſcord thence deriv' 3 
That tears the country ſtill, by party- rage 

And miniſterial clamour kept alive. 

In action weak, and for the wordy war 

Beit fitted, faint this prince purſu d his claim : : 

Content to teach the ſubject-herd how great, 

How facred he! how dcſpicable they! * 


Pat his unyielding ſon theſe doctrines drank - 
With all a bigot's rage, (who never damps 
By reaſoning his fire,) and what they taught, 
Warm and tenacious. into practice puſna d. 955 
Feoates, in vain, their kind reſtraint apply d. 
The more they itruzgled to ſupport the laws, 

His juitice-dreadirg miniſters the more | 


Prove him beyond their bound. Tir d with the 


check 


Of faithful Love, and with the flattery pleas'd 
Of falſe deſignirg Guiſt, the fountain he 991 
Of public Wiſdom and of Juſtice ſhut. 


Wide — the bnd. Straight to the voted 1 


The crown, of its hereditary wealth 
| Deſpoil'd, ou Senates more deper.dant grew. 


. cardia large, 4 never Lalling ſource, 


And mingled rage, My Hampden | 
i effulgent, o'er Britannia ſmibd. 965 
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Th' illegal impoſition follow'd harſh, 
Wich execration given, or ruthleſs !{queez'd 
From an infulted people, by a band 
Of the worſt ruſſi ius, thoſe of tyrant power. 
Oppr-ſſion walk'd ac large, and pour d abroad 
Her unrelenting train; informers, fpies, 1000 
Bloodhounds, that ſturdy Freedom to the grove 
Purſue ; projector: of aggricving ſchemes, 
Commerce tu load for uaproteRel ſeas, 
| To ſell the ſtarving many to the few, 

And drain a thouſand ways th! exhauſted land. 

| E'cn from that place whence healing peace ſhould 


And goſpel truth, inhuman bigots ſhed 
Their puifon round; and on the venal bench, 
Inſtead of Juſtice, Party held the ſcale, 


And Violence the ſword. Afflicted years, 1010 


Too patient, felt at laſt their vengeance full. 
Mid the low murmurs of ſubmiſſive fear 


voice, 

And to the Jaws appeal'd ; the laws no more 

In judgment ſate. behov'd ſome other car; 01g 
When inſtant from the keen reſentive North, 

By long oppreſſion, by rcligion rous'd, 

The guardian army came. Beneath its wing 
Was call'd, tho” meant to furniſh hoſtile aid, 
The more than Roman ſenate. There a flame 


Broke out, that clear d, conſum'd, renew'd the 
"4 land. | 


| —_—_— 
in deep emotion huri'd, nor Greece, nor Ro . | 


Indignant burſting from a tyrant's chain, 
Wiule, full of Vie, each ayitared foul 


Had e'cr bcheld juch light and heat cotnbin'd! 


such heads and hearts! ſuch dreadful zeal, led on 


By calm majeſtic iſdom, taught itz couric 
What nuiſance to devour ; ſuch wiſdom fir'd 


| With unabating zea!, and aim'd ſincere 12 


To clear the weedy ſtate, reſtore the laws, 
Ind for the future to ſecure their ſway. 
This, then, the purpoſe of My mildeſt ſons: | 
| Bur man is blind. A nation once infam'd 
(Chief ſhould the breath of factions Fury blow, 


Wich the wile rage of mad en: huſiaſt twell'd ) 
| Not eaty cools again. From bceait to breaſt, 
| From eye to cye, the k:nalag paſſions mix 
In heighten'd blaze, and, ever wile and juſt, | 
Eligh Heaven to gracious en:ts dire the orm, 


| Thus in one condagration Britain wrapt, 1041 
And by Conſuſion's la wleſe ions defpoii'd, 


ground, 
Succeſſive, ruſh d —Lo! from their aſhes role, 
Gay-beaming radient youth, the Pl. œnix- ſtate. 


The gricvo us yoke of vaſſalage, the yoke 1046 
Of private life,” ay by thole flames dffolv'd; 

And from the alben the luxuzious king. | 
| Was 16 that which taught the young to 
Stronger reſtor' d, the Commons tax'd the whole, 
And built ou that eternal rock their power. 1-58 


flow, 1006 


aid his | 


b Strung every nerve, and flaw'd in every eye. 1025 | 


Kings, Lords, and Commons, thundering to the 


—— — 
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ab frequent, more aſſur'd. Vet liv's, | 
| Aud in full vigour ipread that better root, 1055 
The paſſive q»&rines, by their patrons ficſt 
Oppos d feractous, when they touch themſelves. 
This wild deluſive cant, the raſh cabal 
Of hungry courtic:s, ravenous toc prey, 
The bigot, rettleſs in a double chain 1060 
e bind a- new the land, the conſtant need 
Of finding faithleſs means, of ſhifting forms, 
And flattering ſenates to ſupply his waſte; 
The ſe tore ſome moments from the carel-{s Prince, 
And in his breaſt awak'd the kindred plau. 1065 
By dangerous ſoftneſs long he min'd his way; 
By fubtle arts, diſſimulation deep; 
By ſharing what Corruption ſhower'd profuſe; 
Dy breathing wide the gay licenticus plague, 
And pleaſing manners, fitted to deccive. "ago 


At laſt ſubſided the delirious joy, - 

On wh:ſe high hillow, from the ſaintly reign, 
The nation drove too far. A penfſion'd king, 
_ Againſt his country brib'd by Ga'lic gold, 
The port pernicious ſold, the Scylla ſince, 
And fell Charybdis, of the Britiſh ſcas; 
Freedom attack d abroad, with ſurer blow 
Ta cut it off at home; the Sevieur League 
Of Europe broke; the progrets een advanc'd 
Of univerſal Sway, Which to reduce 1080 
Such ſeas of blood and treaſur: Britain coſt; 
The millious by a generous people given, 
Or ſquander'd vile, or to corrupt, diſgrace, 
Aud awe the land with forces not their dn, 
Employ d; the darling Church herſelf betray'd: 

All theſe, broad glaring, op'd the general cye, 

And wak'd My ſpirit, the reſiiling ſoul. 

Mild was, at ſirſt, and half-aſnam d, the check, 

Of ſenates, ſhook from the fant-:ttic dream 
Of abſolute ſubmiſſion, tenets vile! 1 90 
Which flaves would bluſh to own, ans which 

tene d . 

To practice, always honeſt Nature ſhock. . 
Not een the maſk remov'd, aud the fi-rce front | 
Of Tyranny Gifclos'd, nor trampled laws, | 
Nor feiz d each badge of Freedom thro? the land, 

Nor 5Sieney bleeding for th' unpubliih'd page. 
Nor on the bench avow d Corruption plac d, 1097 
And murderous Raye itſelf, in Jeſferies forum, 
Nor endieſ acts or abitrary power, 


| Ceucl aud ſalſe, couid raiſe the public arm. 1160 


V. ruſtful, ſcatter'd, of combining chiefs _ 
Devoid, and dreading blind rapacivus War, 
The Patient Public turns not, till impeli'd 
To the near verge cf ruia. Hence | rou;'d 
"Fe barer king, and hurry'd ſated on 
His ;ncafures immature. Kut chief his zeal, 
Our flaming Rome herſelf, portentous ſcar'd 
The troubied nation: Mary s horrid days 
To tancy bleeding roſe, and the dire glare iv 
Of Smithfield lighten ' d in its eyes anew. 1110 
Yet ſilence reign'd. Each on anothers ſcowl'd 
 Rueful amazement, preſſing down his rage; 

As, mutterin; vengeatce, the deep thunder 
frowns, 

Aw fully ſtill. waiting the high command 

To ſpring. 


fav' 


1105 


| To be Britannia, lo ' my datiing fon, 


And mark! e:Tuſing ardent foul around. 
And ſweep contempt of death, My ftreaving lag, 


1075 | 
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1116 
Than hero more! the pat riot of mankind ! 
Immortal Nafau came. I huſh'd the deep, 


By demon rons'd, and bade the liſted winds, 
Still ſhifting as behov d, with various breath, 1120 


| Watft the Deliverer to the l2noging ſhore 


See! wide alive, the foaming channel bright 


Wich ſweiling ails, and all the pride of War. 
Delightiul view ! when Juftice draws the ſword: 


Een adverſe navies bleſs'd the binding gale, 
Keyt down the glad acclaim, and ſilent joy'd. 


| \rriv'd, the pomp, and not the waſte of arms, 
| Flis Progr. eſs mark d. The faint oppoing ho” 
„1131 


For once in yielding their beſt victory? 1 K 
And by deſertion prov'd exalted faith; 
| White his, the bloodleſs conqueſt of the heart, 


| Shouts without groan, and triumph withour war. 


Then dawn'd the period duſtin'd to confine 
The ſurge of wild Prerogative, to railc 
A mound reſtrai ming its imperious rage, 
Aud bid the raving deep no farther {low ; 


| Nor were, without t that fence, the ſwallow A ſtate 


Better than Belgian plains without their dy kus, 
Suſtaming weighty ſeas. This aten ſav'd 114t 
By more than human hand, the Public ſa w, 


vield 


Ip. Aructive power, a wiſe heroic primes - © | 
Een leut his aid. —Thrice happy! did Sip knw 
| Their happinels, Britannia's bounded kings, 145 
What tho' nut theirs the boaſt, ia dungeon gioons 


To plunge hold Freedom ? or to chearle!; wildes 
Yo drive hint from tlie cordial face of friends? 
Or fierce to ſtrike him at the miduight hour, 

By mandate blind, not Juſtice, that deingis 

To dare the kreneſt eye of open day? 

What he' no glory to controul the Jaws, 

Aud make injurious will their only rule, : 


— — 


Pelliferous armies ſwarm not at their call ? 1156 
.at tho? they give not a relentleſs crew © 

Of Civil Furies proud Oppreion's fangs? 

To tear at pieaſure che dey: cod land, = 
ich ſtarving Labour pamper ng idle Wag? 
To clothe che naked, feed the hungry, Wipe 

1 he gulltl . ¶tæar from lone Ailliction” eye! 


EY To ruile hid jerit, ſet the allurins it he 


Ok Virtue high to vicw; ta m_— art, | 
Direct the thunder of au 1: jur ane, 
Make a whole glorious people ling {or jay, 


Ot᷑ ſuture times to ſpread that better ſan 


| Which lights up Britith ſouls: for deeds like thoſe 


The daz ing fair career unbounded lie; 1270 
While {ill ſuperior blass!) the dark abrupt 
15 kindly berr'd, the precipice of ill, 

On! luxury divine Oh! poor to this, 
Ye giddy zJories ef deſpotic Vhrones: 

By this, by this indeed, is imatz'd Heaven. 


— 


| 
Straight from his country, Earope | T 
| 1 Os 


Aud now, behold! exalted as the cope 
Win _ o'er nia · peupled earth, 


de al 
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1126 


1136 


And ſciz d the white-wing'4d mollent. Plzas' dro 


rhey deem it? wt tho“, tools of wann po ver, 


1163 


leſs hum in kind, and thr.y' the 1 ward depth | 


| | 17s. | 
By boundleſs good, wi thous the Nu of in. 


4 
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And like it free, My fabric ſtands 

The Palace of the Laws to the four heavens, 1180 
Four gates impartial thrown, unceaſing crowds, 
With kings themſelves the hearry peaſant mix d, 
Pour urgent in; and tho? to different ranks 
Reſponlive place belongs, yet equal ſpreads 

The ſhelt'ring roof o'cr all; white Plenty flows, 
And ylad Contentment echoes rouud the whole. 


Ye Floods! deſcend; ye winds! confirmiag, blow; | 


Nor outward tempeſt, nor corrofive time, 
Nought but the felon undermining hand 


Ol dark Corruption, can its frame diſſolve, 1790 | 


— RARER 


THE PROSPECT. 


L I B E R T Y. 
"PART . 
| THE Ane 5 
run Author addreffes the Goddeſs of Liberty; 


5 marking the happinets and grandeur of Great Bri- 
tain, as ariſing from her influence, to ver. 88. 


She reſumes her diſcourſe, and points out the | 
chief virtues which are neceſſa ry to maintain her 


ettabliſhment there, to ver. 374. Recommends, 


as its laſt ornament and finiſhing, Sciences, fine | 


Arts. and public Works. The encouragement of 


_ theſe urg d from the example of France, though | 
under a deſpotic govern:ment, to ver. 549. The 


whole concludes with a proſpect of future times, 
given by the Goddeſs of Li-erty; this defcribed 


7 by the Author, as it paſſes in Viſion before him. 
CRE 8 as the goddeſs paus 4, 


5 11 Oh! bleſt Britannia! in thy 
Thou guardian of maukind* 
alone, 
All buman grandeur, happineſs, and fame: 
For Toil, by the prote &cd, feels no pain; 


And, gilded wich thy rays, e' en death looks 807. 
Let o her lands the potent bleſſings boaſt 
Of more exalting ſuns: let Aſia's woods, 
Unteuded, yield the vegetable fleece; | 
:\nd let the little inſect arti} form, 

On higher life intent, its ſilken tomb: 


10 


"the various tincturꝭ d children of the Sun 
From the prone beam let more delicious fruits 


Bids each combine ; let Gallic vineyards burſt 
With floods of joy; with mild balſamic juice 
The ſuſcan olive: let Arabia breathe 
Her ſpicy gales, her vital ꝑ ums diſtil: 
Turbid with gold, let ſouthern rivers flow, 
Aud oricnt foods draw lott o'er pearls, their 
1.28: 


— ler Afric vaunt her treaſures: let Peru 


Cho 


p 1 
The poor man's lot with milk and honey flows; | 
Eo 


Sn 


Let wondering rocks, in radiant birth, di [cloſe | 


A flavour drink, that in oue piercing taſte 15 


19 | 


mls bleſt. | 
whence iprivy, 


. 


_ 
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Deep in her bowels her own ruin breed 
* The yellow traitor, that her bliſs berray'd; 25 
Ka Unequall'd bliſs ! and tu unequall'd rage 


Vet nor the gorgeous Eaſt, nor golden South, 


„ Nor, — full prime, that new-diſcover'd 
rb world, | 
„Where flames the falling day is weak and 

praiſe, 


cc 


Shall with Britannia vie, while, Goddeſs! ſhe 
Derives her praiſe from Thee, her matchleſs 
charms. 
Her hearty fruits the hand of Freedom own ; : 
a with culture, her thick — 
e 
Prolific teem. Eternal verdure crowns | 
Her meads; her gardens ſmile eternal ſpring: 
She gives the hurter-horſe, unquell'd by toil, 
Ardent, to ruth into the rapid chaſe: 
She. whitening o'er her downs, diffuſive, pours 
Unnumber'd flocks : the weaves the fleecy robe 
That wraps the n- tions: ſhe to luſty droves 40 
The richeſt paſture ſpreads; and her's _ 
wave | 
Autumual ſeas of pleafing plenty round. 
Theſe her delights; and by no baneful herb, 
No darting tiger, no grim lions glare, 
No fierce - defcending wolf, no ſerpent, roll'd 
In ſpires immenſe progreſſve o'er the land. 46 
Diſturb'd Entivening rkeſe, add critics full 
Of wewth, of trade, of chearſul toiling crowds; 
Add tchriving tewns; add villages and farms, 
Innumcrous ſow'd along the lively vale, 
Where bold unrivall'd peaſants happy dwell: 
Add ancient feats, with vcnerable oats 
I mbvſom'd high, while kindred floods below 
W:nd thro' the mead; and thoſe of modern hand 
Mare pormpobs, add, that ſplendid ſhine afar. 
Need l her limpid likes, her vers, name, 56 
Where ſwarm'd the finny race ? dee, chief, 
O Thames! | 
On whote cach tide, glad with returning ſails, 
* Flows in the mineled harveſt of mankind? _ 
Aud thee, thou Severn : whoſe _ prodigious | 
tell. 55 Go 
And waves, re: ſounding, 2, imitate the main? 
Why need l name her deep capacious ports, 
That point around the world ? od _y der | 
ſcas ? 
All ocean is her awn, and every had -- e 
« To whom her ruling thunder ocean bene. 65 


cc 


6 


The warlike iron, nor the peaceful leſe, 
Forming ol life art-civiliz d the bend ; 
Aud that Le Tyrian merchant f: ughr of 4 : 
Not dreaming then of Erirain's _—_— tame. 
She rears to Freedom an undaunted race: 
Compatriot zealous, huſpitable, kind, _ 
Her's the warm Cambrian: her's the loſty Seve, 
To hardſhip tam'd, adive in arts and arms, 
Fir'd with a reftleſs an impatieut flame, 75 
That leads him raptur'd where Ambition calle. 


bin'd, | 
Whatc'er high fancy, ſound judicious thought, 
An ample generous heart, un-irooping ſoul, 


+ And fum 15 nacious ralour, can beſtow. 80 


2. 


She, too, the mineral ſeeds: th' obedicut lend, 1 


And Engliſh Merit her's, where meet, com- 


I zhere is na ruling eye, no nerve, in ſtates; 
Wr has no vigour, and no ſafety peace : 
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u Great nurſe of fruits, of flocks, of commerce, 

2 ſhe * 

„% Great nurſe of men! By Thee, O Goddeſs! 

__ taught, 

& Her old renown l trace, diſcloſe her ſource 

* Of wealth, of grandeur, and to Britons ſing 

« A {train the Muſes never touch'd before. 85 
„ But how ſhall this thy mighty Kingdem | 
| ſtand ? 

* Oa what unyielding baſe ? how finiſh's ſuine? 
At this her eye, coilefing all its fire, 

Beam'd more then human; and her awful voice 

Majeſti: thus the rais'd — To Britons bear go 

« "This cloſing firain, and with intenſer noce 

© [Loud let it found in their awaken't ear.” 
On Virtue can alone My Kingdom land. 
On Public Virtne, every Virtue j join d; 


For loft this ſocial cement of mankind, 95 | 


| The greatell empires, by ſcarce felt degrees, 
Win moulder ſoft away, till,  tottering looſe, 
They prone at laſt to total ruin ruſh. 
Unbie% by Victue, Government a league 
| — a circung } junto of the great, 
To rob by law; Religion mild a yoke | 
Lo tame the foop: ing ſoul, a trick cf tate 
To maik their rapine, and to ſhare the prey. 
Wnat are without it Senates, fave a face 
Ol conſuitation deep an. reaſon free, Io5 
Whiie the determin'd voice and keart are fold ? 
What boaſted Freedom, ſave a ſounding name! ? 
And what Election, but a market vile 
Of flaves ſell-barter d? Virtue! without ths | 


110 


Len juſtice warps to party, laws oppreis, 
b Wide ctizro* the land their weak-protettion fails; 
Fir{t broke the balance, and then fcoru'd the ſword. 
Thus vations Hk, ſociety diſſolves; - _ 
Rapine, and Guile, and Violence, break looſe, 
Everting life, and turning love to gal; 

Man hates the Face of man, and Iudlan woods 

Z And Libya s billing ſands to him are tame. 

| By thole three virtues be the frame ſuſtain'd ; 

| of Briciſh Freedom; Independent Life; 121 
Integrity in Office; and, o'er all | 
Supreme, A Pailion for the — 


Hail, „ hail - Heaven's next belt 
ift, 
- Po a of life and an immortal ſoul! gm 
J ke life of life! that to the banquet high 
and ſober meal gives taſte; to the bow'd roof 
Fair-dream'd repoſe, and to the cottage charms. 
Ol public Freedom, hail, thou ſecret Source! = 
Whoſe flreame, from every quarter confluent | 
| form | 

Ay better Nile, that nurſes human life. 131 
Ey rilis from thee deduc'd, irriguous fel, 
Ile private ficld looks gay, with Nature's wealth 
Abundant flows, and bloom with each delight 
hat Nature craves. its happy maſter there, 
The only Freeman, walls his pleafing round, 
 Sweet-featur'd Peace attending; fearleſs T ruth, 

| Firm Reſolutien; Gooducfs, blcfling all | 
Tt: t can cejoice; Contcutment, ſureſt friend ; 


Ari, ils freſh ſtores from Nature's book deriv'd, 


| In ſome ſack'd city. 
Without one generous luxury diſſolv'd, 


| Philoſophy, companion 


His clear affairs, and from debauching ſiends 
Secure his little kingilom. Nor can thoſe 


reach 
That truce with pain, that animated eaſe, 
That ſelf-enjoyment ſpringing from within, 
That Independence, active or retit d, 
Which makes the ſouadeſt bliſs of man below; 
ut, loſt beneath the tubbiſh of their means, 
And drain'd by wants to Nature all unknown, 


| Tho? rich, are h-ggars, and tho? noble, {laves. 


See how the ball with brutal riot flows! 
While in the foaming flood, fermenting, ſteep'sd, 
The country maddens into party-rage. 

Mark thoſe difyracecvul piles of —_— and ſtone, 


trimm'd, 
And Nature by preſumptnous Art oppreſs'd, 16g 
That ſteams diſguſt, and bowls that give no Joy; $. 
No Truth invited there to feed the mind, 
Nor Wit the wine rejoicing reaſon quaffs. 


With thoſe retainꝰd by Vanity to ſcare 


Re paſe and friends. To tyrant Faſhion mark 
| The coſtly worfhip paid, to the broad gone 
Of fools. From till deluſive day to dar,. 


| 


Led an eternal round of lying hope, 
See, ſclſ-abandon'd, how they roam 


Daſh'd oer the town, a miſerable wreck! 


1 hen to adore ſome warbiing eunuch turn'd, 
With Midas ears they crowd; or to the buz: 
Of Maſquerade unbluſhing ; or, tv ſhow 
Their ſcorn of Nature, at the Tragic ſcene 
hey mirthſul fit, or prove the Comic true, 


| But, chief, behold! around the rattling board, 


| 


The civil cobbers rang'd; and een the fair, 


As ficrce for plunder as a'[-licens'd troops 


Or quarrer'd on it many a need:eſ; want, | 
At the throng'd levee bends the vena! txihe; 199 


| Each ſmooth as thoſe that mutuaily deccive, 
| And for their falſchoud each deipiſing cach, 
Till ſhook their patron by the wintry winds, 


bare. 
O far ſuperior Afric's ſable ſons, 
By merchant pilfer'd, to theſe willing os) 
And rich as un qcez'd favourite tu them, 
Is he who can his Virtue boaſt alone! 


193 


Twine round your heart indiſſoluble chains 


The ſteel of Brutus burit the gtofler bounds 


ever new, 141 
Theſe cheer bon. « rural, and ſuſtain or fire, 

When into action cali'd, his buſy hour · 

Mean time true judging moderate deres, 
Economy and taſte, combin'd, direct 143 


Whom Fortune heaps, without theſe Virtues, 


150 


A wandering, taſteleſs, gaily-wretched train; 153 


Lo! damn'd to wealth, at what a groſs expence ; 


| They purchaſe diſappoirtment, pain, and ſhame ! 
| Inſtead of hearty hoſpitable cheer, 


160 


Thoſe parks and gardens, where, his haunts be- 


The woodland Genius mourns. See the full board 


Hark how the dome with inſolence reiounds, 1 * 


The tender Fair! each ſweetneſs laid aſide, 185 
Thus difloly'd their weated, 


Wich fair but faithlefs ſmiles each varniſh'd o VP, 


Wide flies the wither'd ſhower, and leaves him 


| Britons! be firm, nor let Corruption fly 200 


-— 


0 
f 


. 


Tour Independence; for that once deſtroy d, 


De votiou to the 
Celeſtial ardour ! in what unknown worlds, 


496 
By Czefar caſt o'er Rome; but ſtiil remain'd 


The ſoft enchanting fetters of the mind, 
And other Czfars roſe. Determin'd, hold 205 


Unfourded, Freedom is a morning dream, 


That flies aerial from the ſpreading eye. 
Forbid it, Heaven! that ever | need urge 


Inteyrity in Office on my fons! | aro 
Inculcate common honour—not to rob— _ 
And whom ?—the gracious, the conſiding hand, 
That laviſhly rewards; the toiling poor, 
Whoſe cup with many a bitter drop is mixt; 
The guardian public ; every face they fee, 215 
And every friend: ray, in effect, themſelves. 
As in ſamiliar life the villain's fate | 
Admits no cure, ſo when a deſperate age 
At this arrives, | the devoted race 
In · lignant ſpurn, and hopeleſs ſoar away. 220 
But ah ! too little known to madern times 
Be nat the nobleit paſſion paſt unſung ; 
2 hat ray peculiar, from unbounded Love 
 Effus'd, which kindles the heroic foul, , 
public. Glerious flame ! 225 


Profuſely ſcatter d thro' the blue immenſe, 
Haſt thou been bleſſing myriads, ſince in Rome, 
Old virtuous Rome! ſo many deathleſs names 


From thee their luſtre „ 
Their poverty put ſplendour to the bluſh, 231 | 


Pain grew luxurious. and e'en death delieht „ 
O wilt thou ne er, in thy long period, look, 
Wich blaze dire&, on this my lat retreat ? 


is not enough, from ſelf right underſtood = 
Tho! Virtue not diſdains appeals to ſelf, 


Dreads not the trial. all her 3 joys are true, . 
Nor is there any real joy ſave her's. 


Far lels the tepid, the declaiming race, 240 | Shoujd then the time arrive (which Heaven 


| Foes to corruption, to its wages friends, 5 
tie thoſe whom private paſſions, for a — 
Beneath My ſtandard lift, can they ſuffice 

To raiſe and fix the glory of My reign? 


An active flood of univerſal love 245 
Muſt ſwell the breaſt. Firſt, ia cffuſion "_m 
The reſtleſs ſpirit roves creation round, 

And ſeizes every being; fironger then, 

It tends to life, whate er the kindred ſearch 
Of bliſ⸗ allys; then, more collected ſtill, 250 
It urges human-kind ; a paſſion CE 
At laft, the central parent public calls 
Its utmoſt effort forth, awakes each ſenſe, | 
the come!y, grand. and tender. Without this, 
This awſul pant, ſrook from ſublimer powers 
Than thoſe of Self, this heaven infus'd delight, 
This moral invitation, ruſhing ſorth 

To preſs the public good, My ſyſtem ſoon, 
Traverſe, to ſeveral ſelfiſh centres drawn, 
Will reel to ruin, while for ever ſhut 260 
Stand the bright portals of deſponding Fame, 


From ſordid ſelf ſhoot up the ſhining deeds, 
None of thoſe ancient lights that g'addens earth, 
Give grace to being, and arouſe the brave 


_ To juſt ambition, Viztue's quickening fire ! 265 


— 
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Life tedious grows, an idiy-buſ{tling rourd, 
Fiil'd up with action animal and mean. 


A dull gazette | Th' impatient reader ſcorns 
The poor hiſtoric page, till kindly comes 


Not fo the times when, emulat ion ſtung, 

Greece ſhone in Genius, Science, and in Arts, 

And Rome in virtues dreadſul to be told 

To live was glory then! and charm'd mankind, 

Throꝰ the deep periods of devolving time. 27g 

' Thoſe, raptur'd, copy ; thoſe, aſtoniſh d, read. 

| True, a corrupted ſtate, with every vice 

And every meannefs foul, this paſſion damps. 
Who can, unſhock'd, behold the eruel cye ? 

The pale inveigling ſmiie? the ruſſian front ? 


—— _ 


Equally vile if miſer or proſuſe ? 


Powers not of God, aſſiduous to corrupt? 
The fell d puted tyr-nt, who devorrs 


1 he poor and weak, at diſtance from redreſs? 
| Delirious Faction bellowing loud My name? 286 


| The falſe ſair-ſceming patr.ot's hollow boaſt ? 
A race reſolv'd on bondage, fierce for chains, 
My ſacred rights a merchandiſe alone 


— 


|} Eſteeming, and to work their feeder's will 290 


Zy deeds, a horror to mankind, prepar'd, 


| As vere the dregs of Romulus of old? 


Wao theſe indeed, can undeteſting ſee: 
But who unpitying ? To the generous eye 


A people ftruggling with their fate muſt rouſe 
The hero's throb. Nor can a land, at once 

Be loſt to virtue quite. How glorious, then ! 
F. t luxury for gods to ſave the good, 


— 


1 | Prote® the feeb!e, dach bold Vice aſide, 30 
_ ReficRed, that thy rays inſlame the heart; 236 * = * 


Depreſs the wicked, and reſtore the ſrail! 
Poſterity, beſides, the young are pure, 


avert!) 


o That Britons bend unn d. not by the . | 
| Of arms, more generous, and more manly, quell's, | 


But by Corruption s ſoul dejecting arts, 


Let her own naval oak be baſely torn, 


I ͤBy ſuch as tremble at the ſtiffening gale, ED 
| | And nervelcſ; fink while others ling rcjoic'd; 315 
Or (darker proſpeR ! ſcarce one gleam behind 


| Diſcloſing) mould the broad corruptive plague 
Breathe from the city to the fartheſt hut, 


That fits ſerene within the foreſt-ſhade, | 
The fever'd people fire, inflame their wants 320 


And their luxurious thirſt, ſo gathering rage, 
That, were a buyer found, they ſtand prepar'd 
To fell their birthright for a cooling draught ; 


The hir d afſaſſins of tae common weal 325 
Deem the declaiming rant of Greece and Rome, 
Should Public Virtue grow the public ſcolf. 
Tin Privace, falling, — the land; 


— 


Oblivion, and redeems a pcaples ſhame 276 


The wretch abandon'd to relentleſs Self, 281 


Diſtreſs is virtue; and, tho' felf-betray'd, 295 ; 


And ons may tinge their father's check with 


Arts impudent ! and groſs! by their own gold, 
| | In part beſtow d to bribe them to give all; | 
Wich party raging, or immers'd in fluth, 310 
I ͤ Should they Britannia's well fought durcb yield 

I To lily conquering Gaul, een from her brow | 


Should ſhameleſs pens for plain Corruption plead, 5 


3 


Eo. 
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Till round the City looſe mechanic Want, 
Dire-prowling nightly, makes the chearful haunts 
Ot men more hideous than Numidian wilds, 331 
Nor from its fury fleeps the vale in peace, ; 
And murders, horrors, perjuries aboucd ; 

Nay, till to lowett deeds the higheſt ſtoop, 

he rich, like ſtarving wretches, thirſt for gold, 
And thoſe on whom the vernal ſhowers of 1 


All-bounteous fall, and that prime lot beſtow, 
A power to live tu Nature and theniſe lvcs, 


In ſick attendance wear their anxious days, 

With fortune joyleſs, and with honours mean. 340 
Mean time, ps, profuſion flows around, 
The waſte of war, without the works of peace ; 
No mark of millions in the gulph abſorpt 


Of uncreating Vice, none but the rage 


Of rous'd Corruption ſtill demanding more: 345 


That very portion which (by faithful fill 


Employ d) might make the ſiniling public rear 
Her ornamented head, drill'd thro? the hands 
Of mercenary tools, ſerves but to nurſe 


A locuſt band within, and in the bud & 350 
Leaves ſtary'd each work of dignity and uſe. 


I paint the worſt : but ſhould theſe times arrive, 


If any nobler paſſion yet remains, 


Let all My ſons all parties fling aſide, 
Deſpiſe their novſenſe, and together join! 355 


| Let Worth and Virtue, ſcorning low deſpair, | 


Exerted full, from every quarter ſhine, 
"— heighten'd blaze. Light flaſh'd to 


Moral or intelleQual, more intenſe 


By giving glows ; as on pure winter's eve, . 360 
Gradual, the ſtars effulge, fainter, at firſt, 


They ſtruggling, riſe; but when the radiant hoſt 


In thick profuſion pour d, ſhine out immenſe, 
Lach cating vivid influence on each, 


And worids above rejoice, and men below. 


But why to Britons this ſuperfluous train? 


| Good-nature, honeſt truth, e en ſomewhat blunt, 


Of crooked baſeneſs an indignant ſcorn, 
A zeal unyielding in their country's cauſe, 370 


Aud ready bounty, wont to dwell with them— 
Nor only want — Wide o'er the land diffus d, 
in many a bleſt retirement itill they dwell. 


T6 loiter pruſpect turn we now the view, 


375 


Grandeur and grace, Of ſullen geuius he! 


Cuts d by the Muſes! by the Graces loath'd! 
Who deems beneath the Public's high regard 


Theſz laſt enlivening touches of My reign. 380 


wealth, | 


A nation be; let trade enormous riſe, BET 
Let Eaſt and South their mingled tr-:aſure pour; 
Tin, ſwell'd impetuous, the corrupting flood 


Burſt o'er the City, and deyour the Ind; 3335 
Ver theſe neglected, theſe recording Arts, 
Weolth rots, 2 nuiſance ! aud, oblivious ſunk, _ 


Tanat nation muſt another Carthage lic. 
if not hy them on monumental braſs, _ 


CG: ſculptur'd marhie. 59 wt cath] page, 5 
Nat, Vi, | 
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Impreſt, renown had Jeft yo trace behind; | 
In vain, to future times, the fage had though!, 
The legiſlator plann'd, the hero found 

A beauteous death, the patriot toil'd in vain: | 
Th' awarders they of Fame's immortal wreath : 

| | | | 395 
They rouſe Ambition, they the mind exait, 
Grve great ideas, lovely forms infuſe, 

Delight the general eye; and, dreſt by them, 
The moral Venus glows with double charms. 
| Science, My cloſe aſſociate, ſtill attends 400 
Where er | go. Sometimes in ſimple guiſe 

She walks the furrow with. ſome Conful-ſwain, 

| Whiſpering unletrer'd wiſdom to the heart, 
Direct; or, ſometimes, in the pompous robe 
Of Fancy dreſt, ſhe charms Athenian wits, 40 
And a whole ſapient city round her burns. 

Then o'er her brow Minerva's terrors nad. 

With Xenophon, ſometimes, in dire extremes, 


497 


| She breathes deliberate ſoul, and makes retreat | 
Unequall'd glory. With the Theban lage, 40 


Epaminondas, firſt and beſt of men 


Sometimes ſhe bids the embattled hoſt, 
Above the reach r form'd, 


March to ſure conqueſt—never gain'd before 
Nor on the treacherous ſeas of giddy ſtate 415 
Unſkilful ſhe: when the triumphant tide | 
Of high-ſwoln Empire wears one boundleſs i.nile, 
And the gale tempts to new purſuits of ſame, 
Sometimes, with Scipio, ſhe collects her ſail, 
And ſeeks the bliſsful ſhore of rural eaſe, 425 
Where, but the Aonian maids, no Sirens {ing : 

| Or ſhould the deep-brew'd tempeſt muttering riſe, 
While rocks and ſhoals perfidious lurk around, 
With Tully ſhe her wide-reviving light | 
"The ſcni: es holds, a Catiline confounds, 425 


| 


And ſaves a while from Cæſar ſinking Rome. 


Such the kind power whoſe piercing eye diſſolves 
Each mental fetter, and ſets reaſon tree ; oe 
For Me inſpiring an enlighten'd zeal, | 
The more teuacious as the more convinc'd 430 
How happy Freemen, and how wretched Slaves. 
To Brirons not unknown, to Britons full 

The goddeſs ſpreads her ſtores, the ſecret ſoul | 
That quickens Trade, the breath wuſeen that wafts 
To them the treaſures of a balanc'd world: 435 


| But finer arts (ave what the Muſe has ſung 
| fin daring Hight, above all modern vwiag) 
To laurell'd Science, Arts, and Public Works. 


That lend My ſiniſh d fabric comely pride, 


Negle dd droop the head, and Public Works, 

Brokæ hy Corruption into Private Gain, : 

Not 0:-:12a:ent, diſgrace; not icrve, de gray. 440 
Shall Britons, by their own joint wiſdom rul' d. 

Beneath one Royal head, whole vital power 

Connects, enli vens, and exerts the whole; 

In finer arts, and Public Works, ſhall they 


However puff d with power, and gory d To Gallia yield? yieid. to a land that bends, 447 


Depreſt and broke, beneath the will of one? 
| Of one who, ſhould th* unkingly thirſt of gold, 


ſor tyrant paſſions, or ambition, prompt, 


Calls locuſt-armies o'er the blaſted tand; 
Drains from its thirſty bounds the ſpriags cf 
wealth, ee e 
His own inſatiate reſrrvoir tu fill; 

To the lone deſert Patriot merit f-awns, 

Or into dun geons Ares, when they tlcr Au. 
Indio, b'irſting, for ir f 9 
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All other licenſe ſcorn but Truth's and Mine? 
. 455 
Oh! ſhame to think ! ſhall Britons, in the field 
Unconquer d ſtill, the better lanrel loſe ? 
F'en in that monarch's reignꝰ who vainly dreamt, 
— giddy power betray d. and fiatter'd — 
o graſp unbounded ſway ; while, ſwarming 
round, 5 460 
His armĩes dard all Europe to the ficht : : 
To hoſtile hands, while treaſure flow'd proſuſe, 
And, that great fource of treaſure ſubjects' blood, 
Inbuman ſquander d, nckenꝰd every land; 
vrom Britain, chief, while My ſuperior ſons, 465 
In vengeance ruſhing, daſh'd his idle hopes, 
And bade his ag heart be low ; 
E'en then, as in the golden calm of peace 
What Public Works, at home, what Arts 0 
.. Science ſhone : what Genius glow'd! 
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: iu not for me to > paint, difulive be 
O'er fair extents of land, the ſhining Road, 

The flood-compelling Arch! the long Canal, - 

Thro' mountains piercing, and uniting ſeas; 

The Dome # reſounding ſweet with infant joy, 475 

From Famine fav'd, or cruel- handed Shame, 

And that where Valour counts his noble ſcars; | 

The land where ſocial pleaſure loves to dwell, 

Of the fierce demon. Gothic Duel, freed ; 


The Robber from his fartheſt foreſt chas'd ; 480 Till Arts, betray'd, truſt to the flatrering air 

The turbid city clear'd, and, by — I Their tender bloſlon; then malignant riſe $35 | 
Into ſure peace the beſt Police refin's, =, The blizhts of Envy, of thoſe inſeck- clouds | 
 Magnificence, and grace, and decent joy. That, blaſting merit, often cover courts: 
I. et Gallic bards record how honour'd Arts | Nay, ſhould, perchance, ſome kind Mzcenas aid 
And Science, by deſpotic bounty bleſs'd, 485 The donbrful beamings of his prince's foul, 4 
At diſtance flouriſh'd from My parent eye; | His wav' ring ardour fix, and unconfin's 340 

| — — how Boileau roſe; Diffuſe his warm beneſicence around; ts: 
How the big Roman ſoul ſhook, in Corneille. Yet death, at laſt, and wintry tyrants, come, 

The trembling ſtage; in elegant Racine, Each ſprig of genius killing at the _ 

How the more powerful, tho* more humble, voice | But when with Me imperial Bounty joi , 
8 . Wide o'er the Public blows eternal — 545 
Of Nati g Creece reſiſtleſs breath'd While mingled Autumn every har veſt pours | | 

The whole awaken'd heart; how Moliere*s ſcene, | Of every land; whatc'er Invention, Art, 
 Chaſtis'd and regular, with well-mdg' d wit, | Crcating Toil, and Nature, can produce. 

Not ſcatter d wild, and native humour, grac's, | ere ceas'd the goddeſs, and her ardent wings, 
Was life itſelf ; to public honours rats'd 495 Dipt in the colours of the heavenly bow, 550. 


How learning in warm ſcminaries || ſpread ; 
And, more for glory than the ſmall reward, 
How Emulation ſtrove ; how their pure tongve 
Almoſt obtain d what was deny'd their arms: 


From Rome, a while, how Painting, courted long. 


With Pouſſin came; ancient Deſign, that lifts 
A fairer front, and books another ſoul; 
How the kind Art $ that, of unvalu'd price, 


The fam'd and only pidure eaſy gives, 


| Refin'd her touch, and, thro” the ſhadowed piece, 
77 os 
| Al the liv v'd ſpirit ofthe painter pour; 


* Lewis XV. 

+ Thecanat of Langzedee. | 
+ The brſpitals fer Foundiings and . ö 
Tie academics of Science, of the Belles I. ettres, 

an of Painting, | 
3 Engraving, 
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— 4 and bade her Girardon ariſe; 

How laviſn Grandeur blaz'd the barren waſte, 
Aſtoniih'd, faw the ſudden palace ſwell, 
And fountains ſpout amid its arid ſhades; 
7:7 leagues, bright viſtas opening to the view, 
How ſorefts in majeſtic gardens ſmil d; 

How menial Arts, by their gay ſiſters — 
Wore the deep flower, the blooming train'd 
515 
in joyous figures o'er the filky lawn, 5 
Ihe palace cheer'd, illum'd the ſtory' d wall, 
And with the pencil vy'd the glowing loom. 
Theſe hurets, Louis! by the droppings rais d 

| Of thy profuſion, its diſhonor ſhade, 520 


J And green thro? future times ſhall bind thy brow, 


While the vain honours of perfidions war 
Wither abhorr'd, . 
With what prevailing 

And ſtole a deeper rect, by the full tide 

| Of war-ſunk millions fed ? ſuperior till = 
How had they branch'd luxuriant to the ſkies, 
In Britain p by the 


| Weak without Me, a tranſitory 


Fair ſhine the ſlippery days, enticing ſkies 
| Of favour ſmile, and courtly breezes blow, 


Stood waving radiance round, for ſudden flight 


- Prepar'd, when thus, impatient, burſt my prayer : 


Oh ! forming Light of Life ! Oh! better Sun: 
* Sun of mankind! by whom the cloudy North, 
„ Sublim'd, not envies Languedocian ſkies, 5355 
That, unſtain'd ether all, diffuſive ſmile, * 
When ſhall we call theſe ancient laurels ours? 


And when Thy work complete ?” Straight with | 


her hand, 
Celeſtial red, ſhe touch'd my darken'd eyes : 
As at the touch of day the ſhades diſſolve, 
So quick, methought, the miſty circle clear'd, 
That dims the dawn of being here below; 


| Thefuture ſhone diſelos d, and, in long view, 
| Bright riling eras inſtant rulh'd to light. 


| * They come | Great Goddeſs? I the times be. 
hold, 
" The times our fathers, in he andy $0 


| 0.2% tapefiry If .Golelins, 


516 
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lanted, potent juice 
Of Freedom fwelPd ! Forc's is the bloom of Arts, 
A falſe uncertain ſpring, when Bounty gives, 530 


560 


565 
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Of treacherous ſmiles, of adulation fell, 
And of the blinding clouds around them tarown, 


_ © In juſt proportion to give general joy; 


Their endleſs treaſure; and their deeds their 
pra! 
66 With Thee they work. Nought can reſiſt Your 


And, big with fruitsof glory, Virtue blows 590 
66 Expanſize o' er the land. Another race 


„Of court, and ball, and play ; thoſe venzl fouls, 


3 Corraption's veteran unrelenting bands, 595 


Or by Scholaſtic Jargon bloated proud, 6co 
2 10 © Then, beam'd thro? fancy the reviving ray, 


' 6 Till mal 


In all that mind or body can adorn, 
And form to life 
„ Barbarian pedants, 
And truth-verplczing metaphyſic wits, 610 
Men, Patriots, Chiefs, and Citizens, are form d. 


= Unpurchas'd ſhines on all, and from her beam, 


- pe Ihat prowl amid the darkneſs they themſelves 
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* Havee 
«+ In the warm firuggles of the Senate fight : 

« The times I feel whoſe glory to ſupply, 

Fer toiling ages, Commerce round the . 


« Has wing'd unnumber d fails, and from 2% 
* land 
Materials heap'd, that, well empley'd, with 
« Rome 


bs Oy Ser neon and with Greece our 


, * Lo! princes behold contriving ſtill, 
And fall conducting firm ſome brave deſign; 
| 
« Kings! that the narrow joyleſs circle ſcorn, 
« Burſt the blockade of falte deſigning men, 


Their court rejoicing millions! worth alone, 589 
And virtue, dear to them: their beſt delight, 


Their jealous care Thy kingdom to maintain; 
© The public glory theirs ; uniparing love 


« praiſe, 585 


« force; 
„Life feels it in her dark retrcats; 
" — 3 Science, 


« His baſhful bonds diſcloſing Merit breaks; 


„ Of Generous Youths, of Patriot Sires, I ſee ! 
Not thoſe vain inſects fluttering in the blaze 


© That, to their vices ſla ves, can ne er be 
I fee the fountain purg d, whence life derives 
1 A clear or turbid ſiow; fee the young mind 


«© Not fed impure by Chance, by flattery fool'd, 
But fill d and nouriſh'd by the light of Truth : 


And pouring on the hcart, the paſſioas ſecl 


« At once infor: ming light and moving flame; 
public, graceful action, crowns 605 


The whole. Bchold |} the fair contention glows, 


Inſtcad of barren heads, 
wrangling ſons of pride, 


„Lo! Juſlice, lixe the liberal light of Heaven, 


Appalliag guilt, retire the ſavage crew 
615 


6 Have thrown around the laws. Oppreſlion 
© grieves; | 


< See how her Legal Furies bite the lip, | 
„ While Yorks and Talbots their decp ſnares 
« detect, | 


earn'6 ſo dear, aud, not with leſs reaown, 


* And, crouding roynd, the charm'd Savanna | 
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From the ſure land is rooted rufizn force, 

And, thc lewd nurſe of villains, idle Waſte. 

Lol raz'd their haunts, down waſh' d their mad- 

1 Ceniag bowl, 

* A nation's poiſon! beauteous Order reigns! 625 

= Manly Submiſſion, unimpoſing Til, 

Trade without guilt, Civ.lity that marks, 

From the foul herd of brutal flaves, thy ſons, + 

And fearlef, Peace. Or ſhould aflronting War, 

[- Fo flow but dreadful vengeance rouſe the juit, 
— 7 30 
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« Unfailing felds of Freemen I behold ! 
„That know, with their own proper arm, to 

„ guard | 
Their own bleſt Iſle againſt a a leaguing world. 

„ Defpairing Gaul her boiling youth reſtrains, 

* Diſfſolv'd ker dream of univerſal ſway. 625 
The winds and ſeas are Britain's wide domaiu, 
And not a fail, but by permiſſion, ſpreads. 

+ Lo! {warming ſouthward on rejoicing ſuns, - 
Gay Colonies extend, the calm retreat | 

Oi undeſerv'd Diſtreſs, the better home 4 
Of thoſe whom bigets chaſe from foreign lande. 
Not built on rapine, ſervitude, and wor, 

« And in their turn ſome tyrant's pre: 

++ But, bound by ſocial Freedom, firm they riſc ; 
Such as, of late, au Oglethorpe has form d, * — 


es. | 
« Horrid with want and miſery, no mor: 
Our ſtreets the tender Patlenger afflict; | 
Nor ſhivering Age, nor ſickneſs, without _ n. 
Or home, or bed, to bear his burning load; 
Nor agoniz ing Infant, that ne er earn d 
* les — pn pangs: I ſee the ſtores profuſe, 
F 1 | 
No more the facrilegiqus riot ſwell . | 
« Of Cannibal devourers! Right apply'd, ' | 
No ſtarving wretch the land of Freedom 1 
« If poor, employment finds; if old, demands, 
Kück, if maim'd, his milcrable due; . | | 
« And, will, if young, repay the ſoadeſt care. G 
** Sweet ſets the tun of ſtormy life, and fweer 66 ö 
© The morning ſhines, in Mercy's dews array 2 


1 L5! how they riſc! theſe families of Heaven 


3 Tau chief, (but why—ye Bigots!— Ahr to 
| „ Jate 

uw Where blooms and warb! ies glad a riſi: gage: 

& What files of praile ! and, while their ſorg 
afcends, To 655 


. The lice ning ſ-raph lars his lute aſide. 


ark! the gay N ſulos raiſe a nobler FER 
With active Nature, warm inpaſtion'd trot! „ 
LTagaging fable, luc id order, notes | 
. Ot various king, and heart- felt Inagy, 6 14 


„ Bchold! I ſee the dread delightful ſchool | 
„Oft tempcr'd paſſions, and of poliſh'd life, f 
« Reſtor'd. Behold! the well-diſſembled ſcene | 

Calls from embeliiſh'd eyes the lovely tear, 


Or lights up micth in modeſt cheeks again. 6;5 


« Lo! vaniſh Monſter-land! lo! driven away, 
E Thoſe, that Apollo's ſacred walks profane, 
« Their — creation ſcatter d, where a world 


And ſcize ſwift Juſtice thro' the clouds they raiſe, 
« See } ſocial Labour lifes his guarded head, 620 
And mer no: vield :* govzrnment in vain, 


„Unknown to Nature, chaos more confus'd, | 
© O'cr the brute ſcene its Ouran-Outangs pours ; 


& Bathurſt o'er the widening foreſt ſpreads, 


3 
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« Deteſted forms! that, on the mind impreſt, 681 

« Corrupt, confound, and barbarize an age. 

« Behold! all thine again the Siſter Arts, 
1 knit in harmonious dance: 

urs'd by the treafure from a nation erain'd 685 

2288 purchaſe, they to nobler rouze 

Their untam'd genius, their unfetter'd thought! 

Of pompous tyrants, and of dreaming Monks, 
The gaudy tools and priſoners no more. 

« Lo! numerous Domes a Burlington confeſs. 


For kings and ſenates fit, the Palace ſee ! 

* -= Temple, breathing a religious awe : 
en fram'd with elegance, the plain retreat, 

< The ptivite Swelling Certain in his aim, 

« Taſte never idly „ faves expence. 695 


See! ſylvan fcenes, where Art, alone, pretends 
© Todreſs her miſtreſs, and diſcloſe her charms, | 


Such as a Pope in miniature has ſhown, 


« And ſuch as form a Richmond, Chiſwick, Stowe. 
« Auguft, around, what Public Works | ſee} 


| 701 
« Lo! ſtately Streets lo! Squares that court the 


« breeze, 
* im ſpite of thoſe to whom pertains the care, 
ing more than founded Roman ways. 


Lo! ray'd from cities oer the brighten d land, 


70 
Connecting ſea to ſra, the ſolid Road. 1 
+ Lo! the proud Arch (no vile exacter s ſtand) 
With eaſy ſweep beſtrides the c flood. 
_ ** See! long Canals and deepened Rivers joia 


4 


| ” Each part with each, 8 main 
| 710 
The whole enliven'd iſle. I. o! Ports expand, 


Free as the wiads and waves, their ſhelt'ring 
« ara. 

Lo! ſtreaming comfort o'er the troubled deep, 

On every pointed coaſt the Lighthouſe tow'rs; 


= 3 And, by the broad imperious Mole repell'd, 7175 


Flark! how the batted ftorm indignant roars. 
As thick to view theſe Varied Wonders roſ-, 
Aok all my ſoul with tranſport; unaſcur'd, 
The Viſion — and on · ny 4 — 
1 =! Runs of een 


* 


1 FE c OF OLC I 
caro 1. 


: The Calli: bieh of — 
And its falſe. bexzry, | 

lere. for a lutie tune, clas ! 
et TOS. of 


I. 
1 ORTAL Man ! * vet 3 Ly toll, 
Vo not coraplain of this thy hard eſtate; 
„Dat Vke an emmt thou rautt ever moil, 
lad ;emence of an ancient date; 
2:4, cores, there is for is r- —_— 
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| For tho' ſometimes it makes: thee weep arid wail, 
| 


And curſe thy ftar, and early drucge aud late, 
Withouten that would come an heavyer bale, 


L. coll life, unruly paſtions, and diſraſes pale. 


| Il. 

In lowly dale, faſt by a river's fide, 

With woody hill o'er hill encompaſs'd round, 

A moſt enchanting wizard did abide, 

Chan whom a fiend more fell is no where found. 


690 | it was, I ween, 2 lovely ſpot of ground; 


| 


Ad there a ſeaſon atween Jens and May, 


_ ſpring, with ſummer half im- 
brown'd, 
A liſtleſs climate made, where, ſooth to fag. 
No _ wight could work, ne cared een for 
play. ö D | 8 
III. 


| was nought around but images of reſt, 


Slee g groves, and quiet lawns between, 

And | flowery beds that flurabrous influence keſt 
From poppies breath'd, and beds of pleaſant green, 
| Where never yet was creepiog creature ſeen. 


Thar, as they bicker'd thro? the ſunny glade, 
Tho reſtleſs 6 lulling murmu:- 
made. 


. » N 


5 Iv. BIN 

; "EM te prattle of the purling W 
Were heard the lowing herds along the vale, 

And flocks loud-bleating from the S iſtant _ . 
And vacant ſhepherds pipiug in the dale; 

Aud now and then ſweet Philomel would wail, 

Or Hock- doves plain amid the ſoreſt deep, 

That drowſy ruſtled ro the ſighing gale ; 

And ſtill a coil the graishopper did keep; 

*. 22 2 thei: bounds — inclined all to — 


'M- 


8 Full in the ha of the EY os, 


A fable, ſilent, folemn, fore Rood, ; 
Where nought but ſhadowy forms was ſeen to move, L 
As Ilef5 tancy'd in her dreaming mood; 


And up the hills, on either fide, a wood 
| Of blackening pines, by waving to and fro, 


Sent forth a flc £py horror thro' the blood; 
And where this valley winded out, below, 


A v7 he murmuring main was heard, ans ae: 17 5 
3 2 "Ran, | d — „ 5 9 
iN 
9 rleafing land of * drow {-bead it was, 
Jet Dreams that wave before the hall. hut ez 
- Ang of gay Caſtles ia the clouds that paſs; 


2 | BY 


For ever flufaing round a ſummer ſky ; 


There cke the ſuft Delights, that witchingly 
Ill a wanton ſwectneſs thro? the breaſt, 


and the calm Pleaſures, always hover'd nigh ; 
But whate'er ſmnack'd of noyauce or unreſt 


| Was far, lar off, cxpelPd from this delicious nel. 


Meaa time unnumber d glittering ſtreamlets play'd, 
And hurled every-where their wafers ſheen, 


FThe ſwarming ſongſters of the careleſs yrove, 
Ten thouſand throats, that, from the flowering 


_ 


. 
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Where Indalence (for fo the wizard hight) 
Cloſe-hid his Caſtle mid embowering trres, 

That half-ſhut out the beams bf Phebus bright, 
And made a kind of chequer d day and night: 
Mean while, unceaſing at the 3 
Beneath a ſpacious palm, the wicked wight 
Was plac'd, and to his lute, of cruel fate, 


And labour harſh, complain'd, lamenting mans' 


. 5 vm. : | 
Thither continual pp crowded ſtill, 
From all the roads of eartti that paſs there by; 


For as they chanc'd to breathe on neighbouring 


hill, 
The freſhneſs of this valley ſmote their eye, 
And drew them ever and anon tnerenigh; 
Till chiftering round th' enchanter falſe ti 
 Ymolten with his ſyren melody, | 
V ile ver the enfeebling lute his hand he flung, 
And 


Behold, ye Pilgrims of this earth! behold, 
See all but man with-uncarn'd pleaſure gay; 
| <. See her bright robes the butterfly unfold, 
| © Broke from her wintry tomb in prime of May! 
What youthful bride can equal her array? 

Wo can with her for eaſy pleaſure vie? 
From mead to mead with gentle wing to ſtray, 
From flower to flower on balmy gales to fly, 
Vs all ſhe has to do beneath the radiant ſky. 


© Behold the merry mĩnſtrels of the Morn, 


7 thorn, 
Hymn their good 
« Snch grateful kindly raptures them e⁴mᷣav , 
_ « They neither plough nor ſow ; ne, fit for flail, 


ce 


vet theirs each harveſt dancing in the galc, 


_ © Whateyer crowns the hill, or ſiniles along the 


Ovtcaſt of Nature, W the work ot cbrall 
Of bitter dropping ſweat, of iweltry pain, 
« 
Aud of the vices an inkuman train, EY. 
© Thar all proceed from ſavage thirſt of gain; 
For hen hard-hearted Intereſt firit be an 
% poiſon carth, Aſtræa Ii: the plain; | 
Guile, Violence, and Murder, ſeiz d vn man, 
And, for ſoft milky 
vers ran. 


XII. 1 
Corne, ye! who ſtill the cumbrons load of life 
Puſh hard up hill, but as the fartheſt fe-p 
„Le traſt to gain. and gu: an end to fi? 


(* 
5752 
— a2. 
* 


. 


| 


| 


they hung, 


ll. 


God, and carol ſwert of love, 


E'er to the barn the nodded ſheaves they drove, 


Ol cares that eat away thy heart with gall, 


| 
| 


ſtreams, with bloc the ris] 
7 
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1 back the ſtone with mighty 
And hurls your labours to the valley deep, 

For ever vain; come, and, withouten fee, 
„lin oblivion will your forrows itcep, 

«* Your cares, your toils; will ſteep you in a {cz 
„Of full delight: O come, ye weary Wights! 20 
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« 


N 


| —  * 


|< With me you reed not riſe at ear ly dawn, 


To paſs the joyleſs day in various ſtoumds; 
Or, louting low, on upſtart Fortune fawn, - 


3 And ſell fair honour for ſoniè paltry pounds; 
I Or thro' the city take your | 


| dirty rounds, 
To cheat, and dun, and lye, and viſit pay, 
© Now flattering baſe, now giving ſecret wounds; 
© Or prowl in courts of law'for human prey, 


| | ln venal ſenatethieve, or rob on broad highway . 


Neo cocks, with me, to ruſtic labour call, 
From village on to village ſounding clear; 
4 To tardy fwain no ſhcill-voic'd matrons ſquall ; 


No dogs, no babes, no wives, to ſtun your car; 
* No hammers thump; no horrid blackſmith fear, 


| No noiſy tradeſman your fweer flumbers ſtarr 


With ſounds that are a miſcry to hear; 


* But all is calm, as would delight the heart 
% Of Sybarite of old, all Nature, and all Art. 


4 


| Good-natur'd Lounging, ſauntering up and 
Wo down: 1 5 


oc „ 


Nor heed v.hat haps in hamlet or in town : 
Thus, from the ſource of tender Indolence, 
„ With milky blood the heart is overflown, 
is ſooth'd and ſweeten'd by the ſocial ſenſe; _ 
Por intereſt, envy, pride, and firife, are ba- 
=” wo 2 


| 


— V — 


« What, what is virtue, but repoſe of mind, 
r A pure ethereal calm, that knows no ftorm, 
* Above the reach of wild Ambition's wind, 
Akove thelc pallions that this world deform. 
+ Ang turture man, a proud malignant worm? 
But here, inſtead, fofr ga les of puſſion play, 
And gently ſtir the heart, thereby to lorm 

A quicker ſenſe of joy; as breezes ray 


| * Acroſs th* enli ven d Kies, and make them ſti:: 


niore gay. 

XVII. » i 
+ The beſt of men have ever 10v'd repel: ; 
They hate to mingic in the flithy fray, 


1 Where the ſoul fours, and gradual raaccaz 


| grows, 
* Imbitrer'd more from peeviſh day to 427. 


Een theſe ham Fame has leut her faire.) rar. 
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worthy wights of yore, 
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The moſt renown'd of 
From a baſe world at laſt have ſtol n away: 

4 80 Scipio, to the ſoft Cumezan ſhore 
— N CPATI EE En. 


XVII. 


« But if a little exerciſe you "=" 


« Some zeſt for eaſe, "tio not forbidden here; 
* Amid the groves you may indulge the Muſe, 
_ © Or tend the blooms, and deck the vernal year; 
Or, ſoftly ſtealing, with your watry gear 
Along the brooks, the crimſon ſpotted fry 


« You may delude; the whilſt, amus d, you hear 


5 Now the hoarſe ſtream, and now the zephyr's| 


4 


= 1 | 
When, ſudden, comes blind unrelenting Fate, 


„% And gives the untaſted portion you have won, | I 


Wich ruthleſs toil, and many a wretch undone, 
_ © To thoſe who mock you gone to Pluto's reign, 
«© There with fad ghoſts to pine,and ſhadows da. 
* But ſure it is of vanities moſt vain, 


* To wil for what you here untoiiag way obtain” Li 


XX. 

| mania ambiing cars remain' 
The deep vibrations of his witching fong, 
That, by a kind of magic power, conſtrain d 
To enter in, the liſtening throng. 
Heaps pour d on heaps, and yet they {lipt along 
In ſilent caſe; as when beneath the beam 

Of ſummer moons, the diſtant woods among, | 
Or by ſome flood all filver'd with the gleam, 
The ſoft-embodied Fays thro? airy portal ſtream. 


WE En os XXI. ' 
By the ſmooth demon fo it order d was, 
And here his baneful bounty ficſt began ; 

Though fome thete were who would ot further 

paſs, 

| And hit alloriog baits f —_— 

| The wiſe diſtruſt the too fair-ſpoken man. 

Tet thro' the gate they caſt a wiſhful eye: 

Not to move on, perdie, is all they can; 

Por do their very beſt they cannot fly, 
| EDDA Ons ny 6d. 


3 
Then ede watchful wicked wizard fr. = 
With fudden ſpring he leap'd upon them = 
And ſoon as touch'd by his unhallowed paw, 
bs found themſelves within the curſed gate, 
Dull hard to be repaſs'd, like that of Fate. 
Not ftronger were of ald the giant crew, | 
Who ſought to pull high Jove from regal fix:e , 
"Tho? feeble wretch he ſeem'd, of ſalluw huc, 


To 


rue. 


XXIII. 
Tar whomſuec'er the villain takes in hang, 
der 19:7; unkrit, their new mel . 
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As lithe they grow 5 25 any willow wand, 

And of their vaniſh'd force remains no trace | 

4 3 of modeſt grace, 
buxom May of 

3 = Sens Fs 

She wureth very weakly as ſhe 

Then, fighing, yiclds her * 


warms, 
to 


love's delicious 


* 


Great ſtore of caps, 
$ Wherewith he thoſe who enter 


* 5 
5 There ach deep draughts, as decp he thirſted, , 5 


poſe, 
And in ſweet torpor 


INor could himſelf from ceaſeleſs — 

_ | White o'er his eyes the drou ſy liquor ran 

_ FThro' which his half. wk d foul would faintly peep, 155 

Then taking his black ſtaff, he call'd his man, 
And rews'd himſelf 3s muck a. wut f ſci? he 


can. 


The lad leap d ightly a his maſter's call. 


d in array d, 
| Loot as the breeze that plays along the downs, 


And waves the 


ſummer- woods when evening 
frowns. 8 


Jo fair undreſs! beſt drefs! it checks no vein, 


But every flowing limb in pleaſure drowns, Fo 
And heightens caſe with grace. This done, right 
fain, 


: Sir Porter fat him down, and tres to feep again. | 


1 xxvn. 
ber ge be nh ounai ol, 


That in the middle of the court up-threw 
A ſtream, high ſpouting from its hquid bed, 
And falling back again in drizzly dew; 


drew, 
le was à fountain of Nep-nthe rare, ; 210 
Whence, as Dan Homer lings, huge pleaſnce. 


grew, 
Fa ſweet oblivion of vile earthly care; | 
Fair glorious waking —— and } joyous dreams | 


"7 more fair. 
Certes, who bides his crap. will that encouatet 


— xxvin. | 
| This rite e perſarm d. all inly pleas'd and ill, 
Withouten tromp, was proclamation made; 


“ Ye ſons of Indolence ! do what you will, 


es 6 wander where vou liſt, tro hall or Ld 
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'© Be no man's pleaſure for another ſtaĩd; Soft quilts on quilts, on carpets carpets fÞ | 
f "MM Let each as likes him beſt his hours employ, And couches e 
„And curs'd be he who minds his neighbour's And endleſs pillows riſe to prop the head; 

trade! — A AD INAeg 
Here dwells kind eaſe and unreproving joy: | bed. 
” NNE EAEE AE CIRPINT WELP: - 


And every where huge cover d tables ſtood, 
XXIX. | With wines high flavour d and rick viand 4; 

a 5 g vour viandõ Crown 
Strait of theſe endleſs numbers, ſwarming round, | Mhatever ſprightly juice or tafteful food 


As thick as idle motes in ſunny ray, this — 
PFE . 
| But every man ſtroll d off his own glad way; Some hand unſeen theſe filently difplay'd, | 
| Wide o'er this ample court's blank area, = | 
| Een undemanded by a ſign or ſound 
— — —- ne ae 
| 27 | , | 
1 While ſolitude and perfect filence reign'd, an 1 2 — ens 
— 
ſtr d. | - | n v. | 
| Here Freedom reign'd without the leaſt ailoy ; 
| OO | XXX. | Nor goſlip'stale, nor ancient maiden's gall, 
| As when a ſhepherd of the Hebrid-ifles*, Nor Handy Spleen, durſt murmur at our joy, 
| Plac'd far amid the melancholy main, And with envenom'd tongue our pleaſures pall. 
| | | (Whether it de lone fancy him begniles, I For why? there was but one great rule for all; 
Or that atrial beings ſometimes deign To wit, that each ſhould work his own deſire, 
: To ſtand embodied to our ſenſes plain,) | And eat, drink, ſtudy, fleep, as it may fall, 
| Sees on the naked hill or valley low, | Or melt the time in love, or wake the lyre, 
| The whiltt in ocean Phœrbus dips his wain, W 
A vaſt aſſembly moving to and fro, | | 
| Then all at once in air diſſolves the wondrous| . XXXVI. 
F - TT — al tapeſtry were hung, 
. 8 | | Where was inwoven many a gentle tale, 
5 | xxxI. | - Such as of old the rural poets ſung, 
Ye Gods of Quiet and of Ster profound? Ir of Arcadian or Sicilian vale; 
V hole ſoft dominion o'er this Caſtle fways, _ — lovers, in the lonely dale, 
| And all the widely-filent places round. — forth at large the * d heart, 
| Forgive me, if my trembling pen diſplays ] — ching tender — wm — e gale, 
What never yet was ſung in mortal lays. And taught charm'd echo to re their ſmart, 
| But how ſhall I attempt ſuch arduous ſtring, While flocks, woods, ſtreams, around, — and | 
| | who have ſpent my nights and nightly days Peace * | | . 
Sr ſoul- deadening place, looſe loitering? f xXXVn. 
SR ow ear m moulted 7 
"wing? — cod. Thoſe pieas'd the moſt where, by a cunning hand, 
OT 5 | | Depainted was the Patriarchal age, 
| XXXIL What time Dan Abraham left the Chaldee land, 


And paſtur'd on from verdant ſtage to | 
I Where fields and fouutains freſh could beſt engage. 
| Thou yet ſhalt ſing of war and actions fair, Z N | 223 — 8 | 

Which the bold fors of Britain will inſpire; And o'er vaſt plains their herds and flocks to feed: 


| Of ancient bards thou yet ſhalt ſweep the lyre; ture Golden | 
$ Thou yet ſhalt tread in Tragic pall the ſtage, Beſt — 2 * Agr indeed 


Come on, my Muſe! nor ſtoop to low deſpair, 
Thau imp of Jove ! touch'd by celeſtial fire, 


Paint love's enchanting woes, the hero's re, | „ XXxXVIII. 555 
. Tue ſage's calm, the patriot's noble rage, 3 pencil, in cool airs halle, - 
| Palking corruption dawn oy cer WOT | Bade the gay bloom of verval landſcapes riſe, 
— 4 | | lor autumn's varied ſhades imbrownthe walls: 
Nov the black tempeſt ſtrikes the aſtoniſh'd eyes; 
| ; xxxin. hs Now down the ſteep the flaſhing torrent flies; _ 
The Snot that knew no ſhrill alarming bell, The trembling ſun now plays o'er ocean bs. - 
No curſed knocker ply'd by villain's hand, | | And now rude mountains frown amid the fre: - 
Self-open'd into halls, where who can tell Whate er Lorrain light=touch'd with ſoftening n . 
What elegance and grandeur wide expand, tor ſavage Roſa daſh” d, or learned Pouſſin drm. 
Ide pride of Turkey and of Perſia land? 
| XXXIX. 


Fach tc ton, here to languiſhment incl.” 


„ Theſe ifands on the weters « * celend calle 
4 fe * Lull'd the weak doſom, ard induced ee 


the El. 


- Herelull'd the penſive melancholy mind; 


et the leaſt cptrance found they none at all. 
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Aerial muſic in the warhling wind, 
At diſtance riſing oft”, by ſmall degrees, 
Nearer and neuter came, till o'er the trees 
It hung, and breath d ſuch ſoul- diſſolving 
As did, alas! with ſoft perdition 8 
Entangled deep in its enchanting ſnares, | 
. F 


xL. 
A certain muſie, ne ver known before, 


Full eaſily obtain d. Behoves no more, 

But ſide- long, to the gently-waving wind, 

To lay the well · tun d inſtrument reclin'd, 

From which, with airy- flying fingers light, 
Beyond each mortal touch = molt refin'd, 
The God of Winds drew ſounds of deep delight, 

| * * cauſe, the harp of Folus * * it 


XLII. 


Who up the lofty diapaſon roll 

Such fweet, ſuch ſad, ſuch ſolemn airs divine, 
Then let them down again into the ſoul? 

No riſing love they fann'd ; now pleaſing dole 
They breath'd, in tender muſings, thro' the heart; 
And now a graver ſacred ſtrain they ſtole, 
As when ſeraphic hands an hymn impart; 

| 2— Nature all, above the reach of 


| > i 
| Such the gay 8 plendour, the luxurious 3 


Of Caliphs old. who on the Tigris“ ſhore, —{_ 


In mighty Bagdat, populous and great, 
„Held their bright court, where was of ladies ſtore, 
And verſe, love, muſic, {till the garland wore : 
When Sleep was coy, the bard, in waiting there, 
Cheer d the lone midnight with the Muſe's lore+, | 
Compoſing muũc bade his dreams be fair, _ 
OX And . * new . to che morning ir. 


Neat the 3 where we 3 ſtill ran 
Soſt-tinkling ſtreanis, aud daſfing w _ Tall, 
And ſobbing breezes ſigh'd, and oft” b-gun 
(So work's the wizard) wintry florms to cl. 
As heaven and earth they would togetuer mell: 
At doors and windows threut'uing {rem d to call 
The demons of the tempeſt, growling ſell. 


When ce {weeter grew our * ſecure in 214. Ny 
all. 


; XLIV. 
And hither akon ſent his kindeſt dea, 


Raiſing a world of gayer tinct and grace, 


* This i: net an imag.nation of the Author, Lere 


7 in in {af ſuch an inſt/ urent, called Aeatus's varſ, 
epbich, zuben flaced againſt à little ruſting or current | 
air. produces the e lere deſcribed. 

+ The Arabian celiphs a poets among the ¶ cers of | 
their court, whoſe 40 „Ae it unt 20 60 what is beys mone 
8:4, | 


| That play'd, in waving lights, from 
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Oer which was ſhadowy caſt — gieams, 
place to place, 
And ſhed a roſeat ſmile on Nature's face. 

Not Titian's pencil e'er could ſo array, 

Jo fleece with clouds the pure ethereal ſpace : 

Ne could it eber ſuch ing forms ply, 


As looſe on flowery beds y lay. 


No, fair Illuſions! artful Phantoms! no, 


| {My Muſe will not attem Fairy } 
bang | pe your Fairy lauci 
| She has no colours that like you can glow ; 


To catch your vivid ſcenes too groſs hard. 


But ſure it :3, was ne er a ſubtler band 
Than thefe ſame guileſul ang 


Who thus in dreams, voluptuous, ſoft, and 1 


| Pour'd all th' Arabian heaven upon our — 
And bleſs d them oft? beſides with more refin'd d - 
{ — 


Ah me! ar 


They were in ſooth a moſt 8 
E' en feigning virtue; ſkilful to unite 


Wich evil good, and ſirew with pleaſure 


But for thoſe ſiends whom blood and broi che, 
Who hurl the wretch, as if to hell outright, 
 Down,down black gulphs, where fullen waters ſleep, 
Or hold him clambering all the fearful night 

On beetling cliffs, or pent in ruins deep 


They, ill due re ſhould ere, were bl fr hen 


XI. vll. 


'Ye guardian Spirits! to whom man is dear, 


Angels of Fancy and of Love! be near, 
And o'er the blank of fleep ditfaſe a bloom: 
| Evoke the ſacred ſhades of Greece and „ 


} And let them virtue with a look im 


But chieſ a while, O! lend us from the i 


| XLVII. 1 
or are you ſportive — Bid the morn of your 
Riſe to new light, and beam afrcth the days 
OC innocence, impiicity, aud truth, 


xo cares eflrang'd, and mayhood's tharny Way, 


What tranſport, to retrace our hoy iſh plays, 
Our eafy bliſs, when cach thing Joy ſupply'd, 


The woods, the mountains, and che warbling maze 
| Of the wild brooks!— But, fondly wandering wide, 
= * 2 reſume the dan that 1 doth thee 2 


XLIX. 
One great amuſement of our houſchold was, 
In a auge cryſtal magie globe to ſpy, 
Still as you turn'd it, all things that do paſs 
Upon this ant-hill earth; where conſtantly 
Or idly-buſy men the reſtleſs fry | 
Run buſtling to and fro with fooliſh haſte, 


| In arch of pleaſures vain that ſrom them fy, 


From theſe foul demons ſhield the midnight gloom | 


U Theſe long-loſt friends for whom in love we ſmart, 
4 And fill with pious awe 22d — woe the 


r 


| 


— ——— 


—— Tz 


9 


—— 22 » 


See how they daſh 
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or which obtain'd the caitiffs dare not taſte: 
| When nothing is enjoy's, can there be greater 


. 


ik. 
| Of Vanity the Mirrour this was call'd. 
Here you a muck-worm of the town might ſce, 
At his dull deſk, amid his legers ſtall'd, | 
Ate up with carking care and penurie, 
Moſt to carcaſe parch'd on gallow-tree. 


| A 


Firm to this maxim keepeth he, 
Ne of its rigour will he bate a jot, 
ET as Crete 


LI. 
bauen rm the le of ey Hes behold! 
Comes fluttering ed endl er 
A eff gay, — : 
e | 
In folly loſt, of nothing takes he care; 


Pimps, la ended. ˙ <q WY 


And thieving tradeſmen, him among them ſhare; 
His father's ghoſt from Limbo-lake, the while, 
Sces this, which more damnation doth b upon him | 
pile. 

Still at their books, and turning o er the page 
Backwards and forwards: oft they ſnatch the pen, 
As if inſpir d, and in a Theſpian rage, 
Then write, and blot, as would your ruth 
Why, 2 ! all this ſcrawl and Gridbling 


To loſe the gain the future age, : 
| Fried wn bs whis yaw exp iow ap mens, _ 
„ with fame when EEE] 


LIII. 3 
City riſe to view, | 
With carts, and cars, and coaches, roaring all: 
Wide pour'd abroad behold the giddy crew, 
from wall to wall! 
At every door, hark how they thundering call! 
Good Lord! what can this giddy rout excite? 
| Whey, on each other with 1 to fall, IT 


A neighbour? s fortune, fame, or peace, to blight, 


8 


The puzzling fons of Party next appear . 


In dark cabals and nightly juntos met, 


And now _y whiſper'd cloſe, now firugging 
rear? | 
'Th' important ſhoulder ; then, as if to get 
New light. their ewinkling eyes were inward ſet. 
No ſooner Lucifer þ recalls affairs, | 
Than forth they various ruſh in mighty fret; 
When, lo! puſh'd up to power, and crown'd their 


Cares, 
WWW 


} The Morning * 
Vow: vn. | 
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7 of liſe, 
, vanity 

Was to behold the nations all on fire, 

In cruel broils engag d, and deadly ſtriſe, 

Moſt Chriſtian kings, inflam'd by black deſire, 

Wich honourable ruffians in their hire, 

Cauſe war to rage, and blood around to pour : 

Of this ſad work when cach begins to tire, | 

They fit them down juſt where they were before, 

Till ſor new ſcenes of woe peace ſhall their force 


LVI. 8 
W d 
An uſcleſs were, and eke an endleſs taſk ; | 
From kings, and thoſe who at the heim appear, 
To gipſies brown in fummer-glades who baſk. 
Yea many a man, perdie, I could unmaſk, 
| Whoſe deſk. and table make a folemn ſhow, 


laid is decent row'; 


LVII. ö 
Of all the gentle tenames of the | 
There was a man of ſpecial remark; 
A certain tender gloom —_—— 
— a — = 
As man 
And teach the nobleſt morals of the heart; 
| But theſe his talents were yburied ſtark 
Ol the fine ſtores he nothing would impart, 
Which or . or 
Art- - 


K Tum. 
W en doen... ITN 
Where purls the brook with fleep-inviting ſound, 
Or when Dan Sol to ſlope his wheels began, 


1 Amid the broom he baſk'd him on the ground, 


Where the wild thyme and camomoil are found; 
There would he linger till the lateſt ray 

| Of light ſate trembling on the welkin's bound, 
Then homeward thro the twilight ſhadows ftray, 
——— and flow : „ : 


: LIX. 
vet not in 5 flumber were they paſt: 
For oft' the heavenly fire, that lay conceal'd 
Beneath the ſleeping embers, mounted faſt, 
And all its native light anew reveal'd; 
Oft as he travers'd the cerulean field, 
And markt the clouds that drove before the wind, | 
Ten thoutaud glorious ſyſtems would he build, 
Ten thouſand great ideas fill'd his mind: | 
| Ive with. the ly ay od, and lf 00 trace. | 


Wich him was ſometimes join'd, in ſilent walk, 
 (Profoundly ſilent, for they never ſpoke) 
One ſbyer ſtil}, who quite deteſted talk ; 

Oſt' ſtung by ſpleen, at once away be broke 

To groves of pine and broad o er hade wing oak ; 
Theve =P _ d, he wander aal dove, = 


3 WB 


Turning thenigh 


And leave us 
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And on himſelf his fury woke, 
Ne ever utter'd word, ſave when firſt ſhone 


}* Ne ever more to quit 
© Yet when at laſt thy toils, 


— Mapead, 


The glitering ſtar of eve—* Thank Heaven? the |* Shall dead thy fire, nd damp — LEY 


— 


LXI. 
Here lurk'd a wretch who had not crept abroad 
For forty years, ne face of mortal ſeen ; 
In chamber brooding like a loathly toad, 
Aud fore his linen was not very clean. 


Thou wilt he glad to ſeek the rural ſhade, 
. There to indulge the Muſe. and Nature mark; 
|< Wethenalodge forthee willrear in Hagley-Park.” 


LXVII. 
Here whilom ligg'd th" Eſopus * of the age, 
But call'd by Fame, in ſoul ypricked deep, 


Through ſecret loop-holes, that had practis d been | A noble pride reftor'd him to the ſtage, 


Near to his bed, his dinner vile he tcok ; 
— and rough, of ſqualid face nnd mien, 


We drove the vill our for fur ir to look. 


LXII. 
e into theſe halls ts rove 
A} youth, who took you at firſt ſight ; 


Him the wild wave of pleaſure hither drove, | 

Before the ſprightly tempeſt tolling light: 

Certes, he was a moſt engaging wight, 

Of ſocial glee, and wit humane, the? keen, 

t today, and day to night : 

For him the merry bells had rung, I ween, 
If in thisneck of quiet bellvhaT ever been. | 


1 7511 LXII. 
| But not c e to exceſs is good; 
Whar moſt eltes then finks th foul as low : 
When 


__ higher till th' exulting billows flow, 
The farther back again they flagging go; 
— 2 
— Taught by this ſon of oy, we found it ſo, 
Who, whilſt he ſtaid, 


| Our madden'd Cate all, the 


- nw. 
l 


Sprung from. the meade, wer which be. c, 


along, 

; Cheer'd by the breathing bloom and vital fly, | | 
Tunes up amid theſe airy halls his ſong, 
Soothing at firſt the gay repoſing throng 1 
And oft” he fips their bowl; or, nearly = 
Fee, thence rec , drives their beds amonꝑ, 


— 


pring-tide joy pours in with copious flood, | 

Of clerks 

Z Was one I chief 

e He had a rogu ith 
* Slecp =o] and fone 


— rous'd him like a giant from his leep. 
en from his flumbers we advantage 


reap : 
's ſhame! whence, fron his filthy ncok, — double force th' enliven'd ſcene he . 
_ | Yet quits not Nature's bounds. He knows to keep 


Each due decorum. Now the heart he ſhakes, 


'LXVIE = 
a hnd hen Gwe, en 
+ Who, void of envy, guile, and luſt of gain, 
4 Mill, SPN — 
premeditated ſtrain 


Pour'd forth his un 
[The world fi with a calm diſdain, 


| [Here laugh'd he careleſs in his eaſy ſeat : 


Here quaff d, encircled with the joyous train, 
Oft” moralizing fage ; his ditty ſweer | 
He loathed much to write, ne cared to repeat. | 


by holy feet our ground was trod, 

good wy md apr pb | 

A little, round, Fat, oily man of God, 

| — by: 

twinkle in his eye, | 
with un dew, 

If a tight damſel chaunc'd to trippen ps 

Which when obſerv'd, — — —— 


| Fall oft 


"1 And ftrait would recolle his piety anew. 


a tribe who minded nought 
(Old inmates of the place) but ſtate-afairs; 
They look'd, perdie, as if they deeply thought, 


| Nor be forgot 


And en their brow fat every natien's cares. 


| The world by them is parcell's out in ſhares, 
Wen in the Hall of Smoke they congreſs hold,” 


 Angfeares their tender fleep, with trump profound, | And the fage berry ſun-burnt Mocha bears 
2 he _— „ round, Has clear'd their inward eye: then, — 


„ 


PI ee eee 


As little touch d as any man's with bad: a 
Him thro!” their iumoſt walks the Muſes lad, 
To him the ſacred love of Nature lent, 

And ſometimes would he make our valley glad; 
When as we found he would not here be pent, 


T9 him the better FO — — ſent : 
LXVI. 


Come, nnn rin of Views! come; | 


Fut if, alas! we cannot thee perſuade 
„ 10 lie content bencath our peaceful dome, 


roll'd, 


1 8 . myRrious as of old. 


Who felt each worth, for every worth he had: A: 
| Serene, yet warm; humane, yet firm his mind; 


3 8 
diene janguid 8 kept 3 pale-fac'd court 
Bevies of dainty dames, of 4 4 
retort, 


From every quarter hither made 


Where, from groſs mortal care and buſineſs free; 
They lay, pour d out in eaſe and luxury: 
Or ſhould they a vain ſhew of work aſſume, 
Alas! and well-a.day ! what can it be? 
To knot, to twiſt, to range the vernal bloom; 


* Mr. Dun, 


2— 


And now with = gs — th* enlighten d 


But far is caſt the diſtaff, ſpinning- wheel, and loom. 
+ The following lines of this flanza were writ by 


25298022 


* 33 nod af 


we. 


4 


A ſoft-breathing in the 


Far from the light of heaven, they 


Here Lethargy, with 3 ſle 


1 Of 3 but withal 8 4 


Who vexed was full oft” with ugly fit; 
: 4nd ſome her frantic deem d, aud ſome her deem'd 


A lady, proud ſhe was, of ancient blood, | 
Let oft' her fear her pride made crouchen low ; 


And ſought all phyſick which the ſhops beftow, 
And ſtill new leaches and new drugs would cry, 
Her humour ever wavering to and fro; 
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| LXXII. 
Their only labour was to kill the time; 
And labour dire it is, aud Weary wor: 
They fit, * loll, turn o'er ſome idle rhyme, 
Then, riſin £ ſudden, to the glaſs they go, | 
Or ſaunter forth, with tottering ſtep and flow : | 
This ſoon too rude an exerciſe they find; 
Strait on the couch their limbs a 


Wherc hours on hours they ſighing lie reclin'd, 


LXXIII. us 
Now muſt 1 mark the villainy we found; 


But, ah! too late, as ſhall eſtſoons be ſhewn. 
A place here was, deep, dreary, under ground, 


Where ftill our inmates, when unpleaſing grown, 

Diſeas'd, and loathſome, privily were thrown. 
— there, 

Unpity'd utter ing many a bitter groan ; 


For of theſe wretches taken was no care; 


* nurſes were, 


LXXIV. 
Alas! the change ! from ſcenes of joy and reſt, 
To this dark den, where Sickneſs toſs'd alway. 


wy te oppreſt, 
Stretch d on his back, a mighty lubbard, Ly 


his fides, aud ſuorcd night and da y; 
To — from his traunce it was not eath, | 


And his half-gpen'd eyne he ſhut ſtraitway ; 
He led, I wot, the ſotteſt way to death, 
And 2 — pain and ſtrite —— che 


LXXV. I 


Soft-ſwoln and pale, here lay the Hydropſy - : 


_ Unwieldy man! with belly monſtruus round, 
For ever fed with watery ſupply : | 
For ſtill he drank, and yet he ſtill was dry. 


And moping here did Hypochondria fit, 
Mother of Spleen, in — of various dye, 


2 wit. 


LXXVI. 


She felt, or faucy'd, in her fluttering mood, 
All the diſeaſes which the ſpittles know, 


For ſometimes ſhe would laugh, and ſometimes cry, 
Then ſudden waxed wroth, and all * not 


why. 
LXXVIE 


| Eaſt by her ſide a liſtlefs maiden pi pin'd, 
With aching head, and ſqueamiſh 1 —— 
Pale, bloated, cold, ſhe ſeem'sd to hate mankind, 


Yet lov'd in lecret all forbidden things. 
And here the Tertian ſhakes his chilling wings : 
The flecpleſs Gour here counts the crowing cocks ; 
A wolf now gnaws him, now a ſerpent ſtings ; 
Whilſt Apoplexy cramm'd Iutemperance knocks 


Down to the ou at once, as butcher 2 ox. 


gain they throw, | | | 
the | SCA D the Caſtle of the fire of Sin, 


| | Come then, my Mule! ha — 


I Thy half-writ ſcrolls all eaten by the moth - 
_ [ Ariſe, and fing that 
| Who with the ſons of Softneſs nobly wroth, 
= 'To {weep away this human lumber came, FT 
5 96 — 
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25 The Knight of Arts an Inu. 
Anu bis achievements fair, 
That by bis Cafil ls overthrow 
Secur d and crowned were. 


WE 


Ah! where ſhall I ſo ſweet a dwelling lind: 
. — without, and all within, | 
Nothing ſave what delightful was and kind. | 
Of goodneſs favouring and a tender mind, 2 
E'er roſe to view: but now another ſtrain, . 


ot doleful note, alas! remains behind : 


| now muſt ſing of pleaſure turn'd to pain, 
F 


n. 
1s there no patron to protect the Muſe, 


And fence for her Parnaſſus' barren foil ? ? 
To every labouc its reward accrues, 0 


| | And they are ſure of bread who — mo1)- 


But a fell tribe th' Aonian hive deſpoil, 

As ruthleſs waſps oft' rob the ul bee: 
Thus while the laws not that nobleſt toil, 
Ne for the Muſes other meed decree, 


[They praiſed are alone, and farvs right merely. 


III. 

1 care not, Fortune! what you me deny; 

You cannot rob me of free Nature's grace; 
You cannot ſhut the windows of the ſry, 
'Thro' which Aurora ſhews her brightening face; 
You cannat bar my conſtant feet to trace 
The woods and lawns, by living ſtream, at eve 
Let health my nerves and finer fibres brace, 
And I their toys to the great children leave: | 
Of Rory, As virtue, * can ne bereave. 


IV. 
Come, lig no more upon the bed of lloth, 
Dragging the lazy languid line along, 
Fond to begin, but ſtill to finiſh Joath, - 


of ny 


b 


4, 
in Fairy had how liv'd a knight of old, ' 
Of features ſtern, Selvaggio well yclep'c, | 
A rough uapoliſh'd man, robuſt and bold, 
But wondrous poor: he neither fow'd 1 d. 
Ne ſtores in ſummer for cold winter heap d; 


| [In buncing all his days away he wore ; 


;| Now ſcorch'sd by. une, now in —__ ſtecp's, 
Now pinch'd by biting January fore, | 
He ftill in woods ebe hbdard ax bur 


* vl. 
As he one morning, long before the _— 


 Prick'd thro? the foreſt to diſlod — * 


Deep in the winding boſom of 2 


503 
With wood wiid-fring'd, he mark'd a taper's ray, 


That from the beating rain and wintry fra 
Did to a lonely cot his ſteps decoy ; 4 
There; up to earn the needmencs of the day, 
He found Dame , nor fair nor 


Her he compreſs'd, and fill'd her with th a Juſt boy 


| VII. 
n 


And grew at laſt a knight of muckel fame, 
| Of active mind and luſtyhed, 
— The Knight of Arts and y by name. 


He knew no be ng. wy" 


| 


owing 
| His taſteful well-earn'd food the ſylvan game, 


dls orcs woadlands 


I KK 


| Wille he he tn tran the commons run ; 
For him uo tender 
He of the foreſt ſeem d to be the ſon, 


troubled _ 


And certes had been utterly undone, 


But that Minerva pity on him took, 


With all the gods that love the rual wonne, 
That teach to tame the ſoil and rule the crook; | 


W p 


. 
oi b they nurtur well, 


In every ſcience and in every 


By which mank:;nd the — brutey excel, 
That can or uſe, or joy, or grace, impart, 
all the powers of head and heart: 


| Ne were the goodly exerciſes ſpar'd 


| * * 
| Gi with carly mern, he 1 gay 


Or ſtrepuous —— with "ny a rough, 


W hate er ſhe in th cthereal round contains, 
| Whate'er ſhe hides beneath her verdant flucr. 


That brace the nerves, ne Beats ar.” 
And mix elaſtic force with firmneſs hard: | 


ISO _— — mote be with kim 


| 


The hunter-ſtecd, exulting v'er the dale, 


| And drew the roſeate breath of orient day; 

Sometimes, retiring to the ſecret vale, 

 Yclad in ſteel, and bright 
5 | He ſtrain'd the bow, or 


Or darting on the gaol, outſtripp's the gale ; | 


with burniſh d 8 
toſa d the founding ſpear ; 


Or wheel d the chariot in its mid career; 


Aa — theo” Nature's flore, 


de vegetable aud the mineral reigns; | 
Or elſe he ſcann d the globe, thoſe ſmall oma; "ns, 


| Where reſt'eſs gzgrials luck a turmoil keep, 
Its fees, its floods, its mpyncains, and its plains ; 


Bat more he ſ{carct d ;te mind, and rous d from 


keep 
Its” ecorta ſe-dy where we keroic actors reap. 


THOMSON 


S POEMS. 
| XI. | 
Nor would he ſcorn to ſtoop from high purſuits 


Of heavenly Truth, and iſe what the taught. 
Vain is the tree of Know without fruits. 
Sometimes in hand the or plough he 

For a wh which boon-ath i ugh; 
Sometimes he ply'd the mechanic tool, 

Or rear'd the fabric from the fineſt draught ; 
And oft” he put himſelf to Neptune's ſchool, 


| — CET 


XIII. 
brenn he try d 
— — 1 gras} canvaſs into life; 
Nature his cr il vy'd, 
With Nature, — — ſtriſe; 
Or, to ſuch ſhapes as grac'd Fygmalion's wife 
He hew'd the marble ; or with varied fire, 
He rous rous'd the trumpet and the martial fife ; 
Or bade the lute ſweet tenderneſs infpire; | 
Or yerſes ſram'd that well Rut wake Apolle's | 
** | 5 
N XIV. 
Accomplith'd din. he from the a ine, 
Full of great aims. and bent on bold enterprize; 
The work which long he in his breaſt had brewd 
Now to perform he ardent did deviſe, Sg 
To wit, a barbarous world to civilize. 
Earth was till then a boundleſs foreſt wild, 
Nought to be ſeen but ſavage wood and ſkies; 


Na cities nouriſh'd arts, no culture ſmil'd, X 
OG II, © no OG no _ . 5 


ta rugged wight, as ward "IR was man; 
On his own wretched kind he, ruthleſs, prey d; 
The ſtrongeſt ſtill the weakeſt over- ran; | 
In every country mighty robbers ſway d. 
And guile and ruffian force were all their trade. 


_ Life was a ſcene of rapine , want, and woe, 
| Which this brave kuight, in noble anger, made 
| To ſwear he would the raſcal rout o'crthrow, 


For, by the powers Divine, it ſhould no mores 


WW \ ; VM 
6 | te wands 3 has pur port of my ſong, . 
To ſay how this beit ſun, from orieut climes, 


Came beaming life and beauty all along, 
| Before him — Indolence and crimes. 
Still as he paſs'd, the nations he ſublimes, 


And calls forth Arts and Virtues with his ray: 
| Then Egypt, Greece, and Rome, theis * 


times 


5 |} 2::cceſſive had; byt now in ruins gray 
18 lie, to Daviſh floth and t ran) a prey. 


| XVII. | 
12 To crewr kis oily Sir Induſtry then ſpread 8 
The ſwelling ſail, and made for Bricain's coaſt. 
A ſylven life cill then the natives led, 

| Io the brown ſhades and 9 foreſt loſi. 


They lodg 


And ftill with her ſweet Innocence we find, 


That, while they raviſh, tranquilkze che mind: 
Nature and Art at ouce, — and ule com- | Then fough be from the toilfome ene to part, 
: N 5 And let ( — the 


IInite the poles, and without bloody ſpoil 
' Bring home of either lud the gorgeous ſtores; 


here Ilis many a famous nourſling breeds; 
Ir where old Cam ſoft- pac | 


in penſive mood, and tunes his Doric reeds, 


a the Pa arts were what he finiſh' d leaf. 
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All careleſs rambling where it lik'd them moſt ; 
Their wealth the wild deer bouncing thro the 
ade; 
2 d at large, and liv'd at Nature's coſt; 
dave ſpear and bow, withouten other aid, 
Yet not the Roman . 
may d. EN 


| XVIII. 
He lik'd the foil, he lik d the clement ſkies, 
He lik'd the verdant hills and flowery plains. 


| — this my great, my choſen lie (he cries,) 


This, whilſt my labours Liberty ſuſtains, 
This Queen of Ocean all aſſault diſduins. 


Lor lik d he leſs the genius of the land, 


o freedom apt and perſevering pains, 


Mild to obey, and generous to ow 
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| The growth of khouring time, and flow increaſt; 

Unleſs, as ſeldom chaunces, it ſhould fall, 

That mighty the coy Siſters call 

Up to the ſun-ſhine of uncumber d caſe, 

| Wheoe no rude care the mounting thought may 
thrall, | 

Ard where they nothing have to do but pleaſe : 

Ih! gracious Cod! thou * they alk ao 

| other fes. 


1 | XXIII. 

But now, alas! we live too late in time: 

Our patrons now. en grudge that little claim, 
Except tg fuch as fleek the foothing rhyme; 
and yet, forſooth, they wear Mæcenas name, 4 
Poor ſons of puſt- up Vanity, not Fame, 
Unbroken ſpirits, cheer ! ſtill, ſtill remains 


W ao ELR3s 1h eternal Patron, Liberty! — 


Here, by degrees, his maſter-work aroſe, 


Whatever Arts and Induſtry can frame; 


Whatever finiſh's Agriculture knows, 
Fair „ —_ from Heaven ieſelf who 


Wiew n enen fron: 
And tender Peace, and joys without a name, 


| bind 


XX. 
Then towns * quicken” d by ak. arts, 
And bid the tervent city glow with toil; 
Bad ſocial Commerce raiſe renowned marts, | 
Join land to land, and marry ſoil to ſoil, 


Or, ſhould deſpotic rage the world embroil, 
Lade tyrants tremble on remotelt ſhores, 


ae o'er the — my Britannia s thun- 


der roars, 


he drooping Muſes then he weſtward call'd, 
_ Yrom the fam'd City“ by Propontic ſea, 


* hat time the Turk thi enfecbled Grecian | 
_ thralld, 
'' hence from their cloilter'd walks he fet them | 
free, | 
. +5 brought them to 1 Caſtalie, 


es oer the lea 


| | Here, ded by the 


5 Wirneſs, ye Flocks) whoſe w 


lor of 


While ſhe protects, inſpires the nobleſt ſtrains. | 
| Che belt, and ſweetelt far, are oibcreated | 
Salus. 


xXxlv. | 
When th knight ha fram'd, in Britsin land, 
matchleſs form of glorious government, 
la which the ſovereign laws alone — 
Laws ſtabliſh'd by the public free conſent, 
Whoſe majeſty is to the ſceptre lent; 


when this great plan, with each dependent art, 


Was ſettled firm, and to his heart's content, 


"WE 
XXV. 


For this he choſe a farm in e 
| Where his long allies peep'd upon the main: 


In this calm ſcat he drew the healrhful gale; 


|| Hlere mix'd the chief, the patriot, and the ſwan, 


The happy monarch of his ſylvan train: 
ns of the fold, 

He walk'd his rounds, and cheer'd his bleſt do- 
main : | 

His days, the days of unſtain'd Nature, roll'd, 


3 — ah. 


„„ . 5 
Witneſs ye lowing Herds! w en 
y veſtments far 
Exceeds ſoft India's cotton or her ſilk; | 
\ Witneſs, with autumn charg'd, the nodding car, hu 
3 came beneath ſweet evening's 

5 

O hide thy head, abominable War! 
| Of crimes and ruffian idleneſs the child: 


From heaven this life rung, from hell thy . 


11.c whilſt his flocks at —— the lonely a | _ ries vild. 


feeds. 28 
XXII. 
ox why ? they are che quintelſence of all, 
® Conftntinnples 


| XXVII. 
| ho from ie in 22 


Th' amuſing care of rural Induſtry: 
Still, as with grateful change the ſeaſons paſs, 


New ſcenes ariſe, new lan ſtrike the e- 
And al tht enb ven d 9 N 


The 
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Gay plains extend where marſhes ſlept before; 
O'er recent meads th exulting ſtreamucts fly; 
Dark frowning heaths grow bright with Ceres“ 


. XXVIH. 

| As nearer to his farm you made approach, 
He d Nature with a finer hand: 

Yet on her beauties durſt not Art encroach ; 
"Tis Art's alone theſe beauties to expand. 


In graceful dance immingled o'er the land, 


Pan, — and Pomona play'd : 
briſk gales the rude wild common 


| 1 
Dre 
Of public virtue much he dull d the ſenſe, 

E'en much of ; ate our ſpirit out, 
And fed our rank luxurious vices; whence 
The land was overlaid with many a lout; 


| —_ — 


Ange of madden d e breaſt; 
Down to the loweſt lees the ferment ran: 
Jo his licentious wiſh each muſt be bleſt, 


Wich joy be ſever d, ſnatch it as he can. 


Thus Vice the ſtandard rear d; her arrier-ban 

Corruption call'd, and loud ſhe gave the word, 

Mind, mind yourſelves! why ſhould the vulgar 
man, 

The be more virtuous than his lord? | 

Enjoy this ſpan of liſe! tis all the gods afford.” 


| | XXXI. 
The tidinige reach d to where, in * hall, 
gold old Knight <njoy'd well-earn'd repoſe. 


| 2 come, Sir Knight | thy children on thee 


© Come, ſave us yet, ere ruin round us cloſe !_ 

The demon Indolcnce thy coils o erthrows. 

On this the noble colour ſtain'd his cheeks, 

| Indigaant, glowing through the whiten:og ſnows 
Ot venerable eld; his eye full-ſpeaks 


| is ardent foul, and from bis couch at once be 


kreaks, | 


XIII. 
1 | 
| Yhat n die page chew fraie 
He to him call d. a fery-tooted boy, 
krnempt Diſpatch. My ſterd be at the gate; 
— eu bring ch. ane Thin. 


At 
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| This net was twiſted by the Siſters 


three, 
Which when once caſt o'er harden'd work, ts 


late 
Repentance comes, replevy cannot be 22 
— the firong iron graſp of vengeful Deſtiny. 


He came, the bard,s lite 1 

Of wither d . 

With fweetneis mi d. 1 
As is his * ſiſter of the —_—_ 

He crept along, unpromiſing 

Groſs he who judges fo. His foul was fair, 
Bright as the children of yon' azure ſheen. 

True comelineſs, which i 


nothing can impair, 
* all ele js raniey and glare, 


XXXIVv. | 
Come (quorh | the Knight) voice ha reach d | 


Late Ones Meds A condos 


To all that to mankind is good and dear: 
Came, Philomelus! let us inſtant go, 


_ | O'erturn his bowers, and lay his Caſtle low. 


Thoſe —_— wretched men ! who will be | 


2 


r 
Shall raiſe. Thrice happy he! why 


— | 


XXXV. 
g forth, the Nager deſtrode hs feed, 
3 3 a ſtar 


my gs | 
He pranc'd along, diſdaining gate or bar. 
Meantime the bard on milk bite palfrey rode; 
An honeſt ſober beaſt, that did not mar 
His medications, but full foftly crode; 
hk = thus yer they 


They talk'd of virtue, —- - — bliſs; 


I has olfe fo fe for mon entiecte well? 


And ſtill their Jong reſearches met in this, 
This truth of truths, which nothing can refel; 
From virtues fount the pureſt joys out-well, 
% — thought that cheer the conſcious | 
| ſo 


N « While vice pours forth the troubled ftreams of | 
| hell, 
L | The which, howe'er & 


is d, 4 haſt with del 5 
Will, thro' the tortur beef heir ber cor 
| rent roll,” "Tag 4 
length oy d, Wal . 
it dawn'd, that, Y 83Y» | 
O'er which high wood-crown'd hills their ſum- 


mits rear: 


A for 


And, ſpite e'en of themſelyes, tir ſenſes cheer; 


— I o- 


.» The 1 — 


| The rabble-rout, and welcom'd them full kind: 


THOMSON” 
Then to the vizard's wonne their ſleps they ſteer 
Like a green iffe it broad beneath them fpred, 
And tufted groves to ſhade the meadow-bed, 
—_ and without hurry all ſeem d 


» | 
| his muſing fancy hide. 
Ah! nought is pure. It cannot be deny d 
That virtue ſlill ſome tincture has of vice, 
And vice of virtue. What ſhould then 
But that our charity be not too nice? 
Come, let us thoſe we can to real bliſs entice. 


XXXIX 


© Ay, ſicker, (quoth the Knight,) all fleſh is frail, | 


1 


© To pleaſant fin and joyous dalliance bent; 
But let not brutiſh vice of this avail, 
And think to ſeape deſerved puniſhment. 

© Juſtice were cruel, weakly to relent; 


From Mercy'sſelf ſhe got her ſacred glaive ; | 


Grace be to thoſe who can and will repent, 
But penance, long and dreary, to the flave, 
Who mult in floods of fire his groſs foul ſpi- 


ens 
Thus holding high diſcourſe, they came to where 


The curſed carle was at his wonted trade, 
Still tempting heedleſs men into his ſnare, 
Iv witching wiſe, as I before have faid : 
But when he faw, in goodly geer array'd, 
'The grave majeſtic Knight approaching nigh, 
And by his ſide the bard fo ſage and ſtaid, 
His count'nance fell; yet oft” his anxious eye 
Mark'd them, like wily fox who rooſted cock doth 


Nathleſs, with feign d reſpe he bade give back 
Struck with the noble twain, they were not ſlack 
His orders to obey, and fall behind. 

Then he reſum' d his ſong, and, unconſin d, 


Pour d all his muſic, ran thro” all his ſtrings; 


And virtue“, render airs o'cr weakneſs flings, | 


Elate in thought, he counted them his own, 
They liſten'd io intent with fix'd delight; 
But they inſtead, as if tranſmew d to ſtone, 
Marvell'd he could with ſuch ſweet art unite 


The lights and ſhades of manners wrong and 
7 Fl 


_ Meantime the filly crowd the charm devour, 


Wide preſſing to the gate, Swift on the Knight 
He darted fierce, to drag him to his bower, 
Who back'ning ſhunn dh 


its power. 


Alarm- d, th' inferior demons of the place 


| 


| | Che whilſt, like midnight mute, ten th 


is touch, for well he knew | 
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| As in throng's amphitheatre, of old, 

The wary Retiarius & trapp'd his foe, 

Een ſo the Knight, ing on him bold, 

At once involv'd him in the Net of Woe, 

Whereof I mention made not long ago. 

Enrag d at firſt, he ſcorn'd fo weak a jail, 

And leapt, and flew, and flounced to and fro; 

But when he found that nothing could avail, | 

has —_ felly down, and gnaw'd his bitter 


XLIV. 


Rais'd rueful ſhricks and hideous yells around; 


| Black ſtormy clouds deſtroy'd the welkin's face, 


| And from beneath was heard a wailing ſound, 


As of infernal ſprights in cavern bound; 
| A ſolemn ſadneſs every creature ſhook, 3/8 
And lightnings flaſh'd, and horror rock'd the 
Huge crowds on crowds outpour'd with blemiſh'd 
on time's laſt verge this frame of things 


As if 


| XLV. 

Soon as the ſhort-liv'd tempeſt was yſpent, 
Steam'd from the jaws of vext Avernus' hole, 
And huſh'd the hubbub of the rabblement, 
Sir Induſtry the firſt calm moment ſtole. 


/i© There muſt (he cry'd) amid fo vaſt a ſhoal, 


Ze ſome who are not tainted at the heart, 
Not poiſon'd quite by this ſame villain's bowl; 
Come then, my Bard! thy heavenly fire impart : 


. Touch foul with foul, till forth the latent ſpi- 


rit ſtart. 

The bard obey'd; and taking from his ſide, 
| Where it in ſeemly ſort depending hung, 

His Britiſh harp, its ſpeakirg ſtrings he try d. 


| | The which with ſkilful touch he deſſty ſtrung, 


Till tinkling in clear ſymphony they rung 
Then as he ſelt the Muſes come along, 


Light o'er the chords his raptur d hand he flung, 


And play'd a prelude to his riſing ſong; 5 
round him throng. f 
3 


Thus ardent, burſt his ſtrain—* Ye hapleſs Race ! 
© Dire-labouring here to ſmother Reaſon's ray, 


J Thar lights our Maker's image in our face, 


And gives us wide o'er earth unqueſtion'd ſway, 


J. What isth' ador'd Supreme Perfe Aion? ſay : | 
What, but eternal never-reſting ſoul, 


© Almighty power, and all- directing day, 
© By whom each atom ſtirs, the planets roll ; 
* Who fills, ſurrounds, informs, and agitates th- 
| whole. = | 


* A oladiator, who mae ie of a net, 56417 - 


(| rh over his au de ſary. 4 . 


Et. Had filent flept amid the Mincian reeds: 
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XLVHI. 
* Come, to the God your hearts unfold ! 


* Draw from its fountain life ! "Tis thence, alone, 
* Wecan excel. Up from unſeeling mold, 


* To ſeraphs dal round th Almighty's throne, | 


, Life riſing fl on life in higher tone, 
Perfection forms, and with perfection bliſs. 
_* In, univerſal Nature this clear ſhewn, 
Nor needeth proof: to prove it were, I wis. 
-M e beautcous world excels the brute 


XLIX. 

« 1s not the fied, with lively culture green, ” 
A fight more joyous than the dead moraſs? ? 
Do 17 * the ſkies, with active ether clean, 
And fann'd by ſprightly Zephyrs, far ſurpaſs 
* The foul November-fogs, and flumb'rous maſs, 
With which ſad Nature veils her drooping face ? 
Does not the mountain-ſtream, as clear as glaſs, 
© Gay-dancing on, the putrid pool diſgrace ? 
- * The fameinall — — but chief in human 

„ | 


| L. 
. ia 1 
That Greece obtain'd the brighter palm of art, 
That ſoft, yet ardent, Athens learn'd to pleaſe, 
To keen the wit, and to ſublime the heart, 
ln all ſupreme! complete in every part 
© It was not thence majeſtic Rome arote, 
And o'er the nations fhock her conquering dart 
© For Sluggard's brow the Jaurel never grows; 
« — is not the child of indalent "agath. - 


2M Had unambicious mortals minded coughe 

* But in looſe joy their time to wear away, 
Had they alone the lap of Dalliance ſought, 

© Pleas'd on her pillow their dull heads to lay, 

* Rude Nature's ſtate had been our ſtate to- ay; 
No cities e er their towery fronts had rais d, 

No arts had made us opulent and gay; 
With brother brutes the human race bad graz d, 
ome e er had ſoar d to fame, none honou:” 0 


2 W 


Great Homer's * had never fir d the breaſt 
To thirſt of glory and heroic deeds; _ 
sweet Maro's Muſe, ſunk in inglorions roſt, 


he wits of modern time had told their bends, 


And Monkiſh legends been their only ſtrains: 3 


* Our Milron's Eden had iain wrapt in weeds, 


* Our Shakeſpeare ttrol'd and laugh d with B 


| © Warwick ſwains. 
Ne had my maſter — charm d his Mala 8 
; — , 


2 * Dumb, too, Na the rage hiſtoric Muſe, 
* And periſh” d all the ſons of ancient fame ; 
* Thoſe ſtarry lights of virtue, that diffute 


* Though the dark depth of time their vivid flame, 


* kid all been loſt with web as have no name. 


_ I How beſt enj 


| 
| 
9 
; 


| In miry ſloth, no pride, no TEN 
[© O leaden-hearted Men, to be in love with death 


E 4. And exerciſe of health. 
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0 Who then had ſcorn'd his eaſe for other's good ? 
* Who then had toil'd men to tame ? 

* Who in the public breach devoted ſtood, 
| And for oY SYS —_— 


5 


LIV. 3 
1 But hould to fame your hearts unfeeling e 
k If right I read, you pleaſure all require; a 
Then hear how beſt may be obtain. d this fee, 
joy'd this Nature's wide deſire. 
© Toll, and be glad! let Induſtry infpire 
* Into your quicken'd limbs her buoyant breath ! 
* Who does not act is dead: abſorpt entire | 
no joy he hath : 


| LV. 

8 Ah! whet coallche hayeſ ate of Heaven, 

| © When drooping health and ſpirits go amiſs ? 
Ho taſteleſs then whatever can be given? 
Health is the vital principle of bliſs, 

In proof of this, 

. Behold the wretch who flugs his life away 


I Sonn ſwallow'd in Diſeaſe's ſad * 


While he whom Toil has brac'd, or manly play, 


| W each limb, ech thought as clear 
$ | 


. 


as — 
I. vi. 


: {6 O uh; can had the vigorous joys of health \ 
* Unclogg'd the body, unohſcur d the mind; 


Ibe morning riſes gay with pleaſing ſtealch, 
[The temperate evening falls ſerene and kind. 


© In health the wiſer brutes true gladneſs find. 
© See! how the younglings friſk along the meads, 


As May comes on, and wakes the balmy wind: 


* Rampant with life, their joy all joy exceeds ; 


* Yet what but high-ſtruug * * racing 


| — breeds? 
3 


« ' But hee inſtead, is folter'd every in. 
© Which or diſtemper'd minds or bodies "LIES 


| | Come then, my kindred Spirits! du not ſpill 
Four talents here. 


This place ic but a ſhow, 
* Whoſe charms delude you to the den of Woe: | 
* * Come, fallow me, I will direct you right, . 

Where Pleaſure's roſes, void of ſerpents, grow, 


| * 3 ac ſoy et; come, follow this zood Knight, 


And you will bleſs the * that br. ght him to 
Your — e | 


| unt. | 
5 Sama he will lea to chur:s, and ſome to camps, 
Jo fenate ſome, and public fage ſebates, 


| © Where, by the ſolemn glcar: of 1idnight-lawps, 


© The world js pois'd, and manag mighty ſtates; 
5 2 o high diſcovery ſome, that n: --creates 
Ihe tuce of earth; ſom" to th thriving mart ; 


i Same to the rural reigu and f..: x fares; _ 
|© To the ſweet Muſes ſome, wl -aiſe the heart: 


all glory ſhall be yours, a Nature, and al: 
Art. | 


Ahe better ſort on wings of tranſport fly; 
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LIX. ve ſons of Hate! (they bitterly exclaim'd) 
There are, I ſee, who liſten to my lay, What you to this ſeat of peace and love? 
Who wretched ſigh for virtue, but deſpair. 1 0 . While with kind Nature, here amid the grove, 


All may be done, (methinks I hear them fay,) 
© E'en death defpis'd, by generous actions fair; 
All, but for thoſe who to theſe bow ers repair. 
_ © Their every power dilfolv'd in luxury, | 
To quit of torpid fluggiſhneſs the lar, | 
And from the powerful arms of Sloth get free. 


* 'Tis riſing from the — cannot LXV. | 
| + Ye impious Wretches? (quorh. the Kaight in 


© be! 


LX. 

6 Would you then learn to dilfipate the band 
Of theſe huge chreat' ning diſficulties dire, 
That in the weak man's way like lions ſtand, 
His foul appall, and damp his riſing fire? 
* Reſolve, reſolve, and to be men aſpire. 
Exert that noble privilege, alone, 

Here to mankind indulg d; controul defire ; 
+ Let godlike Reaſon, from her ſovereign throne, 


"000 tie EO ns Coma ey | 


" i» done, | 


— —— 


* Your few important days of trial here ? 
_* Heirs of eternity! yborn to rife | 
__ © Throughendleſs flates of being, fill more near 
Too bliſs approaching, and <aion clear, 
_ © Can you renounce a fortune ſo ſublime? 
| LY Such _ hopes, your backward ſteps to 


+ And roll, with vileſt brutes, through mud and | 


by © ſlime? 
© No! no !—your heaven-touch'd hearts a 
, the ſordid crime l- = 


| | LXII. . 
Enough enough !” they ery'd—Strit, from 
5 the crowd, 


as when amid the lifeleſs ſummit- —_ 
Of Alpine cliffs, where to the gelid ſky 
Snows pil'd on ſnows in wintry torpor lie, 
The rays divine of vernal Phœbus play; 
n' awaken'd heaps, in ſtreamlets from on high, 
Nous d into action, lively leap away, | 
_ Glad-warbling through the vals, in their new 
Wu o7- 
LXIII. | 
5 Not Ifs the life, the vivid joy ſerene, 
"Chat lighted up theſe new-created men, 
Than that which wings th' exulcing ſpirit clean, 
Where juſt deliver d from this fleſhly den, 
It ſoaring ſer s its native ſkies agen; | 
How light is cſſence ! how unclogg d its n 
Beyon - "the blazon of my mortal pen! 
Eten f we glad forſook theſe ſinful bowers, 


Lien ſuch enraptur d life, ſuch energy was ours. 


LUV. 
But far the greater part, with rage ;nflam'd, | 
Dire mutter d curſes, and blaſphem'd high Jov*- 
Vor. VIII. 


We paſs d the harmleſs ſabbath of our time, 
What to diſturb it could, fell men, emove 


* Your barbarous hearts? Is happineſs a crime ? 
is Then . the ficnds of hell rule in yon” heaven 


wrath) 


1 Your happineſs beheld?.— Then ſtraight a wand 


He wav'd, ananti-magic power that hath, 

Truth from illufive falſehood to command. 
Sudden the landſcape ſinks on every hand; - 
The pure quick ſtreams are marſhy puddles found; 
On baleful heaths the groves all blacken'd ſtand; 


And o'er the weedy, foul, abhorred | 
| Snakes, adders, 22 creature, 


crawls around. 


IXVI. 
ene * trees by betet ſank, 


Unhappy wights who loathed life yhung, 
Or in freſh gore and recent murder bath d, 


They weltering lay; or elſe, infuriate flung 


Into the gloomy flood, while ravens ſung 
The funeral — 22 


Theſe by diſtemper d blood to madneſs 


ſtung, 
| Had doom'd themſclves ; whence oft”, when night 


controul'd 
** . hither their fad ſpirits hou, 
nnn ee * 


That lazar-houſe l whilom in my lay 

| Depainted have, its horrors deep-diſplay'd, 
And gave unnumber d wretches to the day, 
Who toſſing there in ſqualid miſery lay. 
Soon as of ſacred light th' unwonted ſmile 
Pour'd on theſe living catacombs its ray, 


Through the drear caverns ſtretching many 2 8 | 
| The lick up-rais'd their heads, — * ä | 


woes awhile. 


ILXVI. | 
J. © heaven! (hey cry'd,) and do weonce more foe | 


| Yor” blei7d ſuu, and this green earth ſo fair ? 


Are we from noiſome damps of peſt-houſe free ? 
Aud drink our fouls the ſweet ethereal air? 


J. © thou! or Knight or God! who holdeſt there | 


© That fi-nd, ch! keep him in eternal chains! 


But what for us, the children of Deſpair, 
 « * to the briuk of hell, what hope re- 


| ains? 
#£ — does itſelf but aggravate our pains. 


LXIX. 


The gentle Knight, who ſaw their rueful caſ:, 


Let fall adown his filver beard ſome tears. 

* Certes (quoth he) it is not e en in Grace 3 

4 undo the paſt, and eke your broken years, 
Nathleſs, to nobler worlds R<pentance rears, 

Wich humble hope, her eve; to her is given 


Ot ar. | 


$14 
« She quells the brand by which the rocks are 


© riven; 
* She more —— —— eee 
| ven. 


Then bear the ſufferings you have earn'd, | 
And ty theſe ſufferings purity the mind: 
© Let wiſdom be by paſt miſconduc learn'd, 
© Or pious die, with p-nitc acc regni; 
© And to a life more happy aug refin'd, 
Doubt not, you ſhall, new creatures, yet ariſe. 
© Till then, you may expect in me to find | 
© One who will wipe your ſorrows from Jour eyes, 
One who will ſooth your —— * you to 
: the Kies. 


| Wi © 
They den heard, 2 in 


+ For you,” 3 ſterner 
| tone; 
* Whoſe hard dry hearts th" obdurate demon 


* fears, 
5 na eren en 
© In doProus manſion long you muſt bemoan 
© His fatal charms, and weep your ſtains away; 
Till, ſoft and pure as infant s grown, 
| © You feel a perieck change; then who can ſay | 
U IEP EINE OE 0h GOES 
| "EE Vœki, tier ton 


2 LXXII. 
; This raid, his powerful wand he 1 anew: 
Inſtant, a glorious angel- train deſcends, 

The Charities, to wit, of roſy hue, 
Sweet Love their looks a gentle 1 
And with ſeraphic flame compaſſion bl:nds. 
At once, delighted, to their charge they fly; | 
Wen, lo! a goodly hoſpital aſcends, 
In which they bade each lenient ad be nigh, 


That could the fick-bed ſmoothe of that d 


3 LXXIIT. 
It was a worthy edifying bed, | : 
And gives to human-kind peculiar grace, 
To fee kind hands attending day and night, 
Wich tender miniſtry, from place to place: 
| Some prop the head; ſome, from the pallid face 
Wipe off the faint cold dews weak Nature ſheds; | 
15 S m reach the healing draught ; the eds 
C 
The fear ſupreme, around their foſten d beds | 
Jams holy man LP 3 all opening heaven 
— | | 


| LXXIV. 
Attended by a glad acclaiming tram, 
Of thoſe he Ber d had from gaping hell, 8 
Then turn'd the Knight, and to his hall again 
Soſt- pacing, ſought of Peace the moſſy cell; 
Yet down his checks the gems of pity fell, 
To ſec the helpleſs wretches that remain 4 
1 There lelt — 2 ro ell; 


1 


I Tainting the „ in which 17 

Of morbid . features, ra & and OY 
— | Hlis hollow eyne ſhook forth a ſickly light; 
And o'er his lank jaw-bone, in piteous plight, 
His biack rough beard was matted rank and vile; 
| Direful to ſee ! an heart-a - 
an time foul ſcurf and blotches him defile, 

Aud dogs, whey bs w_ ſti] backed al the 


— 
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Amaz'd, their looks with * diſmay were ſtai 

And ſpreading wide their hands they — 
pentance feign'd. 

3 LXXV. 

But, ah ! their ſcorned day of gracc was 

For (horrible to tell) a defert wild m_ 


| >-fore them ſtretch d, bare, comfartlef, and vaſt, 
| | With givbets, bones, and carcaſes, deſil d. 5 


There nor trim ſield, nor lively culture ſmil'd; 


I | Nor waving ſtade was ſeen, nor fountain fair; 
Fut ſands abrupt on ſads lay looſely pil'd, 
| Through which they floundering doll d with pain- 


ful care, 


Whilſt 3 ſir d the 


}- 
| Au 


Then, * to a lefs land of bogs, 
Thet, rargng > Þy gray waſte appear'd, 
Where 
For ever hung on drizzly Auſter's beard; 

Or elſe the ground by picrcing Caurus ſear 'd, 
Was jagg'd with froſt, or heap'd with glazed inow; 


ſteer d, 


By cruef fiends ftill hurry d to and fro. 
a and Scorn, with many bel ona | 


Fe” 


txxvi "I 
The bet was with bat Seni rag 


ppalling ſight ! 


| While. 


| ILXxXxVnI. 
The oth r was a fell delpighttu] fiend; 


1 Hell hol 's none worſe in baleful bow'r bens; | 


By pride, and wit, and rage, and rancour Wend; : 


[Of man like, it good or bad; the foe: 


With nol: up-turn'd, he always made a ſhow 

As if he [melt ſome nauſeous icent; his eye 

Was cold, and keen, like blaſt from boreal ſnow ; 
And taunts he caſten forth moſt bitterly. 


Sack mer the xk that of rr: ts vagal 


Een ſo through Breneford town, a ener and. 
Au herd of briſly ſwine is prick'd along; | 
The filthy beaſts, that never chew the cud, 


Makes them renew their unmelodious mon; 


[Ne never find they reſt from their un: citing fone} | 


but putrid ſteams and noĩſome fog 


Through theſe extremes a I SAS Wy: 


all grunt, and ſqueak, and ing their troublous 


ſong, 
And oft” they plunge themſelves the mire among ; | 
But ay the ruthleſs driver goads them on, 
And ay of barking dogs the bitter throng 


— 0 — — b.. — 


: TR — —— ET 


OSD — —AWB— Fae = 


But what can man? E'en nov! the ſons of Light, 5 


M ho, while on this dim ſpot, where mortals toil, 


_ Could trace the fecr: t hand of Providence, 15 15 
Vide-working thre? this univerſal frame. 
Have ye not liſten d while he bound the Suns 


| Oererring man the year, and oft* diſgrac d 20 


Full in its cauſes and effects to 1 3 
All-piercing ſage! who ſat not down, 3 


Or cruelty and blood, Nature herfſclf 
Itood all ſubdu'd by bim, and open hid 
Aer every latent glory to his view. 


| Firſt gazing thro', he, by the blended power 0 
Of Gravitation and Projection, faw | 


| A rom unafliſtzd viſion hid, the Moons, 
Ey him ia all their mingled tracts were ſeen. 45 
| He allo fix d our wandering Queen of Night, 


— Whether ſhe wanes into a fcanty orb, 
Or, waxing broad, with her pale ſhadowy light, 


Fer every motion clear-diſcerning, be 50 
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1 
A POEM 


SACKED TO THE MEMORY OF 
SIR 18A AC NE WTON. 
 Inſeribed to the 


| 


| RiGHT RONOURABLE 
SIR ROBERT WALPOLE. U 


THALL the great ful uf menten quit we | 
carth | 

To © mingle with his ſtars, and every Muſe, 
Aftoniſh'd into filence, ſhun the weight | 
Of honours duc to his illuſtrious name? | 


In ſtrains high warbled to ſeraphic lyre, | 
Hail his arrival on the coaſt of bliſs. 


Let am not I deterr'd, tho? high the theme, E 


And ſung to harps of angels; for with you, 
— . Flazaes! ambitious, I aſpire 10 


In Nature's general ſymphony to join. ; 


And what new wonders can ye ſhow your gueſt ? | 
Clouded in duſt, trem Motion's ſimple laws f 


And Planets to their ſphercs! th* unequal taſk | 
Of human-kind till then. Oft had they roll'd 


The pride of ſchools, before their courſe was 
known | 


Romantic ſchemes, defended by the dir 


- ſpecious words and tyranny of mam, 25 


But, bidding his amazing Mind attend, 


And with heroic Patience years on years 
Deep-ſearching, ſaw at laſt the Syſtem dawn, 


And ſhine, of all his race, on him alone. 
What were his raptures then! how pure! how 
ſtrong ! 3 


And what the triumphs of old Greece and Rome, 
Ey his diminiſh'd, but the pride of boys 1 
In ſome ſniall fray victorious ! when, inſtcad 8 

Of thatter'd parcels of this earth uſurp's 


By violence unmanly, and fore deeds — 35 


All intellectual eye! our folar 3 


The whole in ſilent harmony revolve; 


Jo cheer remoter planets numerous form'd, 


lu a loft deluge overflows the ſky. 


| Which draws the {tone 


| | Of parcat=colvurs. 
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Adtuited to the mutual main, and taught 
Why row the mighty maſ* of water ſwells 
Reftilic's, heaving on the broken rocks, 
And the full rives turning, till again 


The tice revertive, unattrafted, Haves * © 


A yeilow waſte cf idle ſands bebind. 
Then breaking hence, hc took his ardent fight 


| Thro' the blue inſinite, and every itar 


Whict: the clear cuncave of a winter's night 


Pours on the eye or aſtronomic tube, 65 


Far-tretching, ſnatches from the dark abyſs, 
Or fuch as farther in ſucceſſive ſkies | 
To Tauch ihine alone, at his approach 
Blaz'd into funs, the living centre each 
Of an harmonious ſyſtem ; all combin d, 6s 
And rul'd unerring, by that ſingle power 
projected to the ground. 
O ueprofuſe Magnificence divine | 
0 Wiſdom truly perfect! thus ta call 
From a few 4 ſuch a ſcheme of — 72 
Effects ſo various, beautiful, and great, | 
An uviverſe complete! and, O belov'd 
Of Heaven ! whoſe well-purg'd enettative eye 
The myſtic veil traaſpiercing, inly ſcann'd 
The riſing, moving, wide-eftabliſh'd frame. 7, 
He, ſirtt of men, with awful wing puriu 


| The Comer chro' the long elliptic curve, 


As round innumerous worlds he wound his way, 
Till to the forehead of our evening ſky | 
Return'd, the blazing wonder glares anew, 8. 


| Aud ver the trembling rations ſhakes dilmay. 


The heavens are all his own, from the wild ru! le 


ot w hirling vortices and circling ſpheres 


To their firſt great ſimplicity reſtor'd. 

Ide Schools aſtoniſh'd ſtood, but found it vain 85 

To combat ſtil with demonſtration ſtrong, 

And, unawaken'd, dream beneath the blaze 

Ot "Truth. At once their pleaſing viſions flee, 

the gay ſhadows of the morning mia d, 
hen Newton rofe, our philoſophic fun. 9 
"IV arp flow of Sound was known to him, 

| From whence it ſirſt in wavy circles breaks, 

Till the touch'd organ takes the meſſage in. 

Nor could the darting beam of Speed immenſe 

Eſcape his ſwiſt purſuit aud meaſuring eye. 9 

E'en Light itfel', which every thing duyplay:, 

, Shone undiſcover'd. till his brighter mind 

Untwiſted all the ſhining robe of day: 1 

And, from the whitening undiſtinguiſh'd blaze - 

Collecting eve ray into his kind, „ ip 

To the charm'd eye educ'd * . 

Firſt the flaming Red 

Sprung vivid forth; the tawny Orange next; 


I And next delicious Yellow: ; by whoſe ſid: 


Fell the kind beams of all-cefreſhing Green: 1056 N 
Then the pure Blue, that (wells autumnal ikics, 
Ethercal play d; and then, of ſadder hue, 
Emerg'd the deepened Indico, as when DIETS 
The Cave bined evening droops with froſt; 


while the luſſ — of reſtacted light 1 10 


Dy'd in the fainting Violett away. 
Theſe, when the clouds diſtil the roſy ſhow er 


| [Shine out diſtin adown the wat'ry how, 


W hile o'er our heads the dewy vilion beads 
Delightful, melting on the fields bercath. 17. 
hank: of u m 2Lg'wug dyes from they r. zt. 


q . 
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And myriads ſtill remain; infinite ſource 


Be ſhed ſor him. The virgin in her bloom 


| 
Ot beauty, ever-fluſhing, ever-new ! | Cut off, the joyous youth, and darling child, f 
Did ever poet image aught ſo fair, | Theſe are the tombs that claim the tender tear 
Dreaming in whiſpering groves by the hoarſe j And elegiac ſong : but Newton calls 180 1 
| brook ! For other notes of gratulation high, | 


Or prophet, to whoſe rapture Heaven deſcends! That now he wanders thro” thoſe endleſs worlds | 
| 121 He here fo well deſcried, and wandering talks, | 
E'cn now the ſetting ſun and ſbifting clouds, | And hymns their Author with his glad compeers. | 


Seen, Greenwich, from thy lovely heights, declare} O Britain's boaſt! whether with angels thou 
How juſt, how beauteous the refractive law. 


| : 1855 
The noiſeleſs tide of time, all bearing down 1235 Sitteſl i in dread diſcourſe, or fellow-bleſt, | 


To vaſt eternity's unbounded fea, Who joy to ſee the honour of their kind; 

Where the green iſlands of the happy ſhine, Or whether, mounted on cherubic wing, 
He ſtemm'd alone, and to the ſource _ 'Thy ſwift career is with the whirling orbs, | 

| Deep in primeval gloom) aſcending, rais Comparings things with things, in rapture loſt, — 4 
His lights at equal diſtances, to guide 130 190 | 

Hiſtorian, ern 5 And grateful adoration, for that light 

But who can number up his Iabours? who | So plenteous ray d into thy mind below, ; 

His high diſcoveries fing ? when but a few 


From — himſelf ; Oh! look with pity down | 
Of che deep-ſtudyi ka {ay Sek ſtretch their minds pad any ney fo frail, erroncous — . [- 
To what he knew ? In Fancy's lighter —_— E e ſpirit of a w ns 7 

5 | O'er thy dejedted Country chief preſide, — | 
How ſhall the Muſe 6 aches thang And be her Genius calld ! her ſtudies raiſe, 
What wonder, thence, that his devotion ſwell'd| Correct her manners, and inſpire her youth: 


| Reſponſive to his knowledge! For could he, or, tho* deprav'd and ny; ſhe brought thee | 
| Whoſe piercing mental eye diffuſive faw forth, | 
The finiſh'd univerſity of 140 5 Jories in thy name; ſhe points thee aut 200 
In all its order, magnitude, and parts, | her ſons, and bids them eye thy ſtar; 
Forbear inceſſant to adore that Power | While in cxpectance of the ſecond Jife, 
Who ſills, ſuſtains, — — When time ſhall be no more, thy ſacred duſt 
| Gay, ye who beſt can tell, ye | 1 :. 
Who ſaw him in the ſofteſt li Bong "m0 $ 
All unwithhelc, — his le 3 —— 6 | | . 3 
4 The vaſt unborrow'd treaſures of his min l, 1 | 5 . „Cͤö;öðö 
Ob, ſpeak the wondrous Man! how wild, bow} A POEM © „ 


55 How greatly humble, how divinely good; 10 


How firm eſtabliſn d on eternal truth; reo | . OSS EL Cn 
Fervent in doing well, with every nerve 1 THE MENORY 
Still preſſing on, forgerful of the pat, 3 e oo TO gi : | 1 
And panting for perſection; far above J ä | 3 1 


| Thoſe little cares and vitionary joys 5 | FC Es 
That fo perplex the fond impaſlion' d heart 55 e Ri zht Honourable 


Of heated. truſti | 
"= — THE LORD 24150. 


And you, ye hopeleſs, gioomy-minded Tribe ! 4 

| You who, uucenſcious ct thoſe nobler flights 1 | 

That reack impatient at immortal life, — LATE CNANCELLOR OF GREAT atrais, 
Againſt the prime enccaring privilege 160 | 


Of being dare contend, ſay, can a ſol, | ' ADDRESSED 70 HIS SON. 
Of ſuch exrenfive, deep, tremendous powers, | 


3 Rt Bs 1 
+ MM — : „ 


Fularꝑing ſtill, be hut a finer breath 33 HILE, with the public, you, my 1. ur e. 1 1 ; 
O ſpirits dancing thro* their tubes 2 while, 8 i lament | 35 E 
And ten fur ever loſt in vacant air ? 155A friend and father loft, permit the Muſe, 


But hark! methinks I hear a warning nadie N 
Solemn as wl. en ſeme awiul change is come. 
Sound thro? the world" Ti is dont — Ihe mea- 


Ihe Muſe aſſigu d of old a double theme, 
To praiſe de: ad worth, and humble living pride, 


Which means not to beſtow, but borrow fame. 
Yes, ſhe may ling his matchleſs virtues now 


W hole gencruus taſk begins where int ' relt ends q 
0 ther's full; - permit her on a Halbot's tomb to lay 

0 nd ren ny charge. FR mouldering This cordial verſe ſincere, by ruth inſpir d. | 
| Stones! p 


That build the tower: g pyramid, the proud 170 


Yrivmpha. arc, the menunent t A. c' \ Unhappy that the may.— But where begin? 10 | 
2 Ly rutfhiic ts £: in, 41 Ae ſer apports , | — from the diamond tingle out cach ray, F 'S 
Ine workipp'e nuns of Ha- Ant.gu. ry, 


M here all, tho' crembling with ten thouſand hues, 
Lituſe one dazzling undivided light? | 
78 J.rt the low-minded of theſe wack is BE | 
j Yo mare * ſuwe de dem »- — tal le T5 


Low: to the duſt wiat grandeur can ye boaſt, 
\kiue Newton liste his column to the tkies, f 


Bever d ti viafe of tine ? {tv weak drop 


* 
- 
oy 


— ” SO — — 


| His ardent virtue. 


With ſeliſh-peace.” 


His ſtrenuous fpiric, recollected, calm | 
As tilent Night, yet active as the day. 
Ide more the bold, che buſtding, a0d the bad, 
Preſs to uſurp the reins of power, the more 
Behoves it Virtue, wich indignant zeal, 


The villain's 


Sprung ardent into action, that diflain'd 60 


_ That might be ſav'd-; diſdain'd, for coward Eaſe 
And her inſipid pleaſures, to refgn | i 
The prize of glory, the keen ſweets of toil, 
And thoſe high joys that teach the truly 3 great 65 
Io live for others, and for others die. 


Nat breathing more bencficence, the Spring 


1a kim Aſtræa, to this dim abode 


To bleſs them his delight, to bring hem back, | 
From thorny error, from unjoyous wrong, 751 
Into che paths of kind primeval faith, 
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Of ancient times, in pity to their own, 


he. piercing eye, the quick-cnlighten'd ſoul, 
The graceful caſe, the flowing tongue of Grerce, 
Join'd to the vixtues and the force of Rome. 20 
Eternal Wiſdom, that all-quick'niag fun, 
Whence wr gc in — draws 
Directing light, and 
Ne'er with a larger portion of its Ml | 
Awaken'd mortal cla _ ſteady, calm, 25 | 
Difuſive, deep, — his reaſon ſa w, 
With inſtantaneous view, the truth of things; 
Chief what to human life and human bliſs 
Pertains, that nobleſt ſcience, fit for man; 


And hence, reſponſive to his knowledge, glow'd 


30 
Ignorance and vice 

in conſort foul agree, each heightening each, 

V nile virtue draws from knowledye brighter fire. 
What — what comely, or what tender 

What talent, or what virtue, was not his ? 35 

What chat can render man or great or good, 

ive uſeful worth or amiable grace? | 

Nor could be brook in ftudious ſhade to lie, | 

In ſoft retirement, indolently pleas d 


The Siren of the wiſe, 40 
(Who ſteals th' Aonian ſong, and in the ſhape 

Ot Virtue wooes them from a worthleſs world,) 
Tho? deep he felt her charms, could never melt 


ro check their combination. Shall low views 
Of ſneaking int reſt, or luxurious vice, 50 
„ quicken more to toil, 

And dart  livelier vigour thro' the foul, 
Than thoſe that, mingled with our trueſt good, 


Coufound the world. A Talbot's, different far, | 
Lo loſe in death-like {loth one pulſe of life 


{arly, behold! he breaks benign on liſe. 


ends in her ſwelling train the gentle Airs; 
While gay, behind her, ſmiles the kindling waſte 

20 
Of ruffian ſtorms and winter's lawleſs rage. 


Ot cver-wandering men, return'd 


Of happineſs and juſtice. All his parts, 


When ſhall again 


And arduous open into 
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Of human-kind. For that he, N felt 
The throb of patriots when they model ſtates; 80 
Anxions for that, nor nee:iful fleep could hold 


His till-awaken'd foul ; nor friends had charms 
To ſteal, with pleaſing guile, one uſeful hour; 


| red le no has guor, no 


joy. 
Thus with eawcaried flops by Virtue led, 85 
He gain'd the ſummit of that ſacred hill 


Where, raig'd above black Envy —— EP 


Her ſpotlſs temple lifts its radiant front. 
Le nam'd, victorious Ravagers | no more; 


Vaniſh, ye human Comets! ſhrink your blaze, 0 


ve chat your glory to your terrors owe, 

s o'er the gazing deſolated earth 

Ye ſcatter ſanund, pcitilence, and war! 

Vanith before this vernal ſun of Fame: 

Efſulgent ſweetnets | beaming life and joy. gs 
How the heart liſten d while he pleading ſpoke! 


While on the enlighten d mind, with winning art, 


His gentle reaſon to perſuaſive ſtole, 


That the charm'd hearer thought it was his own. 7 
Ah! when, ye ſludious of the jaws! again 100 


Shall ſuch enchaating leſſons bleſs your ear? 
the darkeſt truths, 

Be ſet in ample day? when ſball the harſh 
cale ? 


The ſolid mix with elegant di 


At once to pour conviction on the foul, 


| And warm with lawful flame th“ 


heart. 


45 | That dangerous gift with him was fafely lodg'd | : 
| By Fleaven. He, * Z 
5 3 


Ito trampled Want and Worth, to ſuſfering Right, . 


To the lone Widow's and her Orphan's woes, 
Reſerv'd the mighty charm. Wich equal brow, 
Deſpiſing then the ſmiles or frowns of Power, 


| | He all that nobleſt eloquence effas'd, 115 


Which generous patior,, *anght by reaſon, breathes: 
With preſent honour, "and immortal tame | 


lnavolve the good of all? An empty form 35 
s the weak virtue that amid the ſhade 
Iamenting lies, with future ſchenics amus _ -- 
While Wickednels and Folly, kindred powers, 


Then eke the man, and over barren Art 


Prevail'd abundant Nature. Frezdom then 
| H:s client was, Humanity and Truth. 


ed on the ſeat of juſtice, there he reign'd 


[ln a | fuperies ſphere of cloudleſs day, 9 
A pure intelligence. No tumult there, 
No dark emotion, no intemp' rate heat, 
No paſſion e'er difturb'd the clear ſerenc 


That round him yn. A zeal for right — 5 
128 1 


The love of rultice, like the ſteady ſun, _ 
Its equal ardour lent; and ſometimes rais'd 
| Againſt the ſons of Violence, of Pride, 
; | Rad bold Deceit, his indignation gleam d. 
et ſtill by ſober dignity reſtrain'd, 1360 


= intuition quick, he ſnatch'd the truth, 

Yet with progrcllive patience, ſtep by ep. 
Self · diſſident, or to the flower kind, 

He thro' the mazc of falſchood trac'd it on, | 


Till, at the laſt, evolv'd, it full appear d, 13s 


And &'en the loſer own'd the juſt decree. 

But when, in ſenates, he, to freedum firm, 
Enlighten'd — plann'd falubrions laws, 
His various learning, Eis wide knowledge, then, 


His virtues all, b GO PCs the good. 


is he — into Brir nia $ wenl. #35 


a? 106g 
| His was the talent, with the pureſt light ON 


S 


— — — 
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| ſeem's from ſimple ſenſe to flow, 

And the plain patriot ſmooth'd the brow of law. 
No ſpecious ſwell, no frothy pomp of words, 
Fell on the cheated ear: no ſtudy d maze 

Of declamation, to perplex the right, 145 
He darkening threw around : ſafe in itſelf, 
In its own force, all powerful Reaſon (poke; | 
While on the great, 8 int, at once 
He fream'd decifive day, and ſhow d it vain 
To lengthen farther out the clear debate. 150 
Conviction breathes conviction ; to the heart, 
Pour'd ardent forth in eloquence unbid, 

The heart attends; for let the venal try | 
Their every hard'ning ſtupifying art, 
Truth muſt prevail, zeal will enkindle zeal, 155 
And Nature, ſkilful touch d, is honeſt ſtill. 
Behold him in the councils of his prince, 

What faithful light he lends! How rare, in courts, 
Such wiſdom ! ſuch abilities! and, join'd | 
To virtue fo determin'd, public zeal,j 160 
And honour of ſuch adamantime proof, 
As een Corruption, hopeleſs, and ofcraw'd, 
Durſt not have tempted! Yet of manners mild, 
And winning every heart, he knew to pleaſe, 
Nobly to pleaſe; while equally he ſcorn d | ""— 
Or adulation to receive or give. | 
Happy the ſtate where wakes a ruling eye | 

Of ſuch inſpeRion keen, e | 
Beneath a ſo vigilant, fo pur a 
Toil may reſign his cateleſs N to \ reſt; 170 
And ever-jealous Freedom fleep in peace. | 
Ah! loſt uncimely ! loft in downward days! 
Aud many 2 patriot counſel] with him loſt! 


 Counſels that might have humbled Britain's foe, 


Her native foe, from eldeſt time by Fate 175 
Appointed, as did once a Talbot's arms. 6 
Let Learning, Arts, let univerſal Worth, 
Lament a patron loſt, a friend and judge. 

Unlike the ſons of Vauity, that, veil'd 
Beneath the s praſtituted name, 180 
"Dare ſacrifice a worthy man to pride, 9 
And fluſh conſuſion v'er an honeit cheek. 
Whey he conferr'd à grace, it ſeem'd a debt 
Which he to merit, to the public, paid. 
And co che great all-bounteous Source of good. 
- £8 5 
Fus ſympathiſing heart itſeif recei d | 


IT be generous obligation he bcſtow'd. 


This, this indeed, is patronifing worth, 
Their kind protector him the Muics on. 


But ſcorn with noble pride the coated awd 1 90 


Of taſtelels Vanity's inſulting hon). 
The gracious ſtream that cheers the letter d wat 
Is not the noiſy gift of ſummer's noon, | 
| Whoſe ſudden current from her naked root 
Wathes the little ſoil which yet remain'd, 19 '$ 
And only more dejects the bluſhing flowers: 
No, tis the ſoft-deſc:nding dews at eve, 
Ihe ſilent treaſures of the verual year, 
 l:quiging deep their ſtores the Hill night long. 
| Tall, wich returning morn, the treſhen'd worid 
2 200 
In Is f fragrance ail, all beauty, joy, and ſong. 
Sell let me view him in ine pleaſing light 


of private like, wher: pomp forgets to glare, | 


- | As on the | 

| Where Derry's mountains a bleak creſcent form, 
And mid their ample round receive the waves, 
That, from the frozen Pole reſounding, ruſ 235, 
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— 2 — ring, 

Or gentle-beaming autumn's penſive 

The pl philoſophic mind with Nature talks. 

Say ye, his Sons! his dear Remains! with whom 


Yet rais'd your duty thence the more, 


| With friendſhip rais'd it, with eſteem, with love. 


Beyond the tics of blood, oh ! fpeak the joy, 


The virtuous ſpirit, which his vacant hours, 
In ſemblance of amuſement, thro the breaſt 


| Thou darling friend! thou-brother of his foul! 


1 1 
Whatever fancy paints, Invention pours, PE 
Judgment digeſts, the. well-tun'd boſom feels, 


Truth natural, moral, or divine, has taught, 
The Virtues dictate, or: the Muſes 


Lend me the plaine which to the lonely main, 
8 


| With Memory converſing, you will pour, | 
pebbled- ſhore you, penſive, ſtray, 


5 


Imapetuous. . Tho from native ſunſhine driven, 


©," {os from — friends, the ſunſhine of the ſoul, 
2 | By anderous Zeal, and 


infirm, - 
Jealous of worth, yet wi , you bleſs your lot, 


Nuts“ d, by experience, into ſlow eſterm, | 
| Calm confidence unbounded, love not blind, 


I, too, remember well that cheerful bow] 


plain; 
Mirth loltea'd wiſdom, candour temper'd mk. 
| 250 
421 wit its honey lent, without the ſling. 
Not ſimple Nature's unaffected tons, * 
| The blamelefs Indians, r 
In ſunny lawn or ſhady covert ſet, 


| Hold more vnſpotzed converſe ; nor of old, 255 


Rome's awful conſuls, her dictator- wains, 

As ou the product of their Sabine farms 

They far'd, with fricter virtue fed the foul | 
Nor yet in Athens, at an, Attic meal, | 
Where Socsates preſided, fairer truth, 260 
More elegant humanity, more grace, ; 


br. Rundle, late Biſhop of Derry in reland. 


mix'® improvement with delghs, 


The pure ſerene, the cheerſul wiſdam mild, 220 


Infus'd. And thou, O Rundle! * lend thy ftraio, 
| in whom the deed. end. heart their ſtores unite; 


Yet will you triumph in your gloriaus fate, 240 
| Whence Talbot's triendſhip glows to future times, 
Intrepid, warm: of kindred tempers born; 


And the ſweet light from mingled minds dilclos'd, | 
From mingled chymic oils as burits the fire. 246 


| Which routd his cable dd. Tae des there 
Mix d with the ſportive, with the learn d the 


Wide on the rich, the poor, the high, the low, 
With equal ray, his ready goodneſs ſhone : 
For nothing human foreign was to him. 275 


And hard to be ſupported, you ſucceed; 


It will, thro! lateſt time, enrich your race, 
When groſſer wealth ſhall moulder into duit, 280 
And with their authors in oblivion ſunk 
Vain titles lic, the ſervile badges oft' 
Of mean ſubmiſſion, not the meed of worth. 


Of all mankind, thro' ev'ry land and age, 285 


| Malignant ſeeks out fauits. cannot thro' lite, 


le muſt be glorious, or he muſt be ſcurn'd. 
I his truth to you, who meri: well to bear 295 


May ſafciy fing, and fing without teſer va. 


That ſhould a Talbot muuru. Ourſelves, indeed, 
_ Our GAY robb'd ot her delight aud ltreagth, 


We may lament : yet let us, grateful, joy 
That we ſuch virtues knew, ſuch virtues felt, 
And ſeel them ſ. ill, te ching our views to rite 
bro ever-bright'ning ſcenes of future world. 
-- Be dumb, ye worſt of Zcalots! ye thar, prone | 
1 3051 
Jo thoughtieſo Cuſt, renounce chat generous hope, 
W hence every joy below its ſpirit draws, | 
And every pain is bam AT albot's light, | 
A Talbot's virtues, claim another fource ö : 
Than rhe blind maze of undeſiyning blood; 3¹⁰ | 8 
Nor when that vital fountain plays no more, 
Can they be quench'd amid the gelid ſtream. 


From tangling earth, regain the realuis of day, 
Its native country, whence, to bleſs mankind, 315 
\ Eternal Goodneſs cn this darkſome ſpat 
Had ray'dit down awhile. Behold! approv'd 


And to th' Almighty Father's preſence join'd, 


THOMSO 


Thus to a dread inheritance, my Lord, 


But, kept by virtue, as by virtue gain'd, 


True genuine honour its large patent holds ; 


Of univerſal Reaſon” s various ſons, 

And een of God himſelf, ſole perfect Judge 
vet know theſe nobleſt honours of the mind 
= rigid terms deſcend : the high-plac'd heir, 


cann'd by the public cye, that, with keen gaze, 


Amid the nameleſs inſects of a cuurt, 
Unheeded pr but, with his fire compar'd, 


name to Britons dear, th' officious Mule 


Vain were the plaict, and ignorant the tear, 
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With joyful pride, Britannia's blmeleſs boaſt. 
Ah! who is he that with a fonder eye 
Meets thine enraptur'd ?—" [is the beſt of ſons? 


325 
The beſt of friends! Too ſoon is realia d 
That hope which once forbade thy tears to flow ! 
Meanwhile the kindred fouls of every land, 


(Howe er divided in the fretful days | 
Of prejudice and error) mingled now, A 


In one ſelected never · jarring ſtate, 

Where God himſelf their only — reigns, 
Partake the joy; yet, ſuch the ſenſe that ſtill 
Remains of earthly woes, for us below, | 


But ceaſe, preſ' ous Muſe ! nor vainly ſtrive 
To quit this cloudy ſphere that binds thee down; 


Behind, and ſtrike our boldeſt language * 


Where flows celeſtial harmony. forgive 
This fond ſuperfluous verſe. With deep- felt voice, 
On every heart impreſs d, thy deeds themſelves 


345 
Atteſt thy praiſe. Thy praiſe the widows' ſighs 


The ſons of Juſtice, and the ſons of Strife, 

All who or ireedory or who intereſt prize, 5 
A deep-divided nation's parties all 350 
 Conipue to ſwell thy ſpotleſs praiſe to heaven. 


| Glad heaven receives it, and ſeraphic lyres 


With ſongs of triumph thy arrival hail. 
How vain this tribuce, then! this lowly lay! 


Vet nought is vain which gratitude inſpires. 35s | 


The Mule, beſides, her duty thus approves | 


ro virtue, to her country, to mankind, 


Fo ruling Nature, that, in glorious charge, 


380 


4 


As to her prieſteſs, gives it her, to hyma 


P 0 E M $- 
ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


Mechink: I ſee hs mounting ſpirr, freed 


By the tremendous Judge of heaven and earth, 


He takes his rank, in glory and in bliſs, 320 | 
Amid the human worthies. Glad . 


_ ute the: | 
' DEATH OF MR. AIKMAN, \ 


— 14 PARTICULAR FRIEND OF THE AUTK0% TY 


As thoſe we love decay, we die in part; 
String after ſtring is ſever d from the heart, 

Lili looſen'd life, at laſt, but br athing clay, 

Withour one pang is gd vs fall away, 


Crowd his cempatriot ſhades, and point him out, 


And for our loſs, chey drop a pitying tear. 335. 


Tis not for mortal hand to trace theſe ſcenes, 
Scenes that our groſs ideas grovelling cat | 


| Forgive, immortal Shade! if aught from 4 15 
From duſt low-warbled, to thoſe groves can riſe, 


And orphans” tears embalm. The good, the bad, 


W hatcver good and excellent the forma, 360 


| 
| 


* 
. 
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nhappy he who lateſt feels the blow, WY 
Whole eyes have wepe o'er every friend laid 


Drogg's Bere on from partial death to 
Till, dying, all he can reſign is breath. | 


A PARAPHRASE 


on Tur 


Latter Part of the Sixth Chapter of Saint Matthews, * 


HEN my bed labours vin oppreſive 


| | 858 and or my check deſcends the falling tear, 
at | _ hile all m are at ſtrife 
| TO THE REV. MR. MURDOCH, |! ler g Hen . Re ud are ae pe 
- 
RECTOR OF STRADDISKALL 1N SUFFOLK, 1738. * 8 => 2 4 22 1 


— 


5 e dro thou can't not | Think not, when all your ſcanty tor ſtores afford 
Is ſpread at once upon the ſp | 

| Here 2 llity o'er all; 

No noſes no car) no vac, vo ee; | Think not, when worn - 4, -- *-- op RN 


9 and ubled While on the roof the howling tempeſt brars, 


What farther ſhall this feeble liſe ſuſtain, 


i however dear; And what ſhall clothe theſe ſhiv'riog libs 


Truſt me, the tender are the moſt ſevere. 58 | again. 
Guard, while *tis thine, thy philoſophic caſe, Say, does nor life its nouriſhment exceed? 


| And the fair body its inveſting weed ? | 
And afk no joy bur that of virtuous Peace: Behold! and look away your low deſpair— 
That bids defiance to the ſtorms of fate : see the light tenants of the barren air; 
High bliſs is only for a higher ſtate, a 


To them nor ſtores nor granaries belong, | 
_ | Nought but the woodland and the pleaſing ſong ; 
SEE: Vet your kind heavenly Father bends his exe 
C On the leaſt wing that flits along the yx. 
N | To him they ſing when Spring renews the plain. 
APH | To him they cry in Winter's inching reigh, 5 
EPI ox MISS STAML rr. Nor is their muſic nor their Mains in vain: 


; === Stanley! reſt, cleap'd this mortal | He hears the gay and the diftreſsful call, 
ftrife, 


Aud with unſparing bounty fills them all. 


joys | | Obſerve the riſing lily's ſnowy grace 
=_ — =o beyond 888 3 Obtcrve the various vegetable race; | 
And fternly try thee a”. a year of pain : They neither toil, nor ſpin, but careleſs grow. N 
No more =. patience, ſeigning 4 alias.” Vet (ce how warm they bluſh ! how bright thy 
.ights thy fick eye, to cheat a parent's grief: glow ! 
| wah tender art, to ſave her anxious groan, What regal ans can with chem compare | 8 
No more thy boſom preſſes down its own: What king fo ſhining ! or what queen fo fair | 


Now 1 peace is thine, and blii; fin- If, ceaſclefs, thus the fowls of heaven he fcoi-. : 


| When a few ſuns have roll'd their cars - © 0 3 
Tir'd with vain life, will cloſe the willing eye; 
Ties the great birthright of mankiad to dic. 


— u — not uupleaſing tear! 


1 To ſhow us Viewe | in her faireſt 1 1 
To ſhuw us artleſs Reaſon's moral reign, | 
What boaſtful Science arrogates in vain; 


If v'er the fields ſuch lucid robes he ſpread-, 
” j Will he not care for you, ye Faithleſs! 1-y, 
ol born to. bloom, chen fink bene the | 5 te! or are Je „ 
bow. . 


Th' obedient paſſions knowing each their part, 


; Calm light the head, and harmony the h- ut! 3 | : O D E 8 . 


Yes, we mult follow ſoon, will glad obey, 


Neſt . . | | ODE. 
rr ” | get, 
14 thee there, here with thy duſt repoſe, E 5 | | I. 
2 Sy haps = _ | CB 
Ah! tell me, whither art thou fled, 


—ññ— : To what delightiul world above, 
| n for the happy dead ? 
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I. 
| Or (all Gank, Bang 2 at 


oh, if thou hover'ſ round my walks, 
| While under ev'ry well-known tree 


Ito thy fancy'd ow talk, 
And every tear is full of thee; 


IV. 


| ere 
Beſide ſome ſympathetic ſtreom, 
In ſlumber find a ſhort relief, 


ODE. 


NIGHTINGALE ! beſt poet oo the grove, | 
Ts G 
| tthee, 
Bleſt in the full poſſeſſion of thy love: 
: o leud that ſtrain, ſweet Nightingale! to me. 
Dis mine, alas! to mourn my wretched fate: 
I love a maid who all my boſom charms, 
et loſe my days without this lovely mate; 
Inhumoeu Fortune keeps her from my arms, 
Lou, happy Bards ! by Nature's ſiniple laws 
| Lead your for lives, ſuſtain'd by Nature's fare; 
Fou dwell wherever roving Fancy draws, 
And love and loug is all your pleaſing care, 
But we, vain flaves of intereſt and ut pride, 


Dare not be bleſt, leſt envious —_— ſhould 


blame; 
And hence, m vain, I b for my bride: 


Q maunrn with _ . * my haplet lame And do ſuch 


1 
| 


I; 


| 0 Thro“ heaven's high dome the awiut anther. 


ODE 


— 9 SERAP IN 


„EE wanton's . N bright, a 
| Ar: like the falſe illuſive light, 

Whoſe flattering iuauſpicious blaze 
To precipices oft” betrays: 

Bur that ſweet ray your beauties dart, 

Which clears the mind and cleans the heart, 
Is like the facred Queen of Night, | 
ho pours a lovely gentle light 
_ Wide oer the dark, by wanderers bleſt, 

2 ——T. them to peace and reſt. 


A vieious love depraves the wind; 
Tin 2 guilt, and ah join'd 
Vat. VI. 
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But Scraphina's eyes diſpenſe 


A mild and 21 
r s ſhed 


| Around the heav'n- illumin'd head. 
To love thee, Seraphina ! ſure 
| Is to be tender, happy, pure; 


"Tis from low paſſions to eſcape, 
Ard wooe bright Virtue's faireſt | 
"Tis ecſtaſy with wiſde:n join'd, 


And heav'n infus'd into the mind. 


ODE. 
on 20LUs's AR. 
„ 


THEREAL Race, inhabitants of Air, | 
Who hymn your Cod amid the ſecret grove, | 


3 — Kan to my harp repair, | 
W 


II. | 


S uþbraid! | 
With what ſoft woe they thrill the lover's heart! 


| Sure from the hand of ſome unhappy maid, 
| Who dy'd of love, theſe ſweet complainings part. 


| 


"Java dank? ex Grids wan ef coined eas. 


On the deep ftrings his hand ſome hermit — 
E he the facred Bard, who ſat alone 


| 3 ä | 


To * 


| Let me, ye wand ring Spirits of the wind! 
| Who, as wild Fancy prompts you, touch 


Such v was the * which Zion s children ſung. 
When by Evphrates' ſtream they made their piaint ; 
fadly ſolemn notes are ſtrung 

| | Angelic harps, to — a rng laint. 


V. 


$ 
| 
Methinks I 1 the fall celefiial choir a 
55 | 
Now chart ng cicar, and now they ail CON 1 
tlic 1 _ from en to praiſe. 


| 


the | 
\ ſtring, | 


| Smit with your theme, be in your chorus join'd, 
For till you ceaſe my Mule forgets to ling. 


Aal. Harp i is @ muſical iaſti ment, aul ich 2”; 
with the uind, invented by Mr. ald; its proper + 
ties are fully diſcribed in the C — of Induilcnce. 


17 Itremiæ 7 


5 * 
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ODE IL. 
m THE MASK or ALFRED. The nn mark'd his treacherous art, 
5 5 And, ſoftly fighing, thus reply'd; 
3 1. 5 | Fog w , you have ſubdu'd my heart, 
144 — * 2 o'er my yore. 
Aroſe from out the azure main, | 15 | 
This was the chactey of the land, 1 III. 
guardian angels ſung this ſtrain ; | | 
_* Rule, Britannia! rule the waves; Per 
„ Britons never will be flaves. : Tour bondage who his love conceals, 
* 5 I But when his paſſion he declares, 
fo ET Ts uu | You drag „K — 
The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, — | 
Muſt, in their turns, to tyrants fall = Þ | —_——_— 
While thou ſhall flouriſh great and free, 85 | 5 | 
The dread and envy of them all. | | 
Rule, E's, SONG. 
| Im. TARD is the fate of him who loves, 
Still more majeſtic halt den riſe, = : Yet dares not tell his trembling pain. 
Mere dreadful from each foreign ſtroke ; | | But to the ſympathetic groves | 
s | | But to the lonely liſtening plain. 
Serves but to root thy native oak. _ 1 Oh! when ſhe bleſſes next your ſhade, 
* Vc. Wo. | Ion! when her footſteps next are ſeen 
. 5 In flowery tracts along the mead. 
Thee haughty tyrants ne er hall tame : In freſher mazes o'er the 
Au their attempts to bend thee down, 'Ye gentle Spirits of the vale! 
Will but arouſe thy generous flame, To whom the tears of love are dear, 
But . renown. From dying lilies waſt a gale, 
8 — ä | I And figh my forrows in her ear. 
5 oO tell her what ſhe cannot blame, 
| 0: 8 I Tho" fear my tongue muſt ever bind; 
5 PR | JO! tell her 2 virtuous flame 
To the * iu as her ſpotleſs foul refin d. 
All thine ſhall be the fubjeck main, Sr 
ho . — IE his care, 
l * 15 | he peer ene oh, 
of EE e | lier her own ſighs in prayer 
ET | 2 Bur if at firſt, her vir __ | 
5 | „ | Should fart at Love* * 2 name, 
The Muſes, ſtill with Freedom found, I With that of Friendſhip ſooth her ear 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair: Wo I True love and friendſhip are the ſame. 
Bleſt Iſle! with 5 5 1 | | ry 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 1 £ OB 
Rule, Britannia! rule the waves; = | os” Ian” 

. + Britons 1 never will * „ 
SONGS. 3 
JVVVVVVVVV ns LESS with my Amanda bieſt, 

| In vain I twine the woodbine bower - 
i Wo Unleſs to deck her fweeter breaſt, 
| 1 in vain I rear the breathing flower: 
NE Jay the God of ſond defire, k  Awaken'd by the genial year, 
On miſchief bent, to Damon ſaid, In vain the birds around me ſing ; 
Why not diſcloſe your tender fire, In vain the ſreſhening fields appear : 


Yiu own it 19 the lovely wang? | EN, | Without my love mere i no ſpring. 


— ODE. DC — —— 8 5 . a 8 


— T—ͤ—ä— . y——ũ—³ P— — 


. 5 om Os 6 
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SONG. 
ever, Fortune! wilt then prove 
An unrelenting foe to love, 
And when we meet a mutual N 


Come in between, and bid us part? 
Bid us ſigh on from day to day, 


And wiſh, aud wiſh the ſoul away, 


Till youth and genial years are flown, 
And all the life of life is gone ? 

But buſy, buſy ſtill art thou, 

To bind the loveleſs joylefs vow, 


The heart from pleaſure to delude, 
To join the gentle to the rude. 

For once, O Fortune | hear my prayer, 5 
And 1 abſolve thy future care; 


All other bleſſings I relign, - 
Make but the dear Amanda mine. 


SONG. 


 OME, gentle God of ſoft defire! 
Come and poſſeis my happy breait, 


2 Noc fury-like in flames and fire, 


Or frantic folly's wildneſs dreſt; 


But come in Friendſhip's angel-guiſe: 
Yet dcarer thou than friendſaip art, 
More tender ſpirit in thy eyes, | 


More tweet emotions at the heart. 


O come with Goodneſs in thy train. 


With Peace aud Pleaſure, void of ſtorm, | 


And wouldft thou me for ever gain, 


Put on Amanda's wiuning form. 


4 \ A NUPTIAL SONG. , 


? Intent to 1 been inſon ted in the fourth 4 


Scęlen ſhes 


OME, gentle Venus! and au unge 
A werring world, a bcding age; 


5 For Nature lives benench thy ray, 
The wintry tempeſts haſte nn. | 


A lucid calm inveſts the ſea, 


Thy native deep | is fall of thee; 


The flowering carth, wherze'er you fy, . 


Is all o'er ſpring, all fun the ky; 
A genial ſpirit warms the breeze; 
Unſcen among the blooming trees, 


The feather d lovers tune their throat, 
The deſert grows a ſoſten d note 
Glad o'er the meads, the cattle bound, 


And love and harmony go round. 


But chief into the human heart 


; You ftrike the dear delicious dart ; 


You teach us pleaſing pangs to kaow, 
1 languiſh in 8 * 


| To feel the generous paſſions riſe 


Grow good by gazing, mild by fighs; 
Each happy moment to improve, 
| And fill the perfect ear with love. 


To whom all creatures owe their birth ; 
Oh come, ſweet tmiling ! tender, came! 
And yet prevent our final doom; 


For long the furious God of war 
| Has cruth'd us with his iron car, 


Has rag'd along our ruin'd plains, 
Has foil'd them with his cruel ſtains, 
Has ſunk our youth in endleſs fleep, 
And made the widow'd virgin weep. | 
| Now let him feel thy wonted charmy ; 


Oh! take him to thy twining arms! 


And, while thy boſom heaves on his, 
| While deep he prints the humid kiſe, 


25 N | Ah! then his ſtormy heart controul, 
__ | And fight thyſelf into his foul. | 


AN 


H HYMN ON SOLITUDE. 


AlL mildly pleafing Solitude ! 

Companion of the wiſe and good, 
But from whoſe holy, piercing eye, 
The herd of fools aad villains fly. 


Which inne cehce and truth imparts, 
And melts the moſt obdirate hearts. 
A thouſund ſhapes you wear with eaſc, 


_ {And ftiltin every hape Jeu pleaſe. 


Now wrapt in ſome myſterious dream, 
lone piuloſopher you feem ; 

+} Now quick ſrom hill to vale you fly, 
And now you Sweep the vaulted ly; 
A ſhevherd next, you havnt the plain, 
And warble forth Jour oaten ſtrain. 
* A lover now, wich all the grace 


9 Of that ſweet paiton — your face : 


Then, culm'd to feiendſnip. you aum 


ile vencle-l: oking Hariord's vloom, 2 


F A<; with her MI: ulidcta, ihe 


4 (ter Alelidora fond of thee) 


Amt. the long-withdrawing vale, 


1 Awakes the Ii val nightingale. 


'Fhiae is the balmy breath of Morn, 
Jaſt as dle dew-bent role is born; 


. And while meridiau ſyrvours bear, 


Tuine is the woodland dumb retreat; 


I But cinvi,, when evening ſcenes decay, 


And the faint landſcape ſwims away, 
Thie is the doubtlul ſoft ducline, 
And that beſt hour of muſing thine 
Veſcendiag angels bleſs thy train, 
Tue virtues of the fage and ſwain; 
Plain innecence, in white array'd, 


| Before mes lits her coaliels head: 


Come, thou delight of heaven and earth | 


Oh! how I love with thee to walk, | 
And liſten to thy whilper'd talk, . 
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Religion's beams around thee ſhine, 
And cheer thy glooms with light divine ! 
About thee ſports ſweet Liberty; 

And rape Urania fings to thee. 
let me pierce thy ſecret cell, 
And in thy deep receſſes dwell. 
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Perhaps from Norwood's oak-clad hill, 
2 

I juſt may caſt my careleſs eyes 
Where London's ſpiry turrets riſe, 
Think of its crimes, its cares, its pain, 


Then! ſhield me in the woods again. 
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